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THE KAISERS VISIT.

THE KING'S ACTORS AT
. SANDRINGHAM.

By command of the King, Sir Henry
Irving and Mr. Arthur Bourchier had the
honour. of appearing‘with their respective
companies after dinner. The programme,
which his Majesty himself had specially
selected in honour of the Kaiser’s visit, was
ag follows: —

A STORY OF WATERLOO,
1815 to 1881,

By Sir ArTHUR CONAN DoOYLE. X
Corporal # Gregory Brewster (aged 86) Aj-
aterloo Veteran ............. Henry Irving. |’

(His ori mal art.)

Sergeant Archle MecDonald (R.AL)
Mr. onnel Belmore.
Colonel Archie Midwinter (Royal Scots

GUATAS) veerreerineerranee venee Mr. Ben Webster.

Norah Brewster (The Corporal’s Grand-
niece) ....ieesees seseneere. Miss Mabel Hackney.
Followed by :

| DOCTOR JOHNSON,
A Play in One Act,
By Lo TREVOR.

Samuel Johnson, LL.D.
Mr, Arthur Bourchier.
(His orlgmal part)

James Boswell ......ccceeernee Gerald Biron.
Captain Alan M ie ( oyal Regiment of

Toot) vveerernnenns Mr. H. B. Warner.
Mrs. Boswell ......... Miss Violet Vanbrugh.

Scene: Mr, Boswell’s house in Edinburgh.
Period: 1773,

e . -~







44 SOUVENIR OF SIR HENRY IRVING.

by MR. J. ZAEHNSDORF, of 144, Shaftesbury
Avenue, W.C. Its outside is decorated to a
pattern, having fine double red borders round
the boards, with ornamental tooling and
scrolls, The solid gold clasps are worked in
old Venetian pattern, with Sir Henry Irving’s
monogram chased upon them.

The crystal and gold casket, is strictly
classical in design, rectangular in form, and
of imposing size. The entablature is supported
by twelve fluted gold columns of the Ionic
order. The front panel is embellished with
masks in gold relief of *Tragedy’ and ¢ Com-
edy.’ On three sides, below the cornice, is
enamelled the inscription:

«This casket was presented, with the address which
it encloses, by the actors and actresses of Great Britain
and Ireland to Sir Henry Irving, to commemorate
the Knighthood conferred upon him by her Majesty
Queen Victoria, MDCCCXCV.”

The Casket is @ beautiful specimen of the
English goldsmitk’s art, and contains nearly
one hundred ounces of eighteen-carat gold.
Mr. Forbes Robertson was suitably entrusted
with the design, which was most admirably
carried out by






AS CORPORAL GREGORY BREWSTER IN ‘A STORY OF WATERLOO.”

From a drawing by A. Rackham, reprinted by permission from < THE WESTMINSTER BUDGET.”
“The Guards need powder, and by God, they shall have it!”



THE ACTORS’ TESTIMONIAL.

The Committee of the Comédie Francaise
and the sociétaires of the House of Moliére
were among the first to call a meeting and
send a formal letter of congratulation
to Sir Henry on the celebration of his
knighthood. The members of the Arundel
Club gave a supper to our tragedian to
commemorate the event. The British and
Irish Actors’ and Actresses’ presentation was,
however, the highest testimony paid to Sir
Henry’s popularity. In the presence of a
huge gathering of his brother and sister
artists, Sir Henry received in concrete form a
testimonial to the esteem and affection in
which they hold him in the shape of a
handsome illuminated address of congratu-
lation upon the honour recently conferred on
him, signed by nearly four thousand members
of the profession, enclosed in a gold and
crystal casket.

The book contains 400 leaves of vellum
on which are inscribed the address and auto
graphs. The leaves are decorated in gold,
with lines and dramatic emblems in the cor-
ners, and the whole is artistically bound in
Levant morocco, with morocco joints and
pale green Levant morocco doublé and flies,

MR. JOSEPH HURST,

Photo by S. Hockett and Co., New Barnet.
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WATERLOO.

Produced at The Prince’s Theatre, Bristol, on September
21st, 1894, with the following cast, at the Lyceum
Theatre, London, on May 4th, 1895.

Dramatis Personk,

CORPORAL GREGORY BREWSTER (aged
76) ¢“ The Straggler”

ceeeeseeaaes Mr. Henry Irving.
SERGEANT ARCHIE McDONALD, R.A.. . Mr. Fuller Mellish.
COLONEL JAMES MIDWINTER, Royal

Scots Guards......coecviiniianns

Mr. Haviland.
NORAH BREWSTER,

the Corporal’s

grandniece .........ciiuiiann, . Miss Annie Hughes.
Scene Plot.
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All the Costumes, Wigs, and Properties used in this
Play may be hired reasonably from C. H. Fox, Ltd.,
27, Wellington-street, Strand, London.



WATERLOO.

SCENE.—A front room in a small house in Woolwich.
Cooking range at fire. Above the fire a rude painting of
an z'mposszble milttary man in a red coat with a bearskin.
On one side a cutting from a newspaper framed. On the
other a medal, also within a frame. Bright fire-irons,
centre table, Bible on small table in window, wooden
armchair with cushion, rack holding plaies, etc.

JSune, 1881.

[Curz‘am rising discovers the empty voom ; door opens,
and enter NORAH BREWSTER, @ country girl, with «
bundle of her effects.  She looks timidly about her, and
then closes the door.

Basket on bandbox. During dialogue takes hat and
cloak off and puts them on sideboard L., takes apron
out of basket, chair R. of door, and puls it on).

NoraH. And this is Uncle Gregory’s (crosses 2o fire-
place). Why there’s his portrait just above the fire-
place, the very same as we have it at home—and there
is his medal by his portrait. Oh, how strange that I
should have a house all to myself. Why it’s next door
to being married. 1 suppose uncle isn’t up yet, they
said that he was never up before ten. Well thank
goodness that housekeeper has lit the fire before she
went away. She seems to have been a nice sort of a
party, she does. Poor old uncle! he does seem to have
been neglected. Never mind! I've come to look
after him now. Let me see 'if everything is ready
for uncle when he does come. Won'’t he be surprised

3



4 WATERLOO.

to see me. Of course he would have had mother’s
letter to say I was coming, but he wouldn’t think I'd
be here so early. (Af table r. ¢.) [ wonder what
makes the milk look so blue. (Af drawer at back R. C.)
Ohmy! what nasty butter. I'mso glad I broughtsome
other butter with me. (Zakes pat of butler off plate puts
it in basket, Takes pat out of basket, and puts it on plate).
Now for the bacon. Oh, what a cruel piece! Why,
our Essex pigs would blush to own bacon like that!
(Puts rasher in frying-pan and puts pan on kob.) Now
T'll make the tea if the kettle boils. Kettle doesn’t
boil. Never mind, I'll warm the pot. (Puts water out of
kettle on fire in pot and pot on table). Dear old uncle
(looking at portrait), don’t he look grand! They must
have been awful brave folk to dare to fight against
him. I do hope I'll be able to make him happy.
(Knock down in flat, L. c.). Oh, dear! A knock! I
wonder who it is! (&wock again). I suppose I must
see who it is. (TP fo door in flat R. C. gpens it).

(Znter SERGEANT McDONALD.)

SERGEANT. (saluting). Beg your pardon, Miss, but
does Corporal Gregory Brewster live here ?

Noran. (#midly). Yes,sir.

SERGEANT. The same who was in the Scots Guards ?

Norau. Yes, sir.

SERGEANT. And fought in the battle of Waterloo ?

NoraH. Yes, the same, sir.

SERGEANT. Could I have a word with him, Miss ?

Noras. He’s not down yet.

SERGEANT. Ah, then, maybe I'd best look in on
my way back. I'm going down to the butts, and will
pass again in an hour or two.

Noran. Very well, sir. (Going out). Who shall
I say came for him? (SERGEANT returns and places
carbine L. of sideboard L.)

SERGEANT. McDonald’s my name—Sergeant Mc-
Donald of the Artillery. But you'll excuse my men-
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tioning it, Miss : there was some talk down at the Gun-
ners’ barracks that the old gentleman was not looked
after quite as well as he might be. But I can see now
that 1t’s only foolish talk, for what more could he want
than this?

NoraH. Oh, I've only just come. We heard that
his housekeeper was not very good to him, and that
was why my father wished me to go and do what I
could.

SERGEANT. Ah! he’ll find the difference now.

NoORAH (bustling about puiting tea in pot). Two
for uncle and one for the pot. We were all very proud
of Uncle Gregory down Leyton way. (Zwkes teapot to
Jive and fills it from kettle).

SERGEANT. Aye, he’s been a fine man in his day.
There’s not many living now who can say that they
fought against Napoleon Boneypart.

NoraH. A, see, there’s his medal hung up by his
portrait.

SERGEANT (after her). But what’s that beside the
medal.

NoRrAH (standing on tiptoe, and craning her neck).
Oh, it is a piece of print, and all about uncle. (Brings
Srame).

SERGEANT. Aye, its a slip of an old paper. There’s
the date, August, 1815, writ in yellow ink on the corner,

NoRAH (fakes down medal). It’s such small print.

SERGEANT (front of table). T’ll read it to you.

NoraH. Thank ye, sir !

SERGEANT (clears his throat impressively). “ A
heroic deed.” That’s what’s on the top. “On Tues-
day an interesting ceremony was performed at the bar-
racks of the third regiment of guards, when in the
presence of the Prince Regent, a special medal was
presented to Corporal Gregory Brewster

NoraH (R. ¢f SERGEANT.) That’s him! That’s
uncle !

SERGEANT. “To Corporal Gregory Brewster of
Captain Haldane’s flank company, in recog—recogni-
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tion of his valor in the recent great battle. It appears
that on the ever memorable 18th of June, four com-
panies of the third Guards and of the Coldstreams,
held the important farmhouse of Hugymount at the
right of the British position. At a critical period of
the action these troops found chemselves short of pow-
der, and Corporal Brewster was dispatched to the rear
to hasten up the reserve am—ammunition. The cor-
poral returned with two tumbrils of the Nassau divis-
ion, but he found that in his absence the how—howit-
zer fire of the French had ignited the hedge around
the farm, and that the passage of the carts filled with
powder had become almost an impossibility. The first
tumbril exploded, blowing the driver to pieces, and his
comrade, daunted by the sight, turned his horses ; but
Corporal Brewster, springing into his seat, hurled the
man down, and urging the cart through the flames,
succeeded in rejoining his comrades. Long may the
heroic Brewster

Noraz. Think of that, the hetoic Brewster !

SErG. “ Live to treasure the medal which he has
so bravely won, and to look back with pride to the day
when, in the presence of his comrades, he received
this tribute to his valor from the hands of the first
gentleman of the realm.” (Replaces the paper.) Well,
that is worth being proud of. (Hands back frame, she
puts it on mantel).

NoraH. And we are proud of it, too.

SERG. Well, Miss, I'm due at the butts, or I would
(faking carbine) stay to see the old gentleman now.
(0 to door.)

Norau (following). 1 don’t think he can be long.

SERG. Well, he’ll have turned out before I pass
;l}[i's way again, good day, Miss, and my respects to you,

iss.

(£xit SERGEANT MCDONALD, door in flat L. c.)

NoraH.  (looking through door after him). Oh, isn’t
he a fine man! I never saw such a man as that down
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Leyton way. And how kind he was! Think of him
reading all that to me about uncle! (Comingr.) It
was as much as to say that uncle won that battle.
Well, I think the tea is made (over # fire) now, and—
CORrRPORAL  (without entering). Mary, Mary,—1I
wants my rations,
Noran (aside). Lord, ’a mercy!

(£nter CORPORAL GREGORY BREWSTER, lottering in,
gaunt, bent, and doddering, with white hair and
wizened face. He taps hisway across the room, while
NoORAH, with her hands clasped, stares aghast first at
the man, and then at his picture on the wall.)

CorPORAL  (querulously). 1 wants my rations!
The cold nips me without ’em. See to my hands.
(Holds out his gnariled knuckles).

NoraH (gets round behind table). Don’t you know
me, grand-uncle? I’'m Norah Brewster, from down
Essex way.

CorroraL. Rum is warm, and schnapps is warm,
and there’s ’eat in soup, but gimme a dish of tea for
chice. Eh? (Peers at the girl) What did you say
your name was, young woman? (Sis R. of Zable.)

NoraH (L. of fable). Norah Brewster.

CorprORAL. You can speak out,lass. Seems to me
folks’ voices ain’t as strong as they was,

NORAH  (back of chair). I'm Norah Brewster,
uncle. I'm your (fakes up bacon) grand-niece, come
from Essex way to live with you. (Zakes bacon out of
pan on fire, puts on plate).

CorrORAL  (chuckling). You're Norah, hey?
Then you’ll be brother Jarge's gal, likely? .Lor, to
think o’ little Jarge havin’ a gal!l ,

NoRrRAH (putting bacon on table). KNay,uncle. My
father was the son of your brother George. (Powuring
out tea).

CORPORAL  (mumbles and chuckles, picking at -his
sleeves with his trembling hands). Lor, but little Jarge
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was a rare un! (Draws up o the lable while NOrRAH
pours out the lea). Eh, by Jimini, there was no chous-
ing Jarge! He’s got a bull-pup o’ mine that I lent
him when I took the shillin’. Likely it’s dead now.
He didn’t give it ye to bring, may-be ?

NoRAH (R. of table, and glancing ever wonderingly al
her companion). Why, grandpa Jarge has been dead
this twenty years.

CORPORAL (mumbling). Eh,but it were a bootiful
pup~—bootiful! (Drinks his tea with @ loud supping.
NORAH pours out second cup). I am cold for the lack
o’ my rations. Rum is good and schnapps, but I'd as
leaf have a dish o’ tea as either.

NoraH. I've brought you some butter and some
eggs in the basket. Mother said as I was to give you
her respec’s and love, and that she’d ha’ sent a tin o’
cream, but it might ha’ turned on the way. (r. Sess
chair L. of Jireplace.)

CORPORAL  (s#ill eating woraciously). Eh, it's a
middlin’ goodish way. Likely the stage left yester-
day.

NoraH. The what, uncle?

CorrporAL. The coach that brought ye.

NoraH. Nay, I came by the mornin’ train,

CorPoRAL. Lor’ now, think o’ that. The railway
train, heh? You ain’t afeard o’ them new-fangled
things! By Jimini! to think of your comin’ by rail-
way like that. Why, it’s more than twenty mile.
(Chuckling). What’s the world a comin’ to? (Pufs
out his chest and tries to square his shoulders). Eh, but
I get a power o’ good from my rations! -

Noran. Indeed, uncle, you seem a deal stronger
for them. (Up 0 table and begins to cdlear things
away.) ”

CorpPORAL. Aye, the food is like coals to that fire,
But I'm nigh burned out, lass, I’'m nigh burned out.

NoraH (clearing the table). You must ha’ seen a
deal o’ life, uncle. It must seem a long long time to
you.
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CorrorRAL. Not so very long, neither. I'm going
on to ninety, but it might ha’ been yesterday that I
took the bounty. And that battle, why, by Jimini, I've
not got the smell of the burned powder out o’ my nose
yet. Have you read that? (MNodding to the cutting).

Noran. Yes, uncle, and I'm sure that you must be
very proud of it.

CORPORAL  (sfands looking at kim). Ah, it was a
great day for me—a great day! The Regent he was
there, and a fine body of a man too. (Zries fo stuff
some tobacco into his pipe). He up to me and he says,
“ The ridgement is proud of ye,” says he. “And I'm
proud o’ the ridgement,” says I. ¢ And a damned
good answer, too,” says he to Lord Hill, and they both
bust out a laughin’. (Coughs and chuckies, and points
up at the mantelpiece).

NoraH. What can I hand you, uncle? (Gess
bottle and spoon from mantelpiece.)

CoORPORAL. A spoonful from that bottle by the brass
candlestick, my girl! (Drinks i) It’s paregoric,
(music) and rare stuff to cut the phlegm. (Noran
Jooks out of the window.) But what be you a peepin’
out o’ the window for? (NORAH puskes window up,
music louder.)

NORAH (excitedly). Oh, uncle, here’s a regiment
o’ soldiers comin’ down the street.

CORPORAL  (rising and clawing his way towards the
window). A ridgement! Heh! Where be my
glasses? Lordy, I can hear the band as plain as plain.
Bands don’t seem to play as loud now-a-days though as
they used. (Gets to the window.) Here they come,
pioneers, drum-major, band! What be their number,
lass? (His eyes shine, and his jfeet and stick tap to the
music.)

NoraH. They don’t seem to have no number, uncle.
They’ve something wrote on their shoulders. Oxford-
shire, I think it be.

CorPORAL. Ah, yes. I heard as they had dropped
the numbers, and given them new-fangled names.
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(shakes his head). That wouldn’t ha’ done for the
Dook. The Dook would ha’ had a word there. (band
up to jf). There they go, by Jimini! They’re young,
but they hain’t forgot how to march. Blessed if I can
see the light bobs though! (band dim. to pp). Well,
they’ve got the swing, aye, they have the swing (gazes
after them until the last files have disappeared ).

NORAH  (helping him). Come back to your chair,
uncle.

CorporaL. Where be that bottle again. It cuts
the phlegm. It’s the toobes that’s wrong with me.
Joyce says so, and he is a clever man. I'm in his
club. There’s the card, paid up, under yon flat iron.
(band stops) (suddenly slapping his thigh). Why,
darn my skin, I knew as something was amiss.

Noran. Where, uncle.

CorporaL. In them soldiers. I've got it now.
They’d forgot their stocks. Not one o’ them had his
stock on (chuckies and croaks). It wouldn't ha’ done
for the Dook. No, by Jimini, the Dook would ha’
had a word there. (Door gpens and SERGEANT appears
beckoning comrade.)

NorRaH  ( peeping towards the door). Why, uncle,
this is the soldier who came this morning—one of them
with the blue coats and gold braid.

CorproraL. Eh, and what do he want? Don’t
stand and stare, lass, but go to the door and ask him
what he wants.

(She approaches the door, whick is half open. SERGEANT
McDoNALD of Artillery, kis carbine in his hand, steps
over the threshold and salutes.)

SERGEANT. Good day again to you, miss. Is the
old gentleman to be seen now?

NoraH. Yes, sir. That’s him. I'm sure he’ll be
very glad to see you. Uncle, here is a gentleman who
wants to speak with you.
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SERGEANT. Proud to see you, sir—proud and glad,
sir |

(Steps forward, grounds his carbine and salutes—NORAH,
half frightened half attracted, keeps her eyes on the
visitor.)

CORPORAL  (dlinking at the SERGEANT). Sit ye
down, sergeant, sit ye down! (Skakes kis head). You
are full young for the stripes. Lordy, it’s easier to get
three now, than one in my day. Gunners were old
soldiers then, and the grey hairs came quicker than the
three stripes.

(SERGEANT puts carbine by windotw, NORAH fakes off
apron, folds it up, puts it in basket.)

SERGEANT. I am eight years’ service, sir. Mc-
Donald is my name, Sergeant McDonald of H. Bat-
tery, Southern Artillery Division, I have called as the
spokesman of my mates to say that we are proud to
have you in the town, sir.

(NORAH finishes clearing table, table cloth folded in drawer
of dresser.)

CORPORAL  (chuckling and rubbing his hands).
That was what the Regent said. “ The ridgement is
proud of you,” says he. “And I am proud of the
ridgement,” says I. “A damned good answer, too,”
says he, and he and Lord Hill bust out a-laughin’.

SERGEANT. The non-commissioned mess would be
proud and honoured to see you, sir. If you could step
as far you will always find a pipe o’ baccy and a glass
of grog awaitin’ you.

CORPORAL.  (laughing until ke coughs). Like to see
me, would they, the dogs! Well, well, if this warm
weather holds I’ll drop in—it’s likely that I'll drop in.
My toobes is bad to-day, and I feel queer here (s/ap-
ping his chest). But you will see me one of these days
at the barracks.
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SERGEANT. Mind you ask for the non-com. mess.

CorpPORAL. Eh?

SERGEANT. The non-com. mess.

CorPORAL. Oh, lordy! Gota mess of your own,
heh, just the same as the officers. Too grand for. a
canteen now. It wouldn’t have done for the Dook.
The Dook would have had a word there.

SERGEANT (respectfully). You was in the Guards,
sir, wasn’t you ?

CorroRAL. Yes, I am a guardsman, I am. Served
in the 3rd Guards, the same they call now the Scots
Guards. Lordy, sergeant, but they have all marched
away, from Colonel Byng right down to the drummer
boys, and hear am I, a straggler—that’s what I call
myself, a straggler. But it ain’t my fault neither, for
I’'ve never had my call, and I can’t leave my post with-
out it.

SERGEANT (shaking his head). Ah, well, we all
have to muster up there. Won’t you try my baccy,
sir?  (Hands over pouch.)

CorprorAL. Eh?

SErRGEANT. Try my baccy, sir?

(CorRPORAL BREWSTER #7ies 10 fill kis clay pipe, but drops
it. It breaks, and he bursts into tears with the long
helpless sobs of a child.)

CorroraL. I've broke my pipe! my pipe !

NoraB (running to him and soothing him). Don’t
uncle, oh don’t! We can easy get another.

SErGEANT. Don’t you fret yourself, sir, if you—
you’ll do me the honour to accept it. ’Ere’sa wooden
pipe with an amber mouth,

CORPORAL  (Ais smiles instantly bursting through his
Zears, SERGEANT gels carbine). Jiminil It’s a fine pipe !
See to my new pipe, gal! I lay that Jarge never had
a pipe like this. Eh, and an amber mouth, too!
(Mumbles with it in his mouth.) You've got your fire-
lock there, sergeant.
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SERGEANT. Yes, sir, I was on my way back from
the butts when I looked in.

CorpPorAL. Let me have the feel of it!

SErGEANT. Certainly. (gzves card.)

Lordy, but it seems like old times to have one’s hand
on a musket. What’s the manual, sergeant? En?
Cock your firelock! Present your firelock! Look to
your priming | Heh, sergeant! (Zhe breeck on being
pressed flies open. NORAH is now top of table looking on).
Oh, Jimini! I've broke your musket in halves.

SERGEANT  (Jaughing). ‘That’s all right, sirl
You pressed on the lever and opened the breech-piece..
That’s where we load ’em, you know.

CorporAL. Load ’em at the wrong end! Well,
well, to think of it! and no ramrod neither. I've
heard tell of it, but I never believed it afore. Ah! it
won’t come up to Brown Bess. When there’s work to-
be done you mark my words, and see if they don’t.
come back to Brown Bess.

SERGEANT  (7#sing). But I've wearied you enough.
for one sitting. T’ll look in again, and I'll bring a.
comrade or two with me, if I may, for there isn’t one:
but would be proud to have speech with you. (Sa/uzes..
Exit.) My very best respects to you, Miss.

NoraH. Oh, Uncle, isn’t he noble and fine? (-
0 door, looks after him.)

CorPORAL  (mumbling). Too young for the stripes,
gal. A sergeant of gunners should be a growed man.
I don’t know what we are comin’ to in these days..
(Chuckling) But he gave me a pipe, Norah! A fine
pipe with an amber mouth. I'll lay that brother Jarge
never had a pipe like that.

NoraH (aside nodding towards the door). To think.
that he will be like Uncle in sixty years, and that
Uncle was once like him. (Forward to window L.)
He seems a very kind young man, I think. He calls
me “ Miss ” and Uncle “ sir,” so polite and proper. I
never saw as nice a man down Essex way.

CorrorAL. What are you moonin’ abont, gall I



14 WATERLOO.

want you to help me move my chair to the door, or
maybe yon fancy chair will do. It’s warm, and the
air would hearten me if I can keep back the flies.
They get owdacious in this weather and they plague
me cruel. :

NoraHd. The flies, Uncle.

(He moves feebly across to where the sunshine comes in
at the door, and ke sits in 2. NORAH kelps him.)

CorPORAL. Eh, but it’s fine! Italways makes me
think of the glory to come. Was it to-day that parson
was here?

Noran. No, Uncle. (&Kneels on /is L.)

CorrPorRAL. Then it was yesterday. I get the days
kind o’ mixed. He reads to me, the parson does.

Noran. But I could do that, Uncle.

CorrPOrRAL. You can read too, can you? By
Jimini, I never seed such a gal. You can travel by
railroad and you can read. Whatever is the world
comin’ to? It’s the Bible he reads to me. (NoraAH
runs, gets Bible, and kneels again.)

NoraH  (opening the Bible). What part would you
like to hear?

CorpPoraL. Eh? (NORAH r¢peats.)

CorPORAL, Oh, them wars.

Noran. The wars!

CORPORAL. Aye, keep to the wars; “ Give me the
Old Testament, parson,” says I, ¢ there’s more taste to
it,” says I. Parson, he wants to get off to something
else, but it's Joshua or nothing with me. Them
Israelites was good soldiers, good growed soldiers, all
of ’em.

NoraH. But, Uncle, it’s all peace in the next world.

CorroraL. No, it ain’t, gal.

NoraH. Oh, yes, Uncle, surely.

CorPORAL  (irritably knocking his stick on the
ground). 1 tell ye it ain’t, gal. I asked parson.

Noran. Well, what did he say ?.
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Corrorar. He said there was to be a last final
fight.

NoraHn. Fight?

CorroraL. Why, he even gave it a name, he did.
The battle of Arm—Arm—The battle of Arm—

NoraH. Armageddon,

CorrorAL. Aye, that was the name. (Pauses
thoughtfully.) 1 ’spec’s the 3rd Guards will be there.
And the Dook—the Dook’ll have a word to say.
(Sinks back a little in his chair. NORAH shuls window,
Duts Bible back.)

NoraH. What is it, Uncle? You look tired.

CorPoORAL (faintly). Maybe I have had air enough.
And I ain’t strong enough to fight agin the flies,

NoraH. Oh, but I will keep them off, Uncle.

CorporaL. They get owdacious in this weather.
I'll get back to the corner. But you'll need to help
me with the chair. (&K#ock.) Chairs are made heavier
than they used to be.

(Is in the act of rising when there comes a lap at the
door, and COLONEL MIDWINTER (civilian costume)
puts in his head.)

CoLoNeL. Is this Gregory Brewster’s ?

CorpPORAL. Yes, sir. That’s my name.

CorLoNEL. Then you are the man I came to see.

CORPORAL. Who was that, sir?

CoLoNEL. Gregory Brewster was his name.

CorPORAL. I am the man, sir

CoLoNEL. And you are the same Brewster, as I
understand, whose name is on the roll of the Scots
Guards as having been present at the battle of Water-
loo ?

CorporAL. The same Brewster, sir, though they
used to call it the 3rd Guards in my day. It wasa
fine ridgement, sir, and they only want me now to
make up a full muster.

COLONEL  (cheerily). Tut! tut! they’ll have to
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wait years for that. But I thought I should like to
have a word with you, for I am the Colonel of the
Scots Guards.

(CORPORAL springing to his jfeet and saluting, staggers
about to fall. The COLONEL and NORAH prevent if.
NoraH o7 Ais L.)

CoroneL. Steady, steady. (leads BREWSTER % other
¢hair.) Easy and steady . . .

CorrorAL (sitting down and panting). Thank ye,
sir. I was near gone that time. But, Lordy, why I
can scarce believe it. To think of me a corporal of
the flank company, and you the colonel of the battalion }
Lordy, how things do come round to be sure.

(NORAH /eelps him into chair R. of table. COLONEL gefs
by fireplace).

CorporAL. That’s what the Regent said. ¢ The
regiment is proud of ye,” says he. *“ And I’'m proud
of the regiment,” says I——

CoroNeL. And so you are actually he.

CorPorRAL. “ And a damned good answer, too,”
says he.

CoronNEL. Why, we are very proud of you in Lon-
don. And so you are actually one of the men who
held Hougoumont. (LZooks round him at the medicine
bottles, elc.)

(N ORAH sifs L. of table with needlework, taken from her
basket.)

CorroraL. Yes, colonel, I was at Hougoumont.

Coroner. Well, I hope that you are pretty com-
fortable and happy.

CorroraL. Thank ye, sir, I am pretty bobbish
when the weather holds, and the flies are not too
owdacious. I have a good deal of trouble with my
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toobes. You wouldn’t think the job it is to cut the
phlegm. And I need my rations, I get cold without
’em. And my jints, they are not what they used to be.

CoLoNEL. How’s the memory ?

CorPORAL. Oh, there ain’t anything amiss there.
Why, sir, I could give you the name of every man in
Captain Haldane’s flank company.

CoLoNEL. And the battle—you remember that?

CorproraL. Why I sees it afore me, every time I
shuts my eyes. Lordy, sir, you wouldn’t hardly believe
how clear it is to me. There's our line right along
from the paragoric bottle to the inhaler, d'ye see!
Well then, the pill box is for Hougoumont on the right,
where we was, and the thimble for Le Hay Saint.
That’s all right, sir.  (Cocks kis head and looks at it
with satisfaction.) And here are the reserves, and here
were our guns and our Belgians, then here’s the French,
where I put my new pipe, and over here, where the
cough drops are, was the Proosians a comin’ up on our
left flank, Jimini, but it was a glad sight to see the
smoke of their guns. (NORAH /elps /igm into chair.)

CorLoNEL. And what was it that struck you most,
now, in connection with the whole affair?

CorpPORAL. I lost three half-crowns over it, I did.
I shouldn’t wonder if I were never to get the money
now. I lent them to Jabez Smith, my rear rank man
at Brussels., “Grig!” says he, “I’ll pay you true,
only wait till pay-day.” By Jimini, he was struck by a
lancer at Quarter Brass, and me without a line to prove
the debt. Them three half-crowns is as good as lost
to me.

CoLoNEL (laughing). The officers—of the Guards—
want youto buy—yourself—some little trifie, some little
present which may add to your comfort. It isnot from
me, so you need not thank me. (S/ps a note into the
old man's baccy pouch. Crosses to leave.)

CorrorRAL. Thank you kindly, sir.  But there’s one
favor I'd ask you, Colonel.

CoLoNEL. Yes, corporal, what is it?

2
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CorprorRAL. If I'm called, Colonel, you won’t grudge
me a flag and a firing party. I’m not a civilian, I'm a
Guardsman, and I should like to think as two lines of
the bear-skins would be walkin’ after my coffin.

Coroner. All right, corporal, I'll see to it. (Cor-
PORAL sinks back in his chair.) 1 fear that I have tired
him, He is asleep, I think. Good-bye, my girl; and
I hope that we may have nothing but good news from
you. (Zxit COLONEL.)

Noran. Thank you, sir, I’'m sure I hope so too.
Uncle, uncle! Yes, I suppose heisasleep. But heis
so grey and thin, that he frightens me. Oh, I wish I
had someone to advise me, for I don’t know whea he
is ill and when he is not.

(Enter SERGEANT MCDONALD abrupily.)

SErRGEANT. Good day, Miss. How is the old
genileman ?

NoraH. Sh! He’s asleep, I think. But I feel
quite frightened,about him.

SERGEANT (going over o him). Yes, he don’t look
as if he were long for this life, do he? Maybe a sleep
like this brings strength to him.

Noran. Oh, I do hope so.

SERGEANT. Il tell you why I came back so quick.
I told them up at the barracks that I'd given him a
pipe, and the others they wanted to be in it too, so
they passed round, you understand, and made up a
pound of baccy. It’s long cavendish, with plenty o’
bite to it.

Noran. How kind of you to think of him !

SERGEANT. Do you always live with him ?

Noran. No, I only came this morning.

SERGEANT. Well, you haven’t taken long to get
straight, .

NoraH. Oh, but I found everything in such a
mess. When I have time to myself I'll soon get it
nice.
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SERGEANT. That sounds like marching orders to
me.

Nora". Oh, how could you think so!

SERGEANT. Tell me, Miss, have you ever been over
a barrack?

NoraH. No, I've been on a farm all my life.

SErRGEANT. Well, maybe, when he comes up you
would come with him? I'd like to show you over.

NoraH. I’'m sure I'd like to come.

SERGEANT. Well, will you promise to come ?

Noran (laughing). You seem quite earnest about
it.

SERGEANT. Well, maybe I am.

NoraH. Very well, I'll promise to come.

SERGEANT. You’ll find us rough and ready.

NoraH. I'm sure it will be very nice.

SERGEANT. Not quite what young ladies are ac-
customed to.

NoraH. But I am no young lady. I've worked
with my hands every day that I can remember.

CORPORAL (i a loud wvoice). The Guards need
powder. (ZLouder.) The Guards need powder! (Strug-
gles to rise.)

NoraH. Oh, I am so frightened.

CORPORAL (staggering fto his jfeel, and suddenly
Sashing out into his old soldiery jfigure) The Guards
need powder, and, by God, they shall have it! (Falis
back into chair. NORAH and the SERGEANT rush lo-
wards him.)

NoORrRAH (sobbing). Oh, tell me, sir, tell me, what do
you think of him.

SEREGEANT (graze/v). I think that the 3rd Guards
have a full muster now.

CuURTAIN. SLow.

Time 45 minutes.
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MR IRVING IV A NEW PLAY.

—————prar i
“A STORY OF WATERLOO.”

We must go back to the days of Lafont, incomparas
ble comedian, and Lesueuer, a perfect representative of
old men, to find a parallel to the marvellous picture
of senility, pathetic, varied, and wholly true to
nature, presented last night by Mr. Henry Irving
at the Brigtol Theatre. We remember to have scen
Lafont, the great French actor, play a desperately old
man in an admirable drama calied * Le Centenaire,”
but Henry Irving's periormance last night rivalled the
greatest efforts of his gifted predecessors. Dr. Conan
Doyle desired to paint in words and action what a
Hubert Herkomer would bave depicted on canvas.
Here was a portrait straight out of Chelsea Hospital.
Grey, bent, toothless, hungry for his ratioms, like an
old grizzled wolf, the actor impressed the audience ab
his early entrance. Ie was affectionate and yet testy ;
alternately maundering and manly. The poor old man
blubbered like a child over hisbroken pipe, gobbled up the
food that warmed his withered old frame,and yetstood up
alert as a dart, saluting as if on parade, when he is
surprised by the Colonel, to whom he owes no alle-
giance save from courtesy. The play, ‘“A Story of
Waterloo,” written by Dr. Conan Doyle, though
earnest, apposite, and always dramatic, does not claim
to be strong drama ; but it draws real tears, and was
rewarded with profound silence and abundant ap-
plause. .

“ Yes, I ama Guardsman, I am, Served in the 3rd
Guards—the same they now call the Scots Guards.
Lordy ! Bergeant! but they have all marched away—
from Colonel Byng right down to the drummer-boys ;
and here am I—a straggler. That’s what I eall

for I've never had my call, and I can't leave my post
without it.”

This ishow oid Corporal Gregory Brewster, aWaterloo
veteran, eighty-six years of age, describes himself. He
is first discovered—a garrulous old gentleman—in alittle
cottage at Woolwich, where he was lonely and badly
attended, until the home and the veteran were taken
in charge by prettylittle Norah, the old soldier’s grand-
niece. Naturally, old Gregory is a character in the
neighbourhood, for though his head is snow-white, his
back bent, his knuckles gnarled with gout and rheuma-
tism, and his *‘toobes” are out of order, still his
memory is all right. Grogory had been something of a
hero in the old days of 1815, He was in one of the
four companies of the (Guards, under the command of
Coloncls Maitland and Byng, that held the important
farmhouse of Hougoumont at the right of the British
position. At a critical period of the action the troops
found themselves short of powder, and Corporal
Brewster was despatched to the rear to hasten up the
reserve ammunition. The Corporal returned with two
tumbrils of the Nassau Division, but he found that in
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