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22 GERMAN CONQlTfisT OF Ei^QLAND IN 1875.

for the present. Gradually the street became quieter and

cooler. The brigadier, who, by way of setting an ex-

ample, had remained for some hours without leaving his

saddle, had got a chair out of a shop, and sat nodding in

it ; most of the men were lying down or sitting on the

pavement—some sleeping, some smoking. In vain hnd

Travers begged his wife to go home. She declared that,

having come so far, she would stay and see the last of us.

The brougham had been sent away to a by-street, as it

blocked up the road ; so he sat on a doorstep, she by him

on the knapsack. Little Arthur, who had been delighted

at the bustle and the uniforms, and in L.igh spirits, be-

came at last very cross, and eventually cried himself to

sleep in his father's arms, his golden hair and one little

dimpled arm hanging over his shoulder. Thus went on

the weary hours, till suddenly the assembly sounded, and

we all started up. We were to return to Waterloo. The

landing on the east was only a feint—so ran the rumor

—

the real attack was on the south. Anything seemed

better than indecision and delay, and, tired though we
were, the march back was gladly hailed. Mrs. Travers,

who made us take the remains of the luncheon with us, we
left t/) look for her carriage ; little Arthur, who was awake

again, but very good and quiet, in her arms.

We did not reach Waterloo till nearly midnight, and

there was some delay in starting again. Several volun-

teer and militia regiments had arrived from the north

;

the station and all its approaches were jammed up with

men, and trains were being despatched away as fast as

they could be made up. All this time no news had

reached us since the first announcement ; but the excite-


