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are the substitute for galloping couriers and field
telephones. By the click of the Morse code the
operator at H. Q. gets the message fiashed from
the 35th, the 37th or the C. M. R. What It may be
you dongt know any more than you know what the
shirt-sleeved chaps with' the white and blue flags'
are flapping at to somebody you can't see in the
opposite ines. But it's the samne code for both the
hello and the signalling corps, and it goos by lotters
of the alphabet. The extra men, aiong with the
instruction operator on the platform, each with bis
little mirror on a swIvel and its button to click for
shorts and longs, are ioarnlng field languago.

B UT the Hercules chaps past the next. sentry-go
arelot worrying about languýage. WIth sleoves

rolled up and eyes blinking at the sun thoy
,poke their rifles, with or without bayonets, in various
directions; now advancing by the shuffle, now re-
tiring; one command for getting the Uine on the in-
visible enemy that needs the bayonet, another for
sticklng it into hlm, the next for drawing It out,
tihe next for advancing to stick anothor, and sO on
with various monologues fromn the Sergeant about
how to hold their guns, feet and hands-until by
actual counit you have seen over a hundred intangible
mon bayonetod In invisible trenches, and not wishing
to see any more carnage yeu pass along to some
more poaceful, movîng picture.

Hero comes a squad of horsemen froin the C. M. R.
Ilnes, four abreast, traiiing across the campus, left
wheel and across to the road, 'on and on in a cloud
of sand-swirling dust in which the herses' legs look
liko moving stake fences, Where they will get to
when they finish is no business of the -visitor, who
soon becomes interested in the linos of idile horses
pickotod by the bead and one hind log, eating hay,
taking the currycomb, lying asprawl in the sun, or
wonderlng when they will get loose for n scurry
across camp. Heore a bunch of troopors are pollshing
and mending saddles; yonder at the camp smithy
end of tihe limes, inen walloping out red-hot herse-
shoes ini the open; along the alley a four-horse truck-
load of fresh sand to shovel off for bedding. But It's
no use to talk to the C. M. R. or to Col. Vaux Chad-
wick, their commander, about horses going abroad,
because the steeds are not going, and the men are-
which le one virtue of bolonging to the mounted in-
fantry, that you may nlot always have your mount,
espocially in a war which bas abolished cavalry.

W HILE you gaze at the antics of an obstreperous
broncho tihat nover wanted te enlist and
doosn't believe in conscription and won't carry

a man and has to be thrown with ropes, you siain
into a soldier who knocks a dinge in your bat.

"I beg your pardon," ho hears you say; but hoe
never budges and says nothing. Hie doesn't even
know yaii are there. He Is the rock; you are the
wave-but you don't come again. On Into the linos
of the 35th, witb its bundreds of Taranto men from
our regiments. On again inta the beautiful dingly
dell where the base baspital le ini charge of Major

T. B. Richardson, and where a lot of people seemi to
be more or less busy looklng after mon wbo are nlot
just playîng at the gaine, but are really fîl, one way
or another.

Executing a flank movoment you turn up behind
the grub linos of the next battalion encampmont and
get a giimpseo f how open-air cooking is done; where
everything is bandled in circus dimensions withiout
regard to cost; soup for supper brewing by the barrel,
meat pan-roasting by the cwt., potatoes pared by the
bag. and the whole elongated lune of cook-tents
banked tip with tidy lîttle woodpiles, with water
pipes and garbage incinerators across the way, as

One of the Niagara boats carrying the Eaton Battery
and the Reinforcing Contingent fromn Niagara to To-

ronto, en route for Montreal and England.

perfectiy as tbough you were in a large summer hotel
-and muccl doner.

Thero is no baphazard about Niagara. Tao many
genierations af soldiers have camped there. Canadian
soldier macbinory Is too well devoloped now. You
could plant the Niagara Camp down in any part of
Europe and get It recognized as a real military
institution. Ârounid the H. Q., under Col. Mewburn,'slapdash and potluck are reduced ta a minimum.Military despatch is on the higb click evoryw 1here.Whon Col. Logie, wltb bis ann lin a sling, looking
every ounce a seasoned seldior, happeons round the
offices, there ie ne need for ordorlies and staff off icers
ta buck Up for inspection. Ho knows it.

N OT ail machinery. No, there istee:ral
beautiful and histaric bas a perfect setting. In

almost any one of the tbousands af bell tente that
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;how that came alang left the theatre
s of the people in a wore condition for

..And there was no body of publie
neral dramatlc tasto behind Eli Bingham

look as much alike as peas in a pod, YOD may fmd
the human individualities that link thie soldier withi
the life hie came from. It may be in a chair, a book,
a musical instrument, a cushion or two, a box of
cigars or a jar of tobacco, here and there a feminine
token of one kind or another; each tout tells is
own story and the stories will neyer be toid. Each
battalion -bas its own pride and its own opinion
of the others. Thore are youths and grey-haired
men, bunking together from Lîghts7 Out tuli Re-
veille: and from 9.30 to 12 and fromn 2 to 4.30
working on the fieid again.

In a tent near the entrance, a youtb of 22 sauntered
up and was introduced to a civilian whose son beld
one of the bunks in the tent, the new Colt revolver,
the officers' boots and the sword.

"Wby, it's you, Bobbie," said the father. "Heavens!
eighteen years ago on a Sunday evoning up at Lake
Simcoe, you and this boy here and a dozen others
wore baptized in one service. I haven't seen you
since. And here you are-well, weil, well!"

He thought more than hie spoke. These babies
of 1897 wore the young warriors of 1915, come to-
gethor here in the most historic -part of older English
Canada, togged and accoutred for a war that makes
babies of us aIl.

B UGLES up the road; round corner the wliack
of drums. The young girls chinning so musi-~
cally with the young officers looked out along

the highway under the rows of grand old trees. ink
the blink of the 10w sun over the butter-cupped acresi
of the camp they saw the 36th marcbing in; a long,
quivering, four-deep line of khaki and rifles and
rolled-up sleeves. As one end swung into camp, the
other snaked round the corner far down the road.
The bugles stuttered still and the drumns miffed into
a hollow. Thon came the quick, steady swisb of the
marcbing feet slicking along the oilod roadway, the
rifles glistening in the sun, lef t hands swinging along-
side; men in that battalion who a few weeks ago
were sloucbing about town with ingrown cbests and
croýoked shoulders, now as sinowy and elastic as
young panthers; a bit footsore, porhaps, but froD
the first lineo0f drums dlean backr to the machine-
gun and tripod carried in a siing at the rear, everY
man looking as thougb hie were fit for Germans, bell-
lfire, or anytbing else diabolical to.uiorrow. And as
the bugle corps mounted the little bll the camp band
,rose froin a hollow and struck up a tune. That
lifted them as a breeze stirs the grass. The khaki-
clad, bare-armed lines snaked in among the tents and
was swailowed up. Some bugle stuttered for supper.

Up the river whistled a boat, and the old town was~
thread-ed with off icers down ta see those that came in
and those who were pulling out, probably nover to
s00 thase officers again till the war'is done. As the
boat sluiced out past the dock inte the lakte, the
khaki figures came on down to the edge. Bouquets
were waved from the top deck. Kisses blown; band-
kerchiefs fluttering.

"Hait!". yelled somebody an the stern topdeck.
"Look out, there-you'll be stepping off the end."

~DER N PILAY
to make things any botter. Ho bung on to hie livery
stable and lot the opera house go to the dlckens.
And the theatrical affaire of Spotllht were just about
at their lowost known ebb at the time wben the min-
Ister of Bothel took the bull by the borns and gave
out the Draina League announcoment.

Eli went to the meeting. So did a good number
of the congregatlon-and the ministor. A goad doa
was sald by the vieitlng dologation ta explain what
was the matter wlth Spotlight and a hundred othe
places liko it ln tie country; wbat the Dramg
League was trying ta do ta get the people at large
to take as mnuch serious intereet in the kind of play$
tbey saw as in the klnd of sermnons they heard ol
Sunday; what Spotllght itsolf mlght do to get in~
lino with a circuit af good plays known to the Spat
llght branch of the League and througb thoun ta tiiý
communlty at large ta guarantee that whenover suh
a gaod play came ta town, enough people would b
presont at leaet ta pay the exponses.

This af course la only an extrome instance of wha
may yet be expectod to bappon when tho Dramn
Loague gets hold of evory town and city in Canad
where thoro le anytbing that looks like a theatre.
This movement began tbroe years ago in Evaneton
Ill., a suburb o! Chicago. Meinhers at that time wer
ail Chicagoans. Naw the League bas çxtended int
evory State, to thlrty large cities in the United Statg
to four cities in Canada, and England, whore it 1
somoewhat retarded by war.


