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;:I‘hti l_3_lack \_[atch”

By GORDON B. MOSS.
HE BLACK WATCH, by Seout
Joe Cassells, bears the subiitle,
A Record in Action. It is more than
that; it i- a bistorical work of first im-
poriance—one thal deserves = place in
any collection of war literature.
Cassell’s book ecovers a definite period
of the war, the retreat from Mons to the
Marne “when the Black Watch and ofher
yegiments of the immortal ‘contemptible
hittle army’ marched into the unknown

against the fiercest, most eflicient mili-

tary power the world up to that time had
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strueck swiftly mystifying blows with
gtrange weapons, the more ferrible be-

. ganse we did not understand them and

Jiad never imagined their power and pum-
Ders.” It is the individual record as well
of the part one man played in that
bloodiest of war's sacrifices, of almost un-
believable adventures and escapades, told

- with complete absence of “swank.” Also

ted are indisputable evidences of
the cruelest of German atroeities. It is
probably the most readable, interest com-
pelling war book sinee Orer the Top and
countless times as thrlling.

The Black Waich was one of the first
regular British army regiments in Franee,
and for days Cussells and his comrades
underwent foreed marches to meet the
on rolling tidal wave of German soldicry.
They reached Moms, where they were to
flank. They intrenched but
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against my
against my chest. Our faces touched.
#] slid my hands up along the barrel of
my rifie until they were almost under the
hilt of the bayonet. Very slowly I shoved
the butt back of me and to the side.
Lower and lower I dropped it. The keen
blade was betweem ws. Al the Hun

bug. He dared not let go. Had he kmown
a few tricks of the game I shonld vot be
writing this to-day.

“Instinctively 1 felt that the point of
my bayonet was in line with his throat.

= With every ounee of strength in my bedy
1 wrenched my shoulders upward and
straightenced my knees. The action broke
his hold and my bayonet was driven into
his greasy throst. . . .

“The thrust T had used has come to be
known as the Jab point’; they are teaeh-
ing il to the American army to-day. It
developed naturally from just such situa-
tions. as T have deseribed.”

The Germuon horde &epulssd at the
Marne, the Black Wateh went northwand
by foreed marches to help cut off the Ger-
man thrust st Calws. Botk armies became
intrenched in the Flanders mud, and then
began the long period of trench warfare.
There more startling adventures befell aur
seout, including the affray iu which Le was
wounded and ineapacitated for further
service. Now he lives in the United] States.

In referring to atrocilies commitied by

s German soldiers in the early days of their

devastation of Belgium and Franee Cas-
sells makex seant mention of uny second
band tales, hut eonfines himselfl to ewi-
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SCOUT JOE CASSELLS,
JuTRoR o *TWE BLACK WATCN
dences of them that he saw with his owa
eyes. At Guise, he says:

“I with other members of my own com-
pany came upon a mnail driven into the
wall of a barm, from which bung by the
mouth the lifeless form of s baby. The
child was dead when we found it, but it
had died hanging from the rusty nail. I
know it had, because T saw upon the wall
the marks of fingernails where the baby
had elawed and seratehed. And besides, a
dead body wonld not have bled.”.

Again at Seissons:

“These mutilated children I, myself,
and my ecomrades saw. Two at least |
recolleet with bloody stumps where baby
hands bad been and one whose foot had
been severed at the ankle. [ saw these
things. I saw them and I live fo say that
others with me saw them—brawny High-
landers whose teurs of pity flowed with
those of the mothers who wept for heart-
break and with those of the babies who
wept for the pain of the wounds which
maimed them. Aye, there were witnesses
enough; and wilnesses remain, though
many of the Black Wateh who thal day
saw and cursed the cowardly brutality of
the Huns were to lie, but wo soom, with
their voices hushed forever, so that they
may not speak of it."

Americans should be devoutly thankfal,
be declares, thal they can fight abroad and
pot have to cadure the presence of a
single Prussian soldier on American soil.

We learn from the amthor in a brief
historieal sketch of the Black Watch that
the regiment was 1n America ia the Revo-
lution and took part in the battle of Long
Istand. Later the Highlanders made them-
selves st home altempling to chase Con-
tinental troops about the rocky stecps of
Harlesn. The regunent was organised in
1729 and lias seen fighting in every part
of the world against foes of nearly every
raoe and color.

THE BLACK WATCH: A RECORD IN
ACTION. By Beor Jor Cassmais,
Doubleday, Page & Co. $1.50.

Houghton Mifflin Company have been
pestered with  questions about Ernest
Goodwin, a new English writer (appar-
ently) and author of a gay novel of gyp-
sying, The Caravesm Man, which they have
Just published. The publishers know noth-
ing about Goodwin, the mannseript of the
novel having been submitted throush sn
ageary. They have asked for information
sboat him.

All the new 1918 books of the Britton
Publishing Company (New York) are now
out, They ure (reorgina’s Service Stars, by
Anmie Fellows Johnston; WNakimg Life
Weorth Wisle, by Douglas Fairbanks;
Wheee the Nouls of Men Are Calling, by
Credo Harris; Over the Seas for Unele
Sam, by Elsine Sterne; 4 Maw ond a
Woman, by Dale Drummond; Ambu-
lancing on the Fremch Front, by Fdward
Coyle, and (hicken Little Jame, by Lily
Munsell ITitelie,

OCTOBER 13. 1918,

“The Star 1n

the Window”

3y CONSTANCE MURRAY GREENE
LIVE HIGGINS PROUTY'S new
novel bears the timely title The
Star In the Window, but it can hardly be
called a war novel, althongh toward the
end the hero does complete shaping bhis
hitherto wnshapen character by beeoming
u Captain in the American army. It Is
the main concerned with Reba Jerome, a
small tows New Englond girl who was
fast fading before she had bloomed in the
novelist’s oft-pictured New England
bouschold of maiden aunts, invalid mother
and sullen father, when, snatching cireum-
stances by the forelock, she demanded
something more from life than the drab
eomfort that sarrounded her and thereby
escaped beeoming a maiden aunt of the
next generation.

“"Tisn't many girls who've had her ad-
vantages; privale tutor sinee she was
seven, hand made elothes, every stitch,
right down to her combinations. Tonsils
ouf and eyes examined I don’t know how
many times, and testh straightened to the
tune of $50,” Aunt Augusta was fond of
boasting.

“Reba looked upon Aunt Augusta ax
the forve that had kept her life from fly-
ing apart, but oh, she had wanted it to
fly apart”

When the dash for freedom was finully
decided upon Reba found shelter in the
Womsn's New England Alliance and
under its prolection began at twenty-
five to dance and swim and make friends,
in short to do all the thiogs she had al-
ways wanted to do. It was at one of the
social evenings which the allisnce eon-

« ducted every week that Nathaniel Caw-
thorne, the embryo Captain, entered her
life. He was uneouth and of a heavy
furn comversatiomally, but Reba seimed
upon him mevertheless. Having made up
her mind that things must fly to pieees
whether for good or ill, she was not lol-

ting any chanee pass, so she consented
to follow the movies with him which led.
as it has frequently done before, lo mar-

riage.

Reba had found that #fie would have to
return to her family for a time and the
step was taken for the sole purpose of im-
proving her position in her home. Nat
who really loved his wife, was seat off for
three years before the wedding day had
passed.

The three years were eventful ones for
both. “After a brief time Reba hurried back
to the Alliance and had her heart broken
by a young doetor who was about ns much
marricd as she and then fell ill and pined
among her family, reduced by this time to
their proper position. Nathaniel gave up
seafaring, lo which hie had supposedly re-
turned, and devoted himself to becoming a
presentable person. After paiting him-
self through a sfiff conrse in husband
training and joining the army alter Amer-
ica's deelaration of war, he made his debut
ns that unsurpassable combination, a hus-
band and soldier, and won the once broken
hearl of bis wife.

It was hard that he had to leave for
France just as he was proving himself
the ideal husband, bui that’s how it was.
Still there are more wives than admit o
who would prefer a few months of a bouse
broken husband (o & lifetime of the other
sort, and so far as he was concerned it
must have been a satisfaction to reeeive
such messages as this from his wifc.

“I never glance up night or day as I
tarn the driveway of 89 Chestuut sireet
but that I see your star shining out ai me
from the window in the parlor, where {he
curtaing used to be drawn tight. The old
house has had its eyes opened. Nathan,
and bas been given sight.”

THE STAR IN THE WINDOW. By Ouvs
Hiwoixs Provry. Frederick A. Stobes
Company, $1.50,

“Living #the Creative Life”
PARTICULAR interest atlaches to
Living the Creative Life, by Jo-
seph H. Appel, because the author is an
exseulive in charge of advertising for
Jobn Wanamaker; it is natural, there-
fore, 1o anticipate a book bristling with
secrets of business sucoess. IU is not that
kind of a book which Mr. Appel has
written. He has no ready made formulas
for making a living and soecess in bus-
ness is entirely subordinated in his book
to suecess i living. By the creative life
he means an enlarging exmtence, a life
growing richer, a life filled with a greater
diversity of interests. If you can live
right, is his argument, “all these things
—business suoeess, health, even bappiness
—shall be added unto you.”

And so he discussess the “gmalities” of
ereative living. They are mot new—
energy, anderstanding, thoroughness, con-
centration, memory, imagination (in the
sense of the ability to visualise things);
all these have been preached by wise men
from pgencration to gemeration. And
ahout each and every one of them there is
always something new to be said. What
Mr. Appel hus to say will be as new to
many readers as if much of # had never
been uitered before. He eomes at his sub-
jeets freshly and vigorously, and he is not
afraid of the apt and pointed anecdote.

This is not a book for everybody. [t is
the kind of a book whieh will either
strike the reader as bere too obvious und
there too vague, or as & mngularly earnest
and inspiring sertes of preachments. For
exumple:

“One worker socs a bolt of goods out
of its place, picks it up and puts it away.
Another worker looks at a disarranged
bolt of guods, only looks et it and lets it
lie in disorder. Which worker will sue-
eeed, which will fail T

“In proportion as the soal truly reflects
the spirit our intuition will be true. Pure
intuilion is always true. It is pure spirit
spenking. What we eall intuition, however,
is often only our subconscious thonght,
or at best the subeonseivus thought of
the world —the amima mundi, the soul of
the world, eosmie thonght, and not the
Animus Des, the Spirit of (fod.”

The book will be a real belp to a lov
of readers. Others, who shoudd avoid if,
will wonder what their fellows see in it
Which 15 absurd of them—but perhaps it
merely shows how hopeless they are any-

way !

LIVING THE CREATIVE LIFE. Pr
Joszru H. Arrm. Reobert M. MeBride &
41,50,
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A James Joyce Phy

AMES JOYCE'S Exiles is an absorh-

ing analysis of four buman souls. Tt
is 3 genuine bit of psychology, well writ-
ten and brilliantly eoneeived. 1t is a sonl-
searching work, and is therefore lLimited
in its sppeal to a small group of readers

The publisher’s ansouncament easis
aspersions on the “average reader,” whe
will lay down the book, declaring it is “not
a play” Well, it isn"t—or rather, not 2
good play—and only the most over-
sophisticated will dare mmintain that it
is. There is no use Irying to prove that
this is m play, and that is not; the faet
remains that Exziles belongs to a entegory
of work whieh is more effective in almost
any other form than dramatic form. You
cannot escape the fact that a play must
be produced before s erowd and that a: a
role that erowd is not interested in the
psyehology of soul states, exeept in 5o far
as these arc revealed in s moving story
and through the agency of imin;;
characters.

The story of Exiles is litthe or mothing;
the characters are interesting mot because
of what they do, but because of what they
think. This is not sufficient to make n
good play. Granting this we may say
that Mr. Joyee's insight info humas mo-
tives is appallingly clear; the sargeon’s
knife is so surely wielded that we wince.

This stady of two men and two men
snd the complicated problems of their
relnli_ons each with the other, and the
reactions resulling therefrom, form the
eatire fabric of the play. To enjoy it
you must have thought a good deal about
the harassing guestions involved in the
sex relationship, and thought desply. Tt
You come (0 Enles with & desire to learn
more than voa thought you knew, vou wil]
not behlppunud, Mr. Joyee in wiso -
possibly a little too wise.

EXILES. Play in three seta. By Jaumes

Joice. B. W. Huebsch. $1.

The Doctor's Part, by Col. James I,
Chureh, U. S. A, details every step in the
treatment of wounded soldiers
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