¢ * (Dorothy Sidney, Courtess
m). is really an account of the
from the reign of Edward
James II. The publishers,
Dutton & Co., have embellished the
me vnh five engravings, which are
coples of original portraits by Van Dyck,

9.

8ir Peter Lely and seventeenth oen-
tury paluters. hy Sidney, who is
professedly the subject of the book, was

daughter of Robert Sidney, second
Earl of Leicester and nephew of Sir Philip
Sidney. Born in 1617, she died in 1684. She
married, ﬂut. Lord Spencer, afterward
oregted [arl of Sunderland, who fell with
royalist side at New-
bury; and, —coad!y. Robert Smythe of
Boundes, 8 great-grandson of Thomas
Smythe, who for many years under Quoen
Flizabeth had been Farmer of the Customs,
and had been generally known as the Great
Customer. Of her vast correspondence,

twenty-four letters survive, part of

are addressed to her brother Henry,
who was ultimately created Earl of Romney,
and the rest to her son-in-law, Sir George

I1.'s reign.

In the eyes of contemporary English
patriots, Darothy Sidney’'s best title to
remembrance lay in the feot that she was
A sister of the steadfast and stainless repub-
liean, Algernon Sidney, who unjustly suf-
fered the doom of treason on Dec. 2, 1083,
If, even at the preeent day, however, she
s not altogether forgotten, it is because
under the name of Sacharissa, she is em-
balmed in the incomparable verse of Ed-
mund Waller, who was o muoh better a
poet than a politiclan, She was not the
firet women of her family to be thus im-
mortallzed, for it was her great-aunt who
is commemorated by Ben Jonson as “Sid-
ney's sister, Pemhroke's mother.” But no
lave lyrics in the English language excel
for perfection of form and metre the “Lines
on & Qirdle* and the “Song to the Rose."
inseribed by Edmund Waller to Lady Dor-
othy Sidney, when she was a young girl at
Penshurst, heér father's country seat in
Kent. It seems that Lord Leicester, the
young lady’s father, would gladly have
given Mr. Waller one of his younger daugh-
ters, but mot Delly, for whoin he had
rauch higher views. Perha if Lady
Dorothy had returned W lar‘a attach-
ment, she might have been self-willed
anough to marry him, for one of her younger
sisters outraged and estranged the Siduey
family by eloping with a vicar. As a mat-
ter of fact, Sacharissa was not attracted
by the poet, though she appreciated his
poetry. “They who read his character,”
says Dr. Johnson, “will not much condemn
her that she did not descend from her rank
10 his embraces, nor think every excellence
comprised in wit.," We observe that the
author of the book before ue finds it difficult
to fix the exact date of the Sacharissa
poems, but {t seems tolerably certain that
they were composed from about the year
1634 to 1898, that is to say, from the time
when Dorothy Sidney was sixteen or seven-
teen, until the year béfore her marriage to
Lord Spencer.

It is & curious fact that some forty-five
vears later, when Dorothy Sidney, widowed
of both her husbands, was old and poor,
one of the frequenters of her little housre
near Whitahall was her old admirer, the
post Waller. In epite of his frequent
changes of fromt in politics, he had man-
aged to obtain & welcome at the Courtof
Charles 1I., ndvu;p:xul,uncun in
London My mentioned
in Dorothy's letters and was constantly
dropping In to chat with the ladles who
met at ber house, and to bring her the latest
news. On one oocasion, Lady Sunderland
asked him laughingly when he intended
to write some more verses for her, as he
used to do in the old days at Penshurst.
Waller must have been in a very bad humor
at the time, for he made the ungracious
reply, “When you are as young again,
Madam, and as handsome as you were
then." Teety now and then he may have
been, but, on the whole, he waa still good
company, although he was old and gray,
and never drank anything but water, which
made Lord Halifax's brother, Henry Savile,
say that “there was no one in the whole of
England he would have to keep him com-
pany without drinking except Ned Waller.”
Strange to say, Waller's poetry was, just
at this time, out of fashion. That a century
Iater it had regained the place at first as-
signed to it we know from the dictum of
Dr. Johnson, and, so far as we can at present
Judge, its charm seems likely to be peren-
nial.

While there are a few minor errors in
dates, Mrs. Ady's general accuracy will be
recognized by those who themselves know
something about the England of the peven.
teenth century. Her book may be heartily
commended to those who are attracted by
the personal element in history, as dis-
tinguished from its political, military and
economical aspects, M W.H.

A Tragle Story by Mr. Sousa.

Angelo Diotti, the hero in Mr. John Philip
Sousa's story, “The Fifth String” (The
Bowen-Mwrrill Company, Indianapolis),
was naturally overcome by the eplendid
beauty of the heroine, Mildred Wallace,
“only ohild of one of New York's prominent
bankera.” It is as pleasant for the reader
As it wan for the hero to meet with charms
At once so racdiant and so substantial. There
is & picture of Mildred Wallace on the oocas-
ion of het first meeting with Diotti at one
of Mra. Liewellyn's receptions. At these
Justly oelebrated receptions “one always
heard the best singers and players of the
season, and Eplourus's sonl could rest in
peace, for her chef had an international
reputation.” Thero was transcendent mu-
slo after excellent food -a combination
and an order that the fudicious will ap-
prove. Mr. Sowsa sagely reminds the
“musio-fed ascetic” that “marny, aye, very
mauy,” like terrapin along with their
Teochaikowsky and burguidy with their
Beethoven. Dinner is popular, and *Mrs,
Liewellyn's dining room was crowded.”

The pioture represents Miss Wallace
at the moment when she was saying to
Diottl: “I see each ivory key bobbing up
and down.” This re k was & confes-
sion. No musician had yet touched the
woul of Mildred. When Paderewski played
she watched the keys bobh. Even lhier own
achievements in art had not impressed her
I studied drawing,” she said to Diotti,
“worked diligently and I hope intelligently,
and yet 1 was qguickly convinced that a
counterfeit presentment of nature was puny
and insignificant. I painted Niagara. My
Iriends praised my effort. I saw Niagara
igain. I destroyed the picture.*

Diotti shuddared for his own powers.
Ha tried a little philosophy.
must be prepared to accept the limitations
d man and his work.," he eaid. She
ovinoad an inablity to be prepared. *Anni-

The Grip Follows the Snow,

T e S e B e o |

sgnatufe on bok. —Ade.

“But you |

hilation of one's own identity in the moment
is possible in nature's domain-—never in
man's,” she sald., “The resistiess, never-
ending rush of the waters, madly churning,
pitilesaly dashing against the rocks below
the mighty roar of the loosened giant;
that was Niagara. My picture seemed but
& amear of paint.*

Diotti turned from the subject of paint-
ing to his own art. “Surely you have Leen
stirred by the wonders man has accom-
plished in music's realm,” he said. “Does
not the passion-laden theme of a master,
or the marvellous feeling of a player
awaken your emotions?” Alas! no, she
only saw the keys bobbing up and dewn,
and the next evening, when Diotti at the
Academy “unquestionahly scored the great-
est triumph of his career,” she sat quite
unmoved in her box, and he gave himsolf
over to despalr. “Quickly he left the
theatre and sought his hotel. A menacing
cloud obscured the wintry moon. A olook
sounded the midnight hour. He threw'
himeelf upon the bed and almost sobbed
his thoughts, and their burden was: ‘I am
not great enough for her. I am but a
man! I am but & man!' *

Now it is well-known that whea a vio-
linist is in a fix like this, the ounly thing
for him to do s to acoept assistance from
the powers of darkness. It is an important
part of the business of the Old Boy to be
always on the lookout for artists who are
in despair. Without notifying Mr. Perkins,
his amiable manager, Diotti took ship for
the Bahama Islands, where it was his in-
tention to practise. He wrote to his sister.
In a course of his letter we read: “I found
a great interest manifested in my pre-
midre, and socially everything was ddne
to make me happy. Mrs. James Liewellyn,
whom, you no doubt remember, we met in
Florence the winter of 18—, immediately
after I reached New York, arranged a
reception for me, which was elegant in the
extreme. But from that night dates my
misery. You ask her name? Mildred
Wallace. Tell me what she ia like, I hear
you say. Of graceful height, willowy and
exquisitely moulded, not over 24, with the
face of a Madonna; wondrous eyes of dark-
eat blue, hair indeseoribable in its maze of

tawny colors—in a word the perfection of |

womanhood. In half an hour I was her
abject slave, and proud in my serfdom.

When I returned to my hotel that evening |

I could not sleep. Her image ever was
before me, elusive and shadowy.
we seemed to grow further and further
apart—ghe nearer heaven, I nearer earth.”

The letter goes on to describa Diotti's
failure to move her at the concert, and a
visit that he paid her the next day. It
appears that she said to him: “If ever a
man comes who can awaken my heart,
frankly and honestly, I will confees it.*
He ventured: “Perhaps such & one lives,
but has yet to reach the height to win your
love. To this, “with half-closed eyes and
wooingly,” she answerad: “No drooping
Clytie could be more constant than I to
him who strikes the chord that is responsive
in my soul.*

Diotti took his leave. In his letter he
says: “I went out into the gathering gloom.
Her words haunted me, A strange feeling
came over me. A voice within me cried:
‘Do not play to-night. Study! Study!
Perhaps in the full fruition of your genius
your music,
to the harp, may bring life to her soul’
I fled, and I am here. I am delving deeper
and deeper into the mysteries of my art,
and I pray God each hour that He may

place within my grasp the wondrous musio |

His blessed angels sing, for the soul of her

And yet |

like the warm western wind |

I love is attuned to the harmonies of heaven. |

Your affectionate brother Angelo, Island

of Bahama, Jan. 2."

He leased a small island, where he lived |
alone, practising incessantly. Strenuously |

as he labored, however, he felt that he was
still far from the supreme accomplishment

|
|

necessary to reach the soul of Mildred |

Wallace. One day “he dashed the violin
to the floor, where it lay a hopeless wreck.*
At this moment the Evil One presented
himself.
and energy,” he said to Diotti.
trouble lies not with you,
miserable violin you have been using.”
“It was a Stradivarius,® returned Diotti,
the tears welling from his eyes.
no difference,” said the devil, and with that
he produced a violin with flve strings.

“The

—
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“You have been wasting time |

but with the
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string was black, and the devil tald Diotti
quite frankly that he would die at once if
ever he played upon it, Diottl tried the
instrument, avoiding, of course, the fifth
string. He “placed the violin in position
and drew the bow across the string of joy,
improvising on it. Almost instantly the
birds of the forest darted hither and thither,
carolling forth in gladsome strains. Next
the artist changed to the string of pity,
and thoughte of the world's sorrows came
over him like a pall.” Here, surely, was
the means to reach the soul of Mildred
Wallace. “Holding the violin aloft he
cried exultingly: ‘Henceforth thou art
mine, though death and oblivion lurk ever
near thee!' "™ And with that he left the
Bahamas and called on Mr. Perkins, who
was glad enough to renew the distinguished
concerts that had been so rudely inter-
rupted.

The Academy was thronged. *“Mildred
was there more beautiful than ever, and
to gain her love Diotti would have bartered
his soul that moment. The first move-
ment of the suite was entitled 'Pity,’ and
the musio flowed like melodious tears. A
subdued sob rose and fell with the sadness
of the theme. Mildred's eyes were moist-
ened as she fixed them on the lone figure
of the player. Now the theme of pity
changed to hope, and hearts grew brighter
under the spell. The next movement
depicted joy. As the virtuoso's fingers
darted here and there, his music seemed
the very laughter of fairy voices, the earth
looked roses and sunshine, and Mildred,
relaxing her position and leaning forward
in the box, with lips slightly parted, was
the picture of eager happiness. The final
movement came. Its subject was love.
The introduction depicted the Arcadian
beauty of the trysting place, love-lit eyes
sought each other intuitively, and a great
peace brooded over the hearta of all
Grander and grander the melody rose,
volcing love's triumph with wondrous
gweetness and palpitating rhythm. Mildred,

 ___
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her face flushed with excitement, a heavenly
light in her eyes and in an attitude of sup~
plication, revelied in the glory of a new-
found emotion.” To Diotti's dressing room
afterward *Mildred Wallace came, extend=
ing her hands. He took them almost
reverently. She looked into his eyes, and
he knew be had struck the chord responsive
in her soul.” It is hard to see how it all
should have been the devil's work, but of
oourse, that evil person is given to
extremely devious and subtle ways.
There was the fifth string wound with
the hair of Mother Eve, charged with death,
and bound, the reader will divine, to ex-
cite Mildred Wallace's curiosity. Matters
came to the point where she insisted upon
his playing on the fifth string. “The call-
boy announced Diotti's turn; the violinist
led Mildred to a seat at the entrance of the
stage. His appearance was the signal for
prolonged and enthusiastio greeting from
the enormous audience present. He was
clearly the idol of the metropolis. The
lighta were lowered, a single calcium
playing with its soft and silvery rays upon
his face and shoulders. The expectant
nudlono- wucoly breathed as he began his
theme. It was pity—pity moulded into a
conocord of beautiful sounds, and when he
began the second movement it was but a
continuation of the first; his fingers sought
but one string, that of pity. Again he
played, and onoe more pity stole from the
violin. When he left the stage Mildred,
rushed to him. *‘You did not touch thn
string; you refuse my wish?' and the sounds
of mighty applause without drowned his
pleading voice. ‘I told you if you refused
me | was lost to you forever! Do you under-
stand? Diotti returned slowly to the centre
of the stage and remained motionless until
the audience subsided. Facing Mildred

of her emotion, he began softly to play. His
fingers sought the string of Death, The
audience listened with breathless interest,
The co mponiuon Was | weirdly and st rangely
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The author of “The Fighting Bishop” sees his person-
ages with a human and sympathetic eye.—N. Y. Sun.

To use a figure which will be understood by all who
read “The Fighting Bishop,” this is a book which lifts its
head. The heights and depths are those of power, not the

waverings of an uneven story-teller.—N. Y. World,

‘A HUMAN STORY

Herbert M. Hopkins has written a story which is
strong. Throughout the interest of the reader is held by
the very naturalness, and therefore simplicity, of the story
and its telling,— Phila. Telegraph.

There are many striking descriptions and scenes in
“The Fighting Bishop,”—the conflict at Gettysburg on
Little Round Top; the political rally 1860; the draft
riots in New York; the hospital ward with Walt Whit-
man as nurse, ete.—Hartford Times,
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The Booklovers Library

Wednesday, March 5

After Wednesday, March 5, no new members will be
admitted to THE BOOKLOVERS LIBRARY from the
coach delivery districts centring at 29 West 33rd Strect, New
York, and 1323 Walnut Street, Philadelphia. The same ruling
in Boston, Chicago and

will apply about two weeks later
Washington, and in five or six weeks the membership will be
closed in all cities and towns east of Chicago. The plans of
the management for imsroving the s2rvize are of such a nature
as to make it imoossiblz t> put them into operation in all
library districts at once. On March 5 a library announcement
of large public interest will be made in the newspapers of New

York and Philadelphia.
SEYMOUR EATON, Librarian.
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Graphic and thrilling to an unusual
degrea is this tale, and its rapid ac.
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SELLING

The real success of a book be-
ins when readers talk about it.
| They bave already been talkin
'of Harris Dickson's new novel,
| “T'he Siege of Lady Resolute.”
|

It is a novel that has merit—
purely romantic from cover to
cover, well written and with an
' uncommonly good story. The
author’s first novel, as you re-
member, was “I'he Black Wolf's
Bread.”

’ T'he merit of Basil King's
' “Let Not Man Put Asunder
'was more slowly recognized.
Now everybody-—miuisters, lay-
men, readers everywhere—are
reading it and talking it. Preach-
ers are preaching it. Many have
written us indorsing “Let Not
Man Put Asunder,” not only as
a great novel, but as the most
virile, fearless, brilliant study of
the modern divoree question ever
puhhihed

Townsend's*Days Like These"
and the new edition of “How to
Giet Strong,” by William Blaikie,
are both being widely called
for,

“Auticipations,” a new proph-
ecy by H.G. Wells, has held the
attention of every social function
in Enuland, has filled the col-
umns of the daily and weekly
papers, and in a few days has
gone through six editions. It
tells what life will be vne hun
dred years from now-—all based
npon what we know now hy
scientific processes. or every
reason you must read “Antici
I»ntion: "

“The Right of Way" is, o’
conrse, still the most called-for
novel here or abroad,

HARPER & BROTHERS,

New \'ork

OUT TO-DAY.

AT ALL
BOOKSELLERS’

THE SWEETEST LOVE
STORY EVER TOLD.....

HESTER
BLAIR

By William Henry Carson, 1

HERE IS A BOOK

YOU WILL HEAR
ABOUT, READ, |
THINK ABOUT

AND TALK ABOUT.

HESTER BLAIR
IS A SWEET
AND LOVABLE
CHARACTER,
THOUGH A
PUZZLING ONE.

Attractively Bound in Red
Silk Cloth and Gold, Gilt Top.
Ilustrated. $3.50. . . . .

Out in
May,

Miss Pcmconts

C. M. CLARK PUBLISHING Co.

THE NEW YORKERS

12mo, $1.5%0,
1Y THE AUTHOR OF

My Lady Peggy Goes to Tow

here Is & grin mot In this volume that usm

Jly m\r ps Into more or less miid satire in 1}
dev |' '|1[luw\vit41;|'l The
re ||||l y.{ nm l ming “I"nlh' l'mo
vatle ginat altogethicr out
linany "
Y GFORGE BERTIN
TRANSLATED BY ARABELLA WARD
wWITH PORTRAIT RMO. CLOTH. %
he st of the Princess's life, s 1
1 e 1 seand And other affalrs \IV,("I
ning ! r VOrC a wark of W '
\ r Y Worle
ALL BOOK STONRES

(lodfre\ A S. Wieners

L " AVE N SOR

BREN TANO S S BOOKS

T ATTRACTIVE PRICES

AT 57569 ."'ONSOUAQL

\J\'\ R4
aTH AND 185 STREET




