








SOUSA WRITES
INTENSE NOVEL

“The Fifth String” Is a Mu-
sical Romance by the
March King.

THE HERO IS A KUBELIK

Tale Introduces the Faust Idea
and the Heroine Is a
Society Girl.

It seems that, nowadays, no man who
attains to fame is really satisfied unless
he can crown his achievements by placing
his name on the title page of a book. Kings
and soldiers, inventors and actors—all are
tasting the sweets of authorship. And now
comes to sue for literary success John
Philip Sousa, whose title of ‘“March King,”
bestowed upon him by some musical critics
and by many billboard posters, has not
brought him supreme contentment.

r~* Naturally' Mr. Sousa would make music
the theme of his story, but he has suc-
ceeded in telling a tale that is most original
and fantastic. His literary style is not at
all like his music. He has chosen a minor
key. He has woven his plot about a poetic
concert. Mr. Sousa calls his story ‘“The
Fifth String.” This fifth string belongs to
the violin that is given to the hero by
Satan. On this wonderful instrument the
G string stands for pity, the third string
for hope, the A is the tone of love, while
the E string gives forth songs of joy. The
« fifth string passes down the middle of the
bridge bz2tween the others. It is covered
with black hair; it is the string of death.
It 1s composed of the extra lengths of the
other four strings, and to cut it would
destroy all, for then pity, hope, love and
Joy would cease to exist in the soul of the
violin. So long as this little string is not
struck, the performer is safe, but when
this is played upon, life passes out of the
musician’s body.

Around this odd fancy, Mr. Sousa has
developed a queer little romance in which
Diotti, a famous violinist of Tuscany, is
the hero. Diotti is young, handsome and
one of the most famous artists of his time.
He comes to New York under the manage-
ment  of Perkins, the famous impresario.
On the cvening before his first concert,
‘Mrs. Llewellyn, a soclal leader, gives a re-
ception at which she introduces Miss Wal-
lace, daughter of a New York banker, to
Diotti. The girl's rare beauty fascinates
him. They wander into the conservatory
where they engage in a stilled conversation
about happiness and the soul. Mildred lets
him know that nothing touches her, that she
is superior to emotion, She declares that
she painted Niagara and destroyed the pic-
ture because it seemed to be a smear of
paint, which doubtless it was, for Mildred
is a young woman without enthusiasm. She
‘then explains that when she hears a great
planist she always thinks of the little
cream colored hammers within the piano
bobbing up and down like acrobatic brown-
des. This, of course, is rather discouraging
‘t0 Diottl, The author closes the interview
‘b this' way:

offered her his arm and together they mada
their way to the drawing-room,
‘“ ‘Perhaps, some day, one will come whd
i 1ean sing a song of perfect love in perfect
tones, and your soul will be attuned to hia
elody.’

m“ ‘Peyrhapu—and, good night,’ she softly
sald, leaving his arm and joining her
‘friends, who accompanied her to the car-
. riage.”

Diotti, who on this occasjon plays on an/
~ordinary vijolin, makes a great sensation,
Sitting alone in a box he notices Mildred
Wallace. He plays to her and to her
alone, but she is unmoved. After the con-
“«gert he leaves the theatoer quickly and,
throwing himself upon his bed, ‘‘almost
sobs in his thoughts.” ‘I am not great
I am but a man. I am
1 When the date of the next
concert arrives, it i{s discovered that Diotti
‘has mysteriously disappeared. His mana-
ger is frantic. They search in vain for him,
He has fled to the island of Bahama, where
‘he i{s determined to stay and to work until
he can appeal to the soul of the woman
with whom he has fallen in love. One day
he becomes discouraged and in a frenzy
despair he dashes the violin to the
und, where it lies a hopeless wreck. In
his grief he calls upon the prince of dark- '
ness to ald him. - !
. Satan instantly appears, bringing with
him the wonderful violin with the fitth
string. Diottl tries the instrument by’
drawing his bow dver the string of joy.
ile go plays it the devil is sad. Satan
xclaims that it is many, many years sincd

heard that string of joy. Diotti is en-

\usjastic. He declares that with the n
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TUHe-leokod at Ter intently. . She was.
« -standing before him, not a block of chiseleq |
fce, but a beautiful, breathing woman. He |

violin he can conquer the world.
more to you than the world,’” the tempter
says, ‘‘a woman’s love.” And then, hold-
ing the violin aloft, the artist cries, ex-
ultingly, ‘‘henceforth thou art mine, al-
though death and oblivion lurk ever near
thee."”

Diotti hastens back to New York, and
again appears in concert. Mildred Wal-
lace is in her box. He plays a great con-
.certo, always avolding the string of death.

“Grander and grander the melody rose,
voicing love’s triumph with wondrous
sweetness and palpitating rhythm. Mildred,
her face flushed with excitement, a heav-
only fire in her eyes and in an attitude of
supplication, reveled in the glory of a
new-found emotion.” She goes behind the
scenes to tell the artist how his music has
, touched her, and early the next day she
summonsg Diotti to her. This is the begin-
ning of a happy romance, which might have
ended happily if it had not been for the re-
turn of the banker, whose business from
the city has enahled his daughter to cul-
tivate the soclety of the famous violin-
ist. ::

Mr. Wallace objects to his
infatuation, and
lifelong friend.

daughter’'s
consults old Sanders, a
Sanders meets Diotti at
dinner, and guesses that there is some
mystery about the violin. He discovers
the fifth string after he has done his best
to arouse the feeling of jealousy in the
heart of the girl who has been carried
away by the wonderful music of the strange
fnstrument. 0Old Sanders takes the artist
home with him that night, and persuades
him to stay until morning. After Diotti
has gone to bed old Sanders, who once
prided himself upon his fiddling, brings
down the violin to examine it. He takes
it up and plays upon it, strikes the fifth
string and dies in his chair. It is thus
that Diotti knows that the string of death
Is indeed what Satan has declared it to
be.

On the occasfon of Diottl’'s last appear-
ance in New York he is made sad by the
recollection of old Sanders’ death. Before
the concert he goes to call on Mildred, who
asks him if it is really true that his vio-
lin is not like other instruments of its
kind. Hesitatingly he confesses that the
violin has an extra string. The girl begs
him to remove the string, and when he re-
fuses she cries out that she believes he
loves another woman, and that the fifth
string binds them together. After they
part Mildred determines to go to the thea-
ter and to sece her fiance bafore he plays.
She is sitting in the dressing room when
he comes in. She asks him to let her ex-
amine the instrument, and when she dis-
covers that the fifth string is made of hair
she becomes uncontrollably jealous. She
demands that he play on the string, and
declares that if he doesn’t use it at the
concert they must part forever. The call
boy announces Diotti’'s turn, and he leads
Mildred to a seat at the entrance of the
stage. He played only on the string of
pity, and when he leaves the stage Mil-
dred declares that he had refused her wish
that he did not touch the fifth string. He
returns to respond to an encore, and this
is the way the story ends:

“Suddenly the audience was startled by
the snapping of a string; the violin and bow
dropped from the nerveless hands of the
player. He fell helpless to the stage,

“Mildred rushed to him, crying, ‘Angelo,
Angelo, what is it? What has happened?’
Bending over him, she gently raised his
head and showered unrestrained kisses upon
his lips, oblivious of all save her lover.

‘“ ‘Speak! Speak!’ she implored,

“A faint smile {llumined his face; he
gazed with ineffable tenderness into her
weeping eyes, then slowly closed his own,
as if in a slumber.”

The conception of the story is certainly
clever and the tale is told without any un-
necessary verbiage. It has an old-fashioned
floridness of language that is unusual in
this day. The plot {s one that a French-
man would handle adroitly, but Mr, Sousa
has at times shown that his ‘Workmanship is
clumsy. He has not always stopped at the
right place, and he has made some of the
conversations absurd. The

e a ‘Mf‘h le, for

3 ‘appeal to romantic young wom-
en, and it is especially time'y in v'le'w of
the present Kubelik madness. Mechanically
the book is one of the most artistic that
the Bowen-Merrill company hag published;
The finest paper !s used and Howard Chan-
dler Christy has supplied the illustrations,
which are in his best style. The cover de-
sign by F. A, Pearson is most attractive.

The Fifth String, By John Philip Sous
Indianapolis: Bowen-Merrill. 4
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agreeable and characteristic {illustrations !
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The cover design s in a lot of embossed |
gold and. a little red on a dark cloth. There
are 125- pages to——Oh—the story?
_gWell—the story. It is that of a famous
;forelgn violinist, who, to win the love of a
rich and beautiful American girl whom he
meets and who 1is, not touched by his musie,
leagues himself with the devil. A real gen-
| tlemanly Marie Corelli devil. The musician
swaps vio'ing with Satan, acquiring one
with an extra string in the middle, And
this string I8 made of the beautiful hair of
our first mother. But it means Death!
Death! to play on it.

Armed with this instrument, the hero re-

: turns to the musical stage and succeeds in
i paralyzing his beloved in the first round.

She throws herself at him—thereby accept.
ing him. At least, that is what Mr. Sousa
intends to convey,

After the death of her ‘uncle,” who
sneaks the violin—while its owner sleens
the deep sleep of the wicked—and plavs on !
Eve's hair, thus commiting involuntary |
suicide, the lady gets jealous of the hailr
and dares her lover to play on it himself at
his next concert. He does so.

Curtain.

If Mr. Sousa doesn’'t look out. Marie Clo-
reli will be writing marches and two-steps,
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SOUSA WRITES
~ INTENSE NOVEL

“The Fifth String” Is a Mu-
sical Romance by the
March King.

THE HERO IS A KUBELIK

Tale Introduces the Faust Idea
and the Heroine Is a
Society Girl.

It seems that, nowadays, no man who
attains to fame is really satisfied unless
he can crown his achievements by placing
his name on the title page of a book. Kings
and soldiers, inventors and actors—all are
tasting the sweets of authorship. And now
comes to sue for literary success John
Philip Sousa, whose title of “March King,”
bestowed upon him by some musical critics
and by many billboard posters, has not
brought him supreme contentment,

Naturally' Mr. Sousa would make music
the theme of his story, but he has suc-
ceeded in telling a tale that is most original
and fantastic. His literary style is not at
all like his music. He has chosen a minor
key. He has woven his plot about a poetic
concert. Mr. Sousa calls his story “The
"Fifth String.” This fifth string belongs to
the violin that is given to the hero by
Satan., On this wonderful instrument the
G string stands for pity, the third string
for hope, the A is the tone of love, while
the E string gives forth songs of joy. The
fifth string passes down the middle of the
bridge between the others. It is covered
with black hair; it is the string of death.
It 1s composed of the extra lengths of the
other four strings, and to cut it would
destroy all, for then pity, hope, love and
Joy would cease to exist in the soul of the
“yiolin. So long as this little string is not
struck, the performer is safe, but when
this is played upon, life passes out of the
musician’s body.

Around this odd fancy, Mr. Sousa has
developed a quecr little romance in which
Diotti, a famous violinist of Tuscany, is
the hero. Diotti is young, handsome and
,one of the most famous artists of his time.
He comes to New York under the manage-
ment of Perkins, the famous impresario.
On the evening before his first concert,
,"Mrs. Llewellyn, a social leader, gives a re-
ception at which she introduces Miss Wal-
lace, daughter of a New York banker, to
Diotti. The girl’s rare beauty fascinates
him. They wander into the conservatory
where they engage in a stilled conversation
about happiness and the soul. Mildred lets
him know that nothing touches her, that she
is superior to emotion. She declares that
sghe painted Niagara and destroyed the pic-
ture because it seemed to be a smear of
‘paint, which doubtless it was, for Mildred
{8 a young woman without enthusiasm. She
‘then explains that when she hears a great
planist she always thinks of the little
- eream colored hammers within the piano
bobbing up and down like acrobatic brown-
4é8. This, of course, is rather discouraging
Diotti. The author closes the interview

his' way:

fore him, not a block of
g “.
offered her his arm and together they made

' ‘ their way to the drawing-room.

‘‘ ‘perhaps, some day, one will come whd
{ 1¢an sing a song of perfect love in perfect

. tones, and your soul will be attuned to hia

melody." -
 ‘perhaps—and, good night,’ she softly
saild, leaving his arm and joining her

: ‘feiends, who accompanied her to the car-

‘at Swer intently. She was liualq
1t 8 beautiful, breathing women. He |

violln he can conquer the world. ‘‘Aye,
more to you than the world,”” the tempter
says, “‘a woman’s love.” And then, hold- |
ing the violin aloft, the artist cries, ex-
ultingly, ‘‘henceforth thou art mine, al-
though death and oblivion lurk ever near
thee."

Diotti hastens back to New York, and
again appears in concert. Mildred Wal-
lace is in her box. He plays a great con-
.certo, always avolding the string of death.

“Grander and grander the melody rose,
voicing love's triumph with wondrous
sweetness and palpitating rhythm. Mildred,
her face flushed with excitement, a heav-
only fire in her eyes and in an attitude of
supplication, reveled in the glory of a
new-found emotion.”” She goes behind the
scenes to tell the artist how his music has
| touched her, and early the next day she
summons Diotti to her. This is the begin-
ning of a happy romance, which might have
ended happily if it had not been for the re-
turn of the banker, whose business from
the city has enabled his daughter to cul-
tivate the soclety of the famous violin-
ist. ¥

Mr. Wallace objects to his daughter’'s
infatuation, and consults old Sanders, a
lifelong friend. Sanders meets Diotti at
dinner, and guesses that there is some
mystery about the violin. He discovers
the fifth string after he has done his best
to arouse the feeling of jealousy in the
heart of the girl who has been carried
away by the wonderful music of the strange
instrument. Old Sanders takes the artist
home with him that night, and persuades
him to stay until morning. After Diotti
has gone tn bed old Sanders, who once
prided himself upon his fiddling, brings
down the violin to examine it. He takes
it up and plays upon it, strikes the fifth
string and dies in his chair. It is thus
that Diotti knows that the string of death
{s indeed what Satan has declared it to
be.

On the occasion of Diottl's last appear-
ance in New York he is mmde sad by the
recollection of old Sanders’ death. DBefore
the concert he goes to call on Mildred, who
asks him if it is really true that his vio-
lin is not like other instruments of its
kind. Hesitatingly he confesses that the
violin has an extra string. The girl begs
him to remove the string, and when he re-
fuses she cries out that she believes he
loves another woman, and that the fifth
string binds them together. After they
part Mildred determines to go to the thea-
ter and to sce her fiance before he plays.
She is sitting in the dressing room when
he comes in. She asks him to let her ex-
amine the instrument, and when she dis-
covers that the fifth string is made of hair
she becomes uncontrollably jealous. She
demands that he play on the string, and
declares that if he doesn’'t use it at the
concert they must part forever. The call
boy announces Diotti’'s turn, and he leads
Mildred to a seat at the entrance of the
stage. He played only on the string of
pity, and when he leaves the stage Mil-
dred declares that he had refused her wish
that he did not touch the fifth string. He
returns to respond to an encore, and this
is the way the story ends:

“Suddenly the audience was startled by
the snapping of a string; the violin and bow
dropped from the nerveless hands of the
player. He fell helpless to the stage.

“Mildred rushed to him, crying, ‘Angelo,
Angelo, what is it? What has happened?’
Bending over him, she gently raised his
head and showered unrestrained kisses upon
his lips, oblivious of all save her lover.

‘ ‘Speak! Speak!’ she implored.

“A faint smile illumined his face; he
gazed with ineffable tenderness into her

as If in a slumber.”’

The conception of the story is certainly
clever and the tale is told without any un-
necessary verbiage. It has an old-fashioned
floridness of language that is unusual in
this day.
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Mr. Chris-
ty's 'heroine is beautiful, and the same as
usual. The title-page is done in two colo”s.

The cover design I8 in.a lot of embossed !
gold and a little red on a dark cloth. There
are 125 pages to——Oh—the story?

Well—the story.
{orelgn violinist, who, to win the love of a
rich and beautiful American girl whom he
meets and who is, not touched by his music,
leagues himself with the devil. A real gen-
tlemanly Marie Corelli devil. Thes musician
swaps violins with Satan, acquiring one
with an extra string in the middle. And
this string 18 made of the beautiful hair of
our first mother. But it means Death!
Death! to play on it.

Armed with this instrument, the hero re-
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I"turns to the musical stage and succeeds in
! paralyzing his beloved in the first round.

She throws herself at him—thereby accept.-
ing him. At least, that is what Mr. Sousa
intends to convey.

After the death of her “uncle,” who
sneaks the violin—while its owner sleens
the deep sleep of the wicked—and plays on |
Eve's hair, thus commiting involuntary |
suicide, the lady gets jealous of the hailr
and dares her lover to play on it himself at
his next concert. He does so.

Curtain.

If Mr. Sousa doesn’t look out, Marie Co-
reli will be writing marches and two-steps,
-4 he Fifth String.”” John Philip Sousa.
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|* John Philip Sousa, known from pole ivarius in despair, erying out, *“It is 01-'
i to pole as the March King, has written no use! If the God of heaven will not
F,‘.“ | a story—a story of love and of a won- aid me, I ask the prince of darkne 1
rom. s  derful violin. All the inmnsn\lz alldl“’ rome.” '[hen b L
| blitheness, the delicacy, the unigue dra- i e
i matic power of the soul that gava the K, 1. ll::l l}?;]x')d's::::“n:p“m» 'Wt.well—made
ddress " world its premier marches, floods this ¢ man appeared at the
' passionate romance. The key of the ‘ )
| i antr g o a1 door of the hut. His manner was that
: \ vel \. e apaa O{l}qlnqin :h(h(k“,{;l{:‘y }?i: \ of (x)‘no evidently conversant with the
2%~ ¢ usa Has Composed a Novel. ‘ the ‘.‘.Olm' 2 ly; éo.\‘l‘ar A ﬂ:lt;t i “h.. ' usages of good society:
m the Wighington Post. G vell as com- | };23‘:1 ’l”?(‘ ]I..‘ﬁp 3 .t;nr_‘i'im.?”{ (‘m{\ \")m\' ' | “1 beg pardon,” said the musician,
kousa has turncd noyelist ag W< which he ! ¢hed by .the {'mf 1 Chandler (.A'_M{ ‘| { surprised and visibiy nettled at the in-
. In fact, his first u-‘m'.nn{_. B be Indianapolis. Howar 1ims P.u risty l trusion, and then with forced politesid
B amed  “"The ‘;”llh T:n”ﬁ'n\'~-|‘:-\1~'l’r“1 has {llustrated it in his best styie. : ness he asked: “To whom a,ln I in- |
.d this week by the D3 hich | debted for this unexpected visit?"” ;
‘2}:)2‘1:,\' of Indianapolis. ":h‘ff.}f“:’k“.‘;',‘lfl,:;;}'1 “Allow me,” raid the stranger tak-
story of a gTed ‘ ing a card from his case and handing

a musical love arl, a maglc|
g it to the musician, who read: ‘‘Satan,”

eautiful American R C |
lhfnl ﬂ‘l);(l i secret, was writien l:lnl( t.“-m..i
(1] at Manhattan ]hnjk’lh.” lv?\prll‘llus‘llru—\ i

+ book with six tull pag ‘\unau"‘ﬁx' 1884. -

er me... ﬂ (&)

andst‘;r;}(ﬁuwum Chandler Christy. S6 o0 Va “I am the Prince,” said the stranger,

:;‘sulrcany written a number 01 ll‘\.:::l“p'l..“_‘y bowing low.

ruicles and verse, MH_“]";“.{\‘: ;)\l"n:h_-s of n\'n"\ \ddress There was no hint cf the pavement-
to and i 3 | 0/ [} made ruler in the information he gave,

opera libret ) Ao some literary ap-
80 he has serve ting a complete | but rather of the desire of one gentle-
man to set another right at the begin-

a
and, in the lower left-hand corner,

“Prince of Darkness."

eship betore {0 CMitn String” be | '
£ ¢ S encour-
',S;l\{ed, it will dull\rllv'bﬂltill(‘l?‘t:fg\ ate JAN ) ¢ ning. The musician assumed a posi- |
fr. Sousa to put oIl paper “ sed on | &J ]J( tion of open-mouthed wonder, gazing !
- Jlated "Plp"ly“"“'“lsi‘l‘l’r:{;’:' n:l‘\}": yard | steadily at the visiter.
ncidents -"'\\3“%'1)3%{.'33( : M?WTLPMH 2.S0Usd, the famous eom Mr. Diotti declares that he does not:
vcu"“ it hecrbtr e -‘Oos:' % and ll';é.;ll'x', ha:m\&.i“e N ‘ desire the #id of the gentleman, and!
-ﬂ&. Thﬁ Fifth String,” which i:r“le“ laughs derisively, but he, having had ex-
amau?-sma romance, strong, true au; perience with Faust and a geod many:
enc‘hantrﬁeml‘f-d wit‘h love and mdsloa‘l others, says, "If you will listen a mo-
. The  Bowen-Merpij] ment, and not be so rude to an utter

company, Indian

apolis, nuhlish i+ i stranger, we may reach some conclusion'
to your benefit.”” The violinist, thus re-
buked by Satan conversant with the
usages of good society, hesitates, anéd—is
lost. He accepts from the Tempter of
man. an instrument that will win him
the love of the beautiful American, a

UL S 1 ; .J‘ AN ey i violin with five strings, the fifth one oft

' S ALY S 8 \vhich, wrapped in the hair of the first

& mother of man, is:the string of dcntllll:q

* i TR whoever touches it dics instantly. They
. nas also written @ Eg}"ﬁ %Mhu written a%t other strings are those of pity, hope, love,
porroe: It 18 '{;}:},{{’m‘ﬁt.",{ .Ig?;‘f:h,.gm:‘?ﬂqn“‘ mq"ganwdlluedd“ " and joy. It is the instrument Satan |
nd mal?’;‘ ancy lustrated by Howard Chandler Chmty' Ta himself played in heaven before the fall; |
to b hed soon by the Bowen-~Mer- the fifth string was added after it. He
vill Company. ., AP cannot play it now, for there i neither

pe, love nor.joy for hiw, ai

r the spirit of Teut
‘it is the idea of the story { ) its
i treatment that deserves consideration,
| The artist returns to New York with his ]

cursed instrument, which docs not ‘fail,
t to do its work of destruction, and, appro-
! priately enough, it is Eve's attributes
| that precipitate the catastrophe. The

violin first of all kills the ‘“‘confident
man” of Mildred’s father.  He ha
‘weakness for Tom gin toddies, and unde
| the influence thereof touches the fat
: string. But he dies too late, for alre
_he hag awakened the girl’s suspicion,
I*jealousy, her curiosity—oh Mother. Eve!
| —and, like Psyche and Elsa von Bra-!
bant, she will not rest before she know

The end of the tale the reader mus
find in the book itself, which, as alrea
snid, demonstrates that Mr;: |
| possessoy of a vivid imagination;,
unhappily as yet lacks a trained n
| of literary expression. Mr., Christ
|| nishes illustrations such ds we have
| to expect from him, very g
‘telling, -but with the same be:
doing service once more under

e,



































































“Jey, love—all  erdding in
iother pecullarity is that the
wrapped with a woman’s hair—
resses. The visitor informs the
hat it is the hair of Eve, the
_mankind.
rally, Diotti is disinclined to accept
't .or loan of sc strange an instru-
but the visitor tempts him with his
r the fair Mildred. unly by the music
| he can evoke from this violin can he
to awake the responsive chord in her |
He is so passicnately, so (lospxlringlyl
; e that he finally yields, especially as
ﬁﬂ_h(ﬂtlons are attached. He is cautioned
gly that he must not play upon the fifth
Mng. That is Death.
iThis interview is managed very simply
\d  without any of the gruesome con-
\itants. that are supposed to environ any
merce - with the Prince of Darkness.
t1 hastens back to New York. Again he
s befdre a zreat audience and this time
oti the violin with the fifth string.
m the other four he invokes the very
it - 27 pity; of hope, of joy, and finally of
‘but he draws no note from the fifth
The great audience bursts into thun-
by of frantic applause. Mildred is among
ge  who listen; the chord responsive to
isoul has been struck; her love for Diottl}
mes as passionate as his for her. It is
enm of soul entwining with soul. Her
gther, the hard headed, practical banker, 15:
Boosed to any idea of his dawghter m:n'r,v-:
“a fiddler.” She says she will obey|
eaquest when he can name anv reasenn-|
objection; she knows Diotti as the,
iblest . of men, and he seems all that her |
ving fancy paints him. i
How does it‘end? Well, you had better
ad the story; it would not be fair to an- |
the novelist displays a clever
owledge of the human heart and its pas-
s in the way the denoument of the tale
orked out. :
& Pity, Hope, Joy, L.ove—all end in Death.
Bow 15 it when some other one of the Master
Passions intervenes: What hanpens? The
jory tolls. _
' {8 a daring thing at this age of
world to bring the supernatural into the
phinery ot a novel of modern life. The
t merit of Sousa’s venture is that he hn.s
ghtly apprehended the only way m‘\\‘hh:‘:\ it
Bould be successfully employed. “The Fifth
ir'ng’’ is an extravaganza; and yet, some-
, it does not seem quite a fairy !uh- as
read. The psychology which lies be-
the central conception, the fatalism of
‘idea takes hold of you, and you lose sight
e crudities of construction. It is l}w
original plot presented in any lm\'ol for
ong  time. (The Bowen-Merrill Company,

adianapolis, cloth, 12mo, $1.50.)
&

’

"~ INTENSE NOVEL

“The Fifth String” Is a Mu-
sical Romance by the
March King.

THE HERO IS A KUBELIK

Tale Introduces the Faust Idea
and the Heroine Is a
Society Girl.

It seems that, nowadays, no man who
attning to fame is really satisfled unless
he can crown his achievements by placing
his name on the title page of a book. Kings
and soldiers, inventors and actors—all are
tasting the sweets of authorship. And now
comes to sue for literary success John
Philip Sousa, whose title of ‘“March King,"
bestowed upon him by some musical eritics
and by many billboard posters, has not
brought him supreme contentment.

Naturally Mr. Sousa would make music
the theme of his story, but he has suc-
ceeded in telling a tale that is most original
and fantastic. His literary style is not at
all like his music. He has chosen a minor
key. He has woven his plot about a poetic
concert. Mr. Sousa calls his story ‘“The
Fifth String.” This fifth string belongs to
the violin that is given to the hero by
Satan. On this wonderful instrument the
G string stands for pity, the third string
for hope, the A is the tone of love, while
the E string gives forth songs of joy. The
fifth string passes down the middle of the
bridge between the others. It is covered
with black hair; it is the string of death.
It is composed of the extra lengths of the
other four strings, and to cut it would
destroy all, for then pity, hope, love and
joy would cease to exist in the soul of the
violin. So long as this little string is not
struck, the performer is safe, but when
this is played upon, life pasces out of tha
musician’s body.

Around this odd fancy, Mr. Sousa has
developed a queer little romance in which
Diotti, a famous violinist of Tuscany, is
the hero. Diotti is young, handsome and
one of the most famous artists of his time.
He comes to New York under the manage-
ment of Perkins, the famous impresario.
On the evening before his first concert,
Mrs. Llewellyn, a social leader, gives a re-
ception at which she introduces Miss Wal-
lace, daughter of a New York banker, to
Diotti. The girl's rare beauty fascinates
him. They wander into the conservatory
where they engage in a stilled conversation
about happiness and the soul. Mildred lets
him know that nothing touches her, that she
is séPerior to emotion. She declares that
she painted Niagara and destroyed the pic-
ture because it seemed to be a smear of
paint, whigh doubtless it was, for Mildred
i{s a young woman without enthusiasm. She
then explains that when she hears a great
planist she always thinks of the little
cream colored hammers within the plano
bobbing up and down like acrobatic brown-
ies. This, of coyrse, is rather discouraging
to Diotti. The Ruthor closes the interview
in this way: y

“He looked at her intently. She was
standing before him, not a block of chiseled
ice, but a beautiful, breathing woman. He
offored her his arm and together they mady

; wing-room. il
O ahape, o day, one Wil conis Yhd
can sing a song of perfect love in perfect
tones, and your soul wiil be attuned to his
lody.’
g ?Pgrhaps—and. good night,’ she softly
sald, leaving his arm and joining her
friends, who accompanied her to the ear-
rh;)gl(c‘;ttl, who on this occasion plays on an
ordinary violin, makes a great sensation,
Sitting alone in a box he notices Mildred

Wallace. He plays to her and to hor §

alone, but she i8 unmoved. After the con-
cert he leaves the theater quickly and,

throwing himself upon his bed, ‘‘almost |

sobs in his thoughts.” “I am not great
enough for her. I am but a man. I am
put a man.”” When the date of the next
concert arrives, it is discovered that Diotti
hae mysteriously disappeared, His manas
ger is frantic. They search in vain for him,

He has fled to the island of Bahama, where |

he is determined to stay and to work uniil
he can appeal to the soul of the woman
with whom he has fallen in love. One day
he becomes discouraged and in a frenzy

| of despair he dashes the violin to the,

ground, where it lies a hopeless wreck. In
his grief he calls upon the prince of dark-
ness to aid him. .

; Satan instantly appears, bringing with

' him the wonderful violin with the fifih
ntrl:f. Diotti tries the instrument by
dra

his bow Over the string of joy..

 While he plays it the devil is sad. Satau

o, “%ﬁ&? o e

‘ t with &

N sigdie

says,’ ‘a woman’
ing the violin
ultingly, ho ;
though dRStiES
thee.”

Diotte
again apgears

Bupplicgt
new-fo
scenes
toug

4 'uslness from
daughter to culs
famous violin-

litMong friend. Shnders meets Diotti at |
dinner, and guesses that there is some*
mystery about the violin. He discovers
the fifth string after he has done his best
to arouse the feeling of jealousy in the
heart of the girl who has been carried
awayv by the wonderful music of the strange
instrument. Old Sanders takes the artist
home with him that night, and persuvades
him to stay until morning. After Diotti
has gone to bed old Sanders, who once
prided himself upon his fiddling, brings
down the violin to examine it. He takes
it up and plays upon it, strikes the fifth
string and dies in his chair. It is thus
that Diotti knows that the string of death
{s indeed what Satan has declared it to
be.

On the occasion of Diotti’'s last appear-
ance in New York he i{s made sad by the
recollection of old Sanders’ death. Before
the concert he goes to call on Mildred, who
asks him if it is really true that his vio-
lin is not like other instruments of Iits
kind. Hesitatingly he confesses that the
violin has an extra string. The giri begs
him to remove the string, and when he re-
fuses she cries out that she believes he
loves another woman, and that the fifth
string binds them together. After they
part Mildred determines to go to the thea-
ter and to sce her flance before he plays.
She is sitting in the dressing room when
he comes in. She asks him to let her ex- |
amine the instrument, and when she dis-
covers that the fifth string is made of halr
she becomes uncontrollably jealous. She
demands that he play on the string, and
declares that if he doesn’t use it at the
concert they must part forever. The call
boy announces Diotti’s turn, and he leads
Mildred to a seat at the entrance of the

‘stage. He played only on the string ©

pity, and when he leaves the stage Mil-
dred declares that he had refused her wish
that he did not touch the fifth string. He
returns to respond to an encore, end this |
is the way the story ends: {

“Suddenly the audience was startled by
the snapping of a string; the violin and bow |
dropped from the nerveless hands of the}
player. He fell helpless to the stage. i

‘““Mildred rushed to him, crying, ‘Angelo,%
Angelo, what is it? What has happened?'’
Bending over him, she gently raised his
head and showered unrestrained kisses upon‘
his lips, oblivious of all save her lover. )

‘“ ‘Speak! Speak!" she implored. {

“A faint smile illumined his face; h
gazed with ineffable ienderness into he:’
weeping eyes, then slowly closed his ow
as if in a slumber.”

The conception of the story is certainl
clever and the tale is told without any un
necessary verbiage. It has an old-fashioned
floridness of language that is unusual ix
this day. The plot is one that a French
man would handle adroitly, but Mr. Sous
has at times shown that his workmanship 8§
clumsy. He has not'always stopped at thi
right place, and he has made some of th§
conversations absurd. The book shoull
have a w'ie sale, for the reason that it I8
unique in its way and because Mr, Souss
has tl'toueands of admirers. *The "
Btrlnx;v::ll}uppenl to romantic young wo

ook {a ¢ artistic: Bl
oK ¢ L most a '
'tilille Bowen-Merrill eo:lap.ny hag published.,

o finest {8 used and Howard Chans;
dler Ch supplied the {llustration
which are it his best style. The cover !
sign by F. A. Pearson {s most attractive.

The Fifth String. By John Philip Sousa.
Indianapblis: Bowen-Merrill, e
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It is a well known fact that success-
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.ddress

"Sgeklng for more worlds to conqh
f Philip Sousa has for a moment
eft main of musical composition
und leader sitten a novelette
«ntitled *“The Iifth String.” It is &
ittle tale of love and music and dia-,

yelrie. The first person to walk upon OKK,

he stage is Diotti, a famous violinist
rom sunny Italy. He has come to
\merica for a tour and is at a recep-
jon given in his honor on the night
if his first appearance. The second fig-
\re is that of Mildred Wallace, a young

Y

/
ate FEB 1-1902 ate

1&oes not interest her.

ddress Q'I/
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LT

The fifth string,’”’ by J {11 ousH;:
the march king, is one of the
published by the Bowen-Merrill Co. of In-
ilanapolis. Mr. Sousa's venture into lit-
erature is a short love story and tells of
a wonderful violin with an extra string,
yvhlvh means death to theone who plays on
it. The artist, Diotti, falls in love with
an American girl, and finds that his music

try at once for the Bahamas, and there |

receives the violin, which h ¥
SR RBISTHY |

tone properties and the extra st

its perpetual menace of death. Satan iy
the donor of the violin, and attaches no|
conditions to his gifl. The violin wins
the esteem of the beautiful American, who

He leaves the coun- DRK, 1884,

1902

in its composition &

is told that Diotti never plays the fifth
to excel in i

string because of a promise to another!
woman. Jealousy leads the woman (o
ask the artist to use the fatal string just
after another had come to his death

ful genius has voman radiantly beautiful, with whom

strange streak of desire Sy he violinist falls in love on sight. He

some art rather than the one by whicn )egs an inwroduction to her and their
. A new f onversation but deepens his passion.

B spImes, < ] i simall he hears him play at the concert, but, through ignorantly touching it.

this has come to light in & EITS hough all the others in the audience The plot does not explain just why the .

of fiction by John Philip Sousa, the 0 wild over his music, she remains artist could not tell his fiancee his secret,

March King, puhlishwl by the Bowen-

development ¢
work

mmoved. He is di@‘onverted by his -
ailure to arouse her interest and on and is also rather unconvincing in other

X iananolis. This 3 X ; s e ! Skl R4
i1l Company, of Indianapo c »f the second concert, has respects. he artist luckless playvs on the
Merlll'\ 3 ‘ ars e title of “The e nig.hF . In a letter to his sister fifth string, after in vain begging to be
dainty book bears th e lisappeared. 1In a letter 10 1 1 let off, and drops dead. The book is
Fifth String,” and has as a I.hn.').'_l n t is dis‘j‘_‘;:“’d. ﬂ:alth‘] “:Rr‘] w“‘rfle:'(; handsomely illustrated by Howard Chg
jcal genius euch a Vi linist & %ahamu‘ islands to s ydy and pe 0 ler Christy. f
?LR 1 "‘ 11 g e others of his \mself in his art so that he may move : :
s Kubelilk  alk i : : his woman whom he loves. He prac- -
wbles lit- : ; orld.

kind. The story occuples "“"‘ e ices and practices, but fails and, in newspaper cutyng sureau 1p tne W
tle more than 124 small pages \is distress, summons the evil one to
and is one with a strong undercurrent. 1s aid. Satan appears and presents

‘tistically written and delignt- Wm with a violin which has five LY 4
et (ATH BLICE 2 itrings. The fifth string is that of (P A

gtyle. There are a

almost epigram- teath; it is not to be used but is nec-

wgsary to the exquisite music that may
ye obtained from the others; to use the
itring means immediate death. With
‘his new instrument Diotti returns to
New York, wins even greater popular e..
applause and, better still, succeeds in
touching the spirit of the woman he
loves. She sends for him and warmly
vongratulates him. He tells her that
he loves her and she accepts his love.
But she has a practical father to reck-

ful in its ease of
few sentences that are :
Jqatic and in it is voiced that corroding
skepticism that is attacking the y‘. \slh
of the present day and well expressed
in the words of Mildred Wallace about
sic
mtl‘lh never hear a pianist, however
great and famous, but 1 :«.-o.thv little |
cream colored hammers \\‘\@hh\l '\l?‘l'\:
piano bobbing up and down like ac

IR
FEB 3 - W02

Acellaneous Books in%ﬂn‘1

Verse—Brief Literary Notes. ‘

iress

‘ownies. I never hear the on with. He scorns this “fiddler” and 3
bf'uc]hzl“,‘r“tl;“:.1.,-.,“ d for the artist and gets about the task of preventing the sz
p-a:u.h ‘h'n‘n return to bhow his thanks marriage. He calls to his aid a faith- e
2 AA It is said that every person of any ambition 1854.

1 that these 1t- ful servitor, Sanders, who discovers
an indi- the fifth string and, telling Mildred
about it, arouses her curiosity and her
| jealousy, for the fifth string' is a string
5 | of hair--a woman's hair. Here the
CWhe cte o a great singer, | tragedy begins, but the particular na-

| e “- h‘,‘.\lln{‘{\-l :u‘rlvl-d.-l'_\xn;: skeptlc, | ture of it must be left to the reader |
! f.m.nl::m(:tm_“:‘» thrush, scampering ove r | to find out for himself. The theme is, |
“m ;?,’{,.u "] see a clumsy lot of ah, ah, | | o course, not a new one, but its ap-

q;,:‘L;“\\-}.;.\\‘:n'«ll.\'. uncertainty umbhm:.! | plication is interesting and will be

an the gamut, saying, ‘“Were it not for ! appreciated though the literary art is

BP 13S & ‘ot sing thus—give us cur | ! hot of the best. The pictures are by

us she could no ! it chbdd o !
waiga ! rar andler Christy; 12mo., cloth;
meed of praise. }gg“‘t:gpgh‘ n'l‘ho Bochn iarril i ure and at the same time will admit that the

jotti, the great ania . ; rifte . y
mnls)\“e’ her by his finest strailns aml pany, Indianapolis. G Ln‘f-}(d composer has Tme than one talent.
d airs He leaves his engageiments .. 3 PR RRILID 2 Airg The Fifth String,” by John Philip Sousa
espairs. (the Bowen-Merrill Company, Indianapolis),

S nhare he
g os to the DBahamas. .l here !
and flies t with the devil and r2- (he owen-Merrll Company, Indlanapols.

but 1 mentally demant :
tle acrobats each resting on Ll s
vidual pedestal and weary l_um; . “—i\l"e-
forts, shall appear to receive his ¢ 1

of the applause.

jat all has a novel in his head which Le in-
tends to produce sooner or later; that eventu-
ally the remarkablé man or woman will be
not the one who has produced a novel, but
the one who has not. The public has hith-

erto assoclated John Philip Sousa yjth the
baton. It was not Kif Suld wield

the pen successfully. To the surprise of all
he has written a dainty novelette which ev-
ery lover of his music will read with pleas-

violinist, cannot

g a compac bt WPk e
?:31{:\ a marvelous violin ‘\\lth .-"‘ "’ ‘ Diotti, who is willing to risk his life, not to
Fifth String” of the tale. The playing | say his soul, for the sake of a woman. Won-
of this string means death. Ufl(':“_tl,\.“i% ! derful as his power. is his.muslc does not
\ 1 o the world and plays vilss | it waken emotion in the heart of the lady. She
| ‘\l\{";‘;{-l(-‘-. His exquisite gtrains upon l,' L opapsr T LS frankly tells him that she never hears a
f“.‘-f“ her heart, but afterward, {‘mq‘}m.‘t ' pianist, however great and famous, but she
| wfin jealousy, she demands t;f h n\]\‘{i:“n /7 M sees the little cream-colored hammers with-
iyl 5 » fifth string, L A
phe play upon the re- m m

H e tale is we &

The littl cannot fail to pase pear to receive a part of the applause.
s of the critics The artist is in despair.. The enthusiasm ¢
the public does not satisfy. He wants the
lady’'s love. He betakes himself to the soli-
tude of the Bahamas and vainly wooes the
string for the love music that shall prove
triumphant. At last in agony he exclaims:
“It 18 of no use! If the God of heaven will
not al’(.] me 1 ask the prince of darkness to
ndowed by nature in another direc- :;‘é?ll:t!\llyA:&:;;letgg'tnﬁ's Eeapmtn :)leglnhs apol(;—
5 | 5 utation has suf-
tion. This dual ability is just revealed fered at the hands of irresponsible people,

n the case of Mr. John Philip Sousa, 7884 but that he is beginning to live it do
1 S g wn, He
‘- SN o) S 5 vho, after having won for imself. i tells Diotti that the trouble i{s with the vio-
- re M%‘Mﬁ-ﬂ..ym"' of-stirring and | line; that he will furnish him wlzh a better

{ g spirited march music, has now made one. He then explains the peculiarity of the

3 e _ his debut in the literary world. Tha | ;‘:;‘Vo“”yggb n?nel string {s that of pity, one

- John Philip Sousa has written a Bowen-Merrill Company has just pub- | VR, AR st?.fn;vel:’l’d:’:°me”°y- There

novel, “The Fifth String.” | lished a romantic novel by Mr. Sousa, Whoever touches it dle:'at zﬁaﬁ:‘"ﬁf&?&'ﬁ"

proves is | entitled The Fifth String, illustrated bim he need have no’ l‘l-!u mmm,:
i ~ | by Mr. Howard Chandler Christy. As kill ca : W

ily avold 0 cut it otit would
mplies, this is a musical the others. It is wr ' ith
ts theme the story. fir

W * Lr
S ; ing the piano bobbing up and down like acro-
means his last strain. He cann 1 /,’ ,f— C;Z h-.'utlc Brownies. She never hears the plaudits
fuse her and dies. . R ative Ju*lfv of the crowd for the artist but she mentally
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Melody, nas made uSe-of the in-
tervals between Baton-waving and
composing to write a_book. In its
plot music plays the Important

part, which is as it should be, for the man

e -— who would write a novel should know his g

X ' mise en scene and not go blunder!ngv' 1864
Sus about with properties that are strange.:
-~ (By Albert E. Hunt.) doubled up in a big armchair in his But if, belng accustomed to Sousa's

oA

‘ John Philip Sousa, novelist, if you|room at the Walton, his legs tucked ‘‘waltz time’ method of musie, you Sx
W Yes, the March King, like a|under him, tailor fashion. There was pect” something of ‘the same sort in hls

* " you begin, {s a continuous passage from

K

-

{ win a woman's love,” but to play upon

}if;._u's lively optimism? 1Isn't it at strik-

N

+ seeks it in vain. It is evident that a
* force beyond the power of man is need-
- ed.

mmonarch of remoter times, is seeking
“new fields for conquest. He has writ-
: book—and had it published, too.
A Abstruse treatise on phrase and
re, rhyth and counterpoint, but
romance—a real, human, throbbing
“love story. T
. Of course, there is ‘music in it. In-
© deed, the theme is essentially musical.
That was to have been expected. But
4t isn’t at all technical. There is no
‘display of professional learning—no lec-
turing—and there is plenty of plot; so
. much o it that the reading, when once

the title page to finis.

In the first place, it is a weird and
tragic tale—the last thing in the world
You would have expected from the pen
that has set the whole world whistling.
It is almost Poe-esque. At the same
time, it is altogether and undeniably
original.

THE FIFTH 1S DEATH.

“The Fifth String” is the title. There
i8 a Tuscan violinist, Diotti, who comes
160 America and falls in love with a
beautiful woman who is apparently
.barren of all emotional feeling. His

- marvelous playing, which sets the pop-
ulace mad with enthusiasm, leaves her

_ " that he can win th 1% e, 4 )
- unmoved. Diotti believes that some-| “Let me read my description of her. words Satan appmr:. g!Jr‘h: :g:ﬂeﬂgu:tﬂtl':‘l.l
Where in his violin js hidden the mes- | He did so, with an enthusiasm in his ensues is the best in the story. Satan

sage that could awaken her, but he

Eventually, in despair, he calls upon
the devil for aid. The response, as
vsual, is prompt. Satan appears with a
violin. It has five strings. Four of
them are Pity, Hope, Love and Joy.
The fifth is Death. This string is made
ap of the extra lengths of the other
four, and it is woven from a strand of
the hair of the “first mother of man,”
who brought death into the world.

‘With the four strings, Satan tells him
he may conquer the world, “and more—

the fifth means instant death. Yet, to
cut it off would mean the destruction of
the others—of pity, hope, love and joy,
“which end in death ,and through death
are born again.”

- AN OBVIOUS MORAL.

‘With this instrument of infernal mag-
fc Diotti awakes the love of his lady,
but with it a jealousy that drives her
to the extremes of feeling, and finally
urges him to sweep the fifth string with
his bow and end all.

The moral is obvious; but isn't it a
strange one to come from one of Sou-

~Ing variance with his swinging, rollick-
jng music? One wonders how he came
to write it.

T asked him yesterday. He was

a cigar in his hand, and he used it like
& baton, to emphasize his points.
MUSIC’'S HYPNOTISM.
_*“The idea of the story has been in
my mind quite a little while,” he said
in that soft, almost boyish voice that is
not so familiar as the voice of his
melodic muse. “Every musician, I sup-
pose, has the dream side of music in his
nature. I don't know whether the lis-
teners are ever awe-stricken by a com-
position, but I do know that the com-
poser, while drawing out his themes
and melodies, is often in something
like a hypnotic state.

“That's the way it was with this
story. I dug it out of my head, and
il’s a’s much mine as the nose on my
face. I got to work on it at Manhattan
Beach last summer, and it come like
ap fnspiration. I aidn't have the slight-
trouble with it, but I worked at it very
carefully, and was at it up to the fall.”

‘“Where did you get your -curious
heroine?”’ .

“Oh,” said Sousa, with a glow behind
the gold-rimmed glasses. “She’'s a com-
posite, She is absolutely American, you
understand, and I know the American
girls. I think I know as many as any
man and I love them all.” He laughed.

own work which was delightful to see--
a sort of impersonal enthusiasm with-
out a shade of vainglory in it.

DANGEROUS FOR THE WOMAN.

“There. The methods of thought in
music and literature are much the same
I guess. I lived with these people of
mine all summer—in imagination, you
know—and I got to know them so well
that they just put themselves into
type.”

I bethought me of a lure to get him
to talk on a world-old and universally
new problem, .

“Apropos of your story,” I said, “do
you think it wise for persons of high-
ly artistic temperament to marry?”

‘““Well, it's dangerous for the woman
if she’s too sentimental and loves the
man too well. Dangerous for her hap-
piness, I mean. It's as hard for her to
separate the professional from the do-

mestic. A man before the public,
whether he's actor, writer, musician or
minister, is not admired for what he
is, but for what he does. A woman of
that kind doesn’t understand this, and
she resents it, or, if she doesn’t, it
means continual explanations, which
make for unhappiness just as much.
“The artistic temperament is all right.
It's human. Of course, if it makes a
man love himself too much there’'s trou-
ble, but he would make a woman un-
happy if he were a store clerk.”
TEMPTATIONS EVERYWHERE.
“How about the alleged temptations

.of the stage?” - ; :

] srott and he pufted a
cloud of derisjon. ‘‘There are no more |
temptations than anywhere else, and |
the life is no more irrational. I can go|
into any cafe at night in any big city |
in the world, and pick out all kinds of |
people. The tainted ones in our profes- |
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Book, you are to be disappointed. = Gen-
tle and passionate by turns, the story
moves the deeper sentiments rather thafi
the surface ones of laughter and keen en-
Joyment., There is a feeling of complate
satisfaction following its perusal, but it
i{s that sort of satisfactionn which comes
from seeing a finely-acted tragedy. There
is nothing morbid about the book, how-
ever; it is simple an earnest tale, told in
an original, bizarre way; and it is safe to
predict a wide reading for it by those
who prefer something that will endure.
Mr. Sousa's book is called ‘““The Fifth
String,” and its hero is Angelo Diotti,
young, handsome and ardent, who comes
from Tuscany:to America to give a vio-
lin concert tour., His fame as a player
has preceded him, and he is shown some
social attention before his concert. A: a
reception he meets Mildred Wallace and
falls in love with“her on the spot. The
girl has never experienced an emotion
that has even ruffled the surface of her
nature. -On the night of his concert Diotti
plays directly to her, and while the rest
01 the house acclaims him, she remains
cold and unmoved by the harmony of #is”
music. In despair he disappears from New
York and goes to Bahama, with the in-
tention of studying his instrument until
he shall be able to draw from it such a
concord of sweet sounds that Mildred's |
heart must awaken. His work leaves !
him so completely disheartened that or.e
day in despair he cries out that he would
make a compact with Satan himself ir
the devil would but teach him to play so

proves to be a thoroughly gentlemanly
fellow, and by no means inclined to drive
a hard bargain. He persuades Diotti to
accept a violin from him, which, he as-
sures the violinist, will give him his
heart's desire. The violin has five strings.
Four of the strings arec attuned to pity,
love, hope and joy, while the fifth and
center string is the string of death. Satan
warns Dijotti that if he ever plays on this
Il.lld(“e string at that moment he will die.
The fatal cord is wrapped around with a
strand from the hair of Eve, and stands
out black and prominent from the other
strings. The violinist returns to New
York, the instrument fulfills Satan's prom-
ise, and Mildred loves. Her rich father
opposes her marriage with a mere public
player, and his partner succeeds in in-
stilling jealous doubts into Mildred’'s mind
over the string wrapped in hair. The old
man carries Diottl home with him to
tpend the night, and while the musician
sleeps, he takes the violin and plays upon
it. The death string kills him, but the
sceds of mistrust in the girl's mind
flourish. She accuses Diotti of having a |
Sweetheart in Italy and demands that he |
either cut the center string out or p]a\:
upon it, under penalty of their svpara'w
tion. He tries to reason with her in vain
and that evening, at a public concert, in
iesponse to her furious demands, he (h‘i.lWP‘
H'l:qbow across the hair-covered cord and
Mr. Sousa’s heroine is a very cley
of work in the line of developing :l?: }’)li’E
male character. As we have said, she is
introduced as a girl of calm and emntmn‘-
less character; but Diotti's love changes
alléhls. fm thlls extract shows:
“‘Day after day he came: they to
love, their hopes, their nmhlbtinn:::.i thﬂ?:i
assumed absolute proprietorship in h~im‘
Sh(;‘glorlodbln h;'r possession, ]
‘‘He was born into the world®, n
in infancy, trained in chlldhood,nf](:x?urmg
express purpose—to be hers alone, Her
?:nﬁﬁi;:‘:{)rl)eranlzed from absolute despotism
slaver,
th‘rgughditt a"ﬁ Y, and he was happy
‘One y 8he sald: ‘Angelo, {s
purpo;'e to follow your pro'tess}rtm'v?lf

my livelihood,’ he

r‘i'lgrm.' sald h

Jooking with t

; ; s palms, and
ender expr. i
Ingulr ng eyes. pression into ’:;"

‘But I notice that wome ‘
laround you after your couc"er&'ﬂ',f& {
Shake vour hand longer than they should
—and talk to you longer than they should §
—and go away looking Self-satisfied,’ she

|

| replied, brokenly, mue
tells of the thert 'of hl:;rhd(;llll‘ @ little gin |
Nonsense,' he sald smi\n
part of my Profession; {t
care for, it {s the musiec I
them happy. 1Ir,
results out of ()

me.l a
tears nd he kiss

g{on are tainted before they come into
i’ iy

“Now, I don't mean that my nrofes-
ston is better than every other, but it's
no worse, In fact, I think that it’s the
one of all least open to censure. In
nearly every other walk of life the peo-
ple who follow it are of one strata.
You can find on the same stage a
daughter of a rich man and a daughter
of a poor man side by side—a girl
brought up in high society and another

from the slums. “ T know,’ she co
‘ “It is foolish and dangerous for any i t‘:,’ehgg\ B lay

one to find fault with the drama. I
heard a minister preach against it once.
His words were altogether untrue,
founded on ignorance. That same week

mockingly com
me, ““he {g' not o 1M
mine." e 18 not ‘to' pe ¥

“Diotti A
‘Darling,’ ushed and

€8 and cries
ours, he is to be

drew her to him,

J ed the other topic.

{ bring out that point?”

a girl of 19 called at my house. She had |
& voice and wanted to go on the stage.

became one of its ornaments, for she
was a beautiful character.”

HARPING UPON “FIFTH STRING.”
% ¥“Are you going to write any more
books?”’ I asked, when we had exhaust-

, “Yes, indeed; I'm going to write
about my boyhood days.” :

‘1
This brought him back to “The Fift PIIRE We part fureyers " 4° ROC use that
St #g,” and presently he was harpiig 1ake her hang. cn1€T and attempteq t
| dpon it with delicious naivete, | That is sgely, and; she repulsed him  say.

the only word. I had him read the pas-
sages he liked best, and always He
would look up and say: oot

“Now, how do you like that? Did I
or “I think
that's pretty good; don’'t you?" :
_Yt'is & “pretty good” book. Read it.
ere is good philosophy and good feel-

There's a passage, for instance, in

fig 'in it. And it is not all’gloomy.

was “out” to every card tha

I was'nét at the donoért last
Tmisatisfied that, na.

ifon, ‘1 &
In life here'and bayong . wine: all in all,

And as she
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SOUSA AS AN AUTHOR.

.!"he Bandmaster’s First Venture in the
Field of Fiction kZas Just Been
Published.

Bandmaster John Philip Sousa has writtea
& Wok, or, more‘properly speaking, a slory
ished in book form, and, in the !l!an-
ge of the day, it is now up to the public
discover any valid reason Mr. Sousa may
Ve for assuming the responsibility ef au-
rship in this form.
tFresh from the press of the Bowen-Merrill
mpany, the march king's first publisned
itory 1s presented in a neat cloth binding
and with an eye-catching cover design.
“The Fifth String’ is the title, and a curi- |
OMty-stimulating title it is, because the
story relates to the fifth string of a violin
and no one knows better than the author of
the story that all normal, properly equipped
violins have only four strings.
The* story deals with a strenuous love
‘| theme, In fact, there is nothing else but an

can violinist, a genius of the highest ordar,
who comes to America to add to his fame
and fortune, and the charming daughter of
a New York banker. A book of 125 pagss,
with large type and wide margins, the
i8tory is brief, compared to the novel of
average size, but Mr. Sousa has not taxed!
the patience of. the reader with detail" in
‘¢haracter drawing, analysis of motive or
description. He gets to the heart of his
subject at once and in general form his
story might be likened to a tone poem
‘dominated by the emotional ecstacy of in-
tense feeling.
'} On page one the hero is introduced. He
meets the heroine on page four and page
five finds them wandering into the conser-
Jvatory, maintaining a conversation in this
strain: l
“A desire for happiness is our common
heritage,”” he was saying In his richly melo-
dious voice.
“But to define what constitutes happiness

|

e —

is) very difficult,” she replied.
“Not necessarily,” he went on; *“if tho!
motive is clearly within our grasp, the at-
tainment is possible.”
“For example?'' she asked.
“The miser is happy when he hoards his
gold; the philanthropist when he distributes
his. The attainment is identical, but the}
motives are antipodal.”
“Then one possessing sufficient motives
1| could be happy without end?"’ she suggesi-
.jed doubtingly.
“That is my theory. The Niobe of old had
happiness within her power.”
Gradually this conversation grows more
personal and leads up to his remark: i
“Perhaps, some day, one will come who |
can sing a song of perfect love in perfect
tones, and your soul will be attuned to his
melody."”
“pPerhaps—and good night,”” she softly said,
leaving his arm and joining her friends,
fwho accompanied her to the carriage.
Within the scope of this first brief chap-
ter the author sugests the motive for his
story. The place of meeting was at a re-
'] ception the night before the violinist Diotti’'s
debut. When, at his concert, he notes the
presence of the beautiful Miss Wallace,
whom he had met the evening before, he is
filled with a desire to reach her heart
through the power of his genius and witch-
his art. But‘although the multitude

—— e -

L

-

'T" 4.?. T hi d h -
soul of his fair charmer, he disap
‘He turns up on the Island of Bahama, where
lin despairing mood he invokes the aid of
| Satan, who- responds to the call and gives
him a wonderful violin with five strings. |
Just why it was necessary to go so far from |
| New York to find Satan does not appear. ?
i The violin with the extra string has wonder- }
| ful power. The extra string is in the miid- |
I dle and must not be played upon under any |
circumstances, as the result would be fatal.
In their possibilities of tonal expression the
other four strings are the incarnation of
pity, hope, joy and love. :

Diotti returns to New York and becomes a
conquering hero in tpe eyes of the girl he
loves, besides commanding as before the en-
thusiastic admiration of the crowd. Pupa
objects to the match, but Mildred is devation
itself, until her curiosity is aroused regard-
ing her lover’s violin. Why is there a fifth
string? Possibly (as suggested by an amia-
I ble friend of papa’'s, who is trying to' break

| up the match), it is made of hair from the
| head of a former object of the viollnist's
| aftection. Mildred keeps up her questioning
a 1z Elsa In “Lohengrin” to the point of in-
sisting that Diott! shall play upon the fifth
string or forfeit his claim to her affection.
The story makes no pretense to literary
quality, is quite commonplace in its fictional
aspect, and on the whole is quite absurd.
One could hardly suspect ‘that Mr. Sousa
would write such a story. Those who wish
him well will never advise him, on the
strength of it, to desert musical composi-
tion to devote himself to lMterature. ne
book is cleverly 1llustrated
Chandler Christy, -
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pick him up on the shore they find, clasped.
close in his hand, the amber necklace—rt’he‘:\\
last thing of which he has thought. The in-,
cldents following this tragedy are pathetic. {
The regret of the young wife and the agony
of the tearless mother show how joy and
sorrow, struggle and .defeat, all weave
themselves into the fabric of human life.
Little else is left for tlie heroine who is no
longer ‘‘’Lias’s wife.” The remaining two
or three chapters are devoted to untangling
the threads of a.tangled life. The lord of
the Far Away Isles again comes to port, and
as his yacht sways on the restless tide he
sees love beckon to him,

Lias's Wife. By Marthat Baker Dunn.
Boston: L. C. Page & Co.

* * »

STRONG STORY
OF ISLAND FOLK

“[ias’s Wife” Proves a Well~
Told Tale by Martha
1.

%

SOUSA’S NOVEL PRAISED

N ———

THE WILKES-BARRE RECORD

J——

s _H.C Chatfield-Taylor Is at Work

ki

”

)

on a Romance Called “The
Crimson Wing.”

%7 4as’s Wife"” is a pretty story of life
on an island off the coast of Maine. It
{8 written by Martha Baker Dunn, who has
more than usual talent as a author of fic-
tion. The book contains beautiful bits of
description of the scenes and inhabitants
of this little part of the world, so shut off
from the centers of civilization that the

~ story of its daily life seemed td write itself
into an idyl or pastoral. . «~

A young minister, Morris King, while not
the hero, is one of the chief characters in
the story. He has come down to the island
from the city, in order that he might for-
get himself in looking after the needs of

ers. He has no deliherate sin with
/\,t?:lch to reproach himself. His temptation
has been an involuntary one, upon which
he turned his back as soon as he recog-
nized his danger. He has all the courage
of youth and inexperience, and feels sure

of himself, of his place in the world and
of what he means to do with his life. The

inhabitants of the island regard the young |

man as one who has much to learn. They
display few complexities of character, but
they belong to a type strongly influenced
By the sort of religion which has only one
arbitrary standard of righteousness—that

which it has established itself. ment. The tones from
Through the daily religlous discussions, girl's heart, but the penalty follows
church socials and prayer meetings, the just as a penalty follows many at-
story of ‘‘ ‘Lias’'s Wife'' is revealed. This tempts to employ other than natural
young woman, who finds herself out of agencies in human endeaVvor.
harmony with her surroundings, supplies The story, taken as a whole, is8 tl)t:‘lg
a

the problem without which even the most
simpla story of human life seems to be in-
“ complete.

%" Annette Lanler i§ of French descent and

she adapts herself with difficulty to the
- Puritanical connections and beliefs of the
family into which she had married—not
because of love, but because of lonliness,

4
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NOTE and
: COMMENT
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John Philip Sousa's musical novelgtte,
“The Fifth String,”’ has already gained
a considerable vogue. The reviewers
have given him all sorts of cominents,
most of them inclining to favor. The
theme is absolutely unusual and not to
be taken literally any m
Judd and stories of suc
acter, But the “Fifth
some incidental morals an
as a whole only pa
significant meaning.
first attempt
book shows a
wealth of wor
analysis that pro
ing work of this
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sombre, but in detail it is brig

full of deliclous humor.

extensive view and in
sketched a theatrical impressario,

modern American girl, a sordid, aged
weather beaten old confidential clerk

in a beguiling way. The character

ore than Amos
h unreal char-
Siring’’ points
d the story
rtially conceals a
1t is Mr, Sousa’s

at novel writing, but the
fertility of invention, a
ds and a keen character
mise mighty interest-
kind in the future
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Hie
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e 1 remains m:touchi
to the promptings O

R R knels,p the violinist
nderful instru-
it awaken the

Mr. Sousa all

ears has surveyed mankind with
Crtenive v the book he has

ultimate fate of “The Fifth String® shall
be, it reveals an inventive genius and
abiiity to analyze men and motives, a
gift of suggesting much while saying
littie, a catholicity that can suddenly
throw the atmosphere of humor around
a sombre situation and an exotic fancy,
not only in the invention of circum-
stance, but also in word framing—tha
promise much for future efforts of thi
character from the great conductor an
composer.

The book ig published by the gret
firm of Bowen-Merrill Co. of Indianaj
olis and is a charming creation. It
a cmall cctavo, bound in ribbed clo
with gold lettering, and:is illustrat
handsomely by Howard Chandl
Christy. .

1t is obtainable here at the Bostc
Store book counter.

L .

a

of

When her aunt died, a year or two before the young Violinist has received ‘the
she married ’Lias, she was alone in the most endearing ‘ touches. Here was -8
world, a young and beautiful girl without who trusted men, who “be-

oung man
?leved that good is universal and evil

accidental.” In fact, those who revel
in book types of character will find in
“The Fifth String’ some new pictur-
ings to awaken their interest and chain
their attention. Some of the brightest
touches are temptingly quotable it
there were space to quote—the midnight
dbrewing of.a hot toddy; the heartless
commercialism of the impressario
against the artistic longing of the ar-
tist; the wily cunning of the confiden-
tial clerk; the practical, cold attitude

.a single friend to gulde her hapless life.
Young as she was, she had learned some-
thing of love before she had met the man
who became her husband. She lived with
her aunt off the coast of Maine, where she
rarely saw anybody but sailors who put
into port from time to time while on fish-
Klng trips.
- ne scason a yacht, with a ga t
aboard, remained a few weeks lg tyhepaprlc}:
turesque little cove where ’Lias's wife was
born. Among them was a young man who
-soon became—to her—the lord of the Far
Away Isles. The yacht lay over for a week. wealthy banker as to the vlrtuono':
“m:ttm” they took rambles together; : ‘in the world; the deeply signifi
omet t delightfully framed conversa-

ot bin P et b Bl bd W g B St Bt Sl — . -

ut ai pe
“until the time of her deso- |
ympathy for her forlorn con- |
her gratitude and she con-
‘ to marry him. Her marriage was
of /bondage; for while she knew he
and to be worthy, her life was grac

becoming unendurable,
The story runs along this line through
hole season of wind and weather, sea and
d, work and play, wherein a woman's na-
e delicate and strong, is be-
ed by force ot circumstance into a crusl
ause of her

The husband’s devotion to his wife
source of great irritation to the
who, with a mother’s jealous love
"son and & woman's penetration, sces
Anette is merely trying to do a wife's
ystead of giving the devotion whic
r feels is her son's due. Th
lage knows the story of Annette
ce to her husband, for the mothg
aceal her indignation at her ;
not considering it good tortune to
admirable a husband. o,

{s the husband to gratify the |
h of his wife that in the midst
storm ho rigs up a boat to go
y in order that he may get"
ng of amber beads which her |
‘caused her to covet. y
gers heard that he has put
threatening weather—to
wife’s vanity might be grat- |

y' dire results. 8

3
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FICTION.
vel by the “March King.”

_‘1—\1.:\[){’—:\_4'(‘-[']_?()})3——(—){_:; new bcok has been re-
A ceived, which will awaken popular imnrest. John |

Philip Sousa, who is known on both sides of the
Atlanti S stirring music, has, in this mn‘m'n;;c‘
novel of “The TFifth String” told of a remarkable
violin, and a wondertul love.

;]ilric-(\ the days of Elizabeth Sheppard (E. Bvrgfr.\' (l‘l\.;\
_her “Charles Anchester” and "(.‘ouulerpurtf, which
gave so great an incentive to musical vnthu.amsn'\. a‘nd
which placed an unfading garland on the shrine of Mn.\-
delssohn, there have been various attempts to explain

¢ age of tone,
u”;e‘l:::mlh::t’;xo?;l:]a “The First \’iolin_."' was' wide\ly_ re:}d
for its pietures of German medieval life. 'I\rwole.nl\,o,hlorz
his “Blind Musician,” told how .th-n boy's h.on‘rlr_ls, e
came the center of mental a('tl\'l‘;v' lm‘~“,[‘l ul:\l \-uﬂ
“Zanoni” described “‘a sense of hm.u'lHSI. '“‘/h.lll:l : \m_ i
gar know not.” ghoithouse, in his .\' l'eac 19. ik
Violin.” told of tidings of a worm uutm'do the 1‘ea }1 o
common ken, Kate Elizabeth Sharp. in her h}m-}:,mu
“The Dominant Seventh,” used for a prelude. lthf_n:; th;
of Schopenhauer, concm‘ning‘ th(; ln‘l;::;‘m;"‘l'(:ll:.- (‘-‘hord i
L Swm!‘h‘tl(\:“:)ly;xlgx‘fht.\\:ﬁ (01' "'unrcst. lnnginpﬂ
austin’s “Ein Stradivarius,
and numerous mere recent
public has sought to find
tation of celestial ex-
of joy when words
ercd melodies

rest and calmness,
and striving.” In Juliette .'
in George Sand's “Consuelo,
publications, the music-loving
in terrestrial language the interpre
altation. and felt a sudden largesse
or phrases were like preludes to rememb : e
though modern in the telling, : 1as ¢
Mildred Wallace, the hvrmno.. the
been educated 1n a

Sousa's story.
medicval atmosphere.
rof a W ; banker, had
daughter of a wealthy banker, . St
gophisticated social life and was cold to the 11::1::1!1:‘14
i . H 3 M 2 . . : \\‘ - o
ot art. which failed to touch het he :ut,. or a \G‘ 45
t : When Diotti played the violin, .L“hﬂll,—.\‘ i
was his soul's inspiration, and he swayel ol
: im, he failed to win her s\'mputhy.' e .
] estroyed his Stradivarius 18 fol-
jous ¢ + in which he came
‘ sterions chapter, in :
ed by a new. mystelh i dige 174 it
lgu\u 1)‘,\_.(,“1(,“ of a violin ol mystic (]ll.l.]lt). ‘O‘n Jitns
e y terials used in producing the ¢
jittle of the materid -1. “The (+  was <aid to be the
i [ ig violin. as
) erties of this vio : : e
l_"(_).l’ » of pity, the D the string of hope, the \ qt i
smlng, \\“hil.v. the B string, gave forth sounds (l) Jﬁi‘['l
et &b il y whi but the |
ings were : lly white, bu
The four strings Wert \)Pdlllll\l' y A% it
string was added “after the unfortunate epis

thusiasm.
presence ‘
yast auditorn .
mood in which Diotti d

i 2 ’ 3 ¢ P il-
Garden cof Bden 1t was wrapped with strands of ha
¢ J . .

{rom the first mother (ln‘ }nul\.

ani of Satan before e
(v\:?(l)]\‘\?.‘ll ll‘\(())"]ungvr at his tm_:oh “respt)ll;fl llo“::::‘yd 1‘;:03:‘9
1ove, joy, or even death.” =14 \'\n youngl ot l( el
vt .t ment the expression of his profou . .
!\_PW e d the voice of the violin told the secrets 4
tl_mf‘ms. ! thoc maid of his dreams. But a_ll too sn{t;d
e hm.ﬂ “,) th'\'t brooded about the silent stnqg ha-“f‘ 55
e m.\"hter)f ‘\indred. She wished to kn()w. its h_xa‘m 1)1
we nnm‘i 0-~‘ and all the labyrinths (}[ its Otn;Sear-
um\:m"m"lﬁ?lb‘h'ov:/ it came into the posgsession of her Bu
po Nk

" The vio\inyhad been-the !
his fall from heaven, and |

THE GIRL WHO PAINTED NIAGARA AND HYPNOTIZED A FIDDLER

AS to Diotti’s position in the world, we are left in no doubt at all.

In the two initial paragraphs of his story we are told that
this violinist had enjoyed marvelous success ‘‘in the leading capitals
of Europe,” and ‘“was a favorite at half the courts of Europe.”
Before going further we may breathe a wonder at the modesty of
that ‘‘half the courts of Europe.” This is not the hand of Corelli,
nor yet of “Dick’” Davis; the ‘“half” reveals a mere amateur.
Such of us as have been suckled on the strong milk that your true
Corellian dispenses may throw the story of Diotti aside at this half-
hearted phrase about the courts of Europe. Yet I would counsel
patience. A mere amateur cannot be expected to plunge at the
very outset into the thickest of bombast. Patience, then, and let
us view the great Diotti once more. He had but scarce landed on
these shores; he was at a reception in this town of New York, when
he felt himself being hypnotized by a vision in white. The vision
was M1ss Wallace, the only child of a prominent New York banker.
Before he knew who she was he called her merely a ‘‘charming
young woman;"’ after he had learned that she was the real thing
in heiresses he called her, at once, quick as a flash, ‘““a queen by
divine right.” These musicians are so impulsive, you know. A
little later in the evening, after Diotti had allowed himself to sup
on the concoctions of a chef who had ““an international reputa-
tion” (again, alas! that touch of the amateur, for the hardened
provider of literature for the Gibsons and Christys to illustrate
would never have introduced a chef who had not cooked for at
least one king), he began a conversation with Miss Wallace. Now
it is well known that your famous musician never condescends to
small talk, or to Shakespeare and the musical glasses, or even to
discussions of himself. No; the sort of thing our long-haired idols
choose for conservatory conversation is like this, as in the case of
Diottz and his vision in white:

““A desire for happiness is our common heritage.”

That was Diotti’s opening.  Miss Wallace took it, jumped at it.
In another minute they were giving definitions of happiness, quot-
ing Niobe and her tears, and, in fine, putting up a very nice article
of just the sort of thing that people invariably say to each other
within a few moments after they have been introduced. This is
a rapid age, and if we cannot argue about the immortality of the
soul in the breath after hearing our vis-d-vis's name pronounced,
we might as well admit that we are slow and only feel at home in
Philadelphia.  Diotti and Miss Wallace had not been talking for
more than a few moments when she began to tell him what kind
of a girl she was. I painted Niagara,” she admits, with a burst
of confidential humility. IHer friends saw the picture and praised
it. She saw Niagara again, and destroyed the picture. Yet
whatever her friends or herself may have said or done after-
ward cannot spoil the one lovely fact that Miss Wallace painted
Niagara. There, in a flash, you have her as she lives and breathes;
she was the perfection of ideal womanhood, the only child of a
banker, the radiantly appareled giantess according to Christy,
Gibson et al., and—she had painted Niagara. We are not Amer-
icans for nothing; even when we have a hint of the amateur about
us we make up for it in some gigantic way or other. The heroines
of Europe may paint china and do tatting, but our American
heroines—they paint, when they piant at all, Niagara. You can
sce at once that nothing ordinary was to be expected of Miss
Wallace.  Any girl who could paint Niagara was not to be put into
the category of the common or garden type that goes to matinées
and longs to be taken for a member of the “ Florodora’ sextette.

If Diotti, with his hair, and his seven feet of stature, given him by
grace of the illustrator, and his conservatory conversation about
happiness, Niobe, and such soulfulnesses, thought he was going to
win Miss Wallace at the drop of the handkerchief, he was vastly
mistaken. No girl who does not shrink from painting Niagara is
going to be won in a walk. Diotti captured all the rest of New
York with his violin, but Miss Wallace refused to wilt. In all the

w is original in
2 i -o. although the story l_b '

gusdian o :l(‘i‘f'n‘miudml of Psyche with her lamp.,
its conception, one 18 It et Slsa’s fatal ques-
lu‘:ek(i)ng tpu know the face of ll:,xi)a.h:;ghlsa ;nd iaf LR

S i ¢ ) ple} x
soning o learn: the name OF 2000, as softened,
. nonll\?‘{e told in the old myths, W lfu.h time :\he Siiine of
B aosly to understand the silence of e s,
of the desire U of sweetness and

Thanatos, as of the life-giving streams

| power.

The mood of the maid, who found the

heart she
en herself and the '
bf'tw[e)se of the common lot, since the. o
ivl:l"y goul which no human companionship
‘ ‘what the author meant W ;
b: %\zlnsntgwill said in the Iebruary Lippincott: :
! «What a dark world—who knows:
Ours to inhabit is,
4 \.e. ‘” wha

Ot an Apocalyp! s
" As the story of “The Fifth String” gl
periinded of another Burgundian hero, o
‘death Kriemhild compassed in itnim;m !
willed to know the mystery of the violin.

The hc
final surrender seems to have the very mystery of

sption is
of Lohengrin, although the concep
m;m: power for Diotti unlike Faust had made no

ith secre
g?:;ev: told with the wondrous power of despair,

i | i
anguggl:?rl\:lcrept into the hearts of all fsh.ihgeelc‘-
the promise of an eternal day, higher an(d ags b 5
and softer, grew the theme, 1(11n’t1il itth;echoe A

he realm of light, and fioating e
M:‘;li(i‘extx sea.” The tones had floated from g:eu?:a i
?eu gpaces, for the player's hand had soug
“'rhe th. X will undoubtedly have a wide d-.;ogmz-

interpretations can put follow a readin £
my fn which even the reserves and reticenc

in are shown with significant touch, in W ich,

al power of its two-fold life.
at d“b)l' 1I)*{owa.rd Chandler Christy, W a
sles of artistic work. The cover design is by :

be Fifth String. By John Philip Sousa. T
Company, Indiandpolis.] . &
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barrier of silence
most loved is ‘a
re are chambers In
can enter.

ill interest many readers,

' His Satanic. Majesty. _ L \

¢ win the girl who painted Niagara, the devil appears w him, offers
3 . . . . 1

L him on the usual trade basis a violin that has, besides the regulor

one

t forces. At the bidding of Mll’dre((l)} !

sof

o over the waves

Youquet of mash-notes that came his way after his début, there
was not a line from Miss Wallace. Whereupon Diottz, mindful
that Miss Wallace had painted Niagara, and that a girl whq, had
the nerve to paint Niagara was the one in the world for him, de-
termined to astonish the town. He did. He disappeared. While
an audience clamored to get its money back he was on his way to
the Bahamas. The Bahamas have a noble reputation climatically;
Mr. Bliss Carman has sung most musically ‘Lamy, et il

remained for Mr. john Philip Sousa, l'he author of ‘“The Fifth
String,”” to discover the37 Fﬁfmas’ as one of the favorite haunts of
While Diotti is still wondering how he can

equipment, a fifth string, to touch which means death. After that,
Mr. Sousa's story is merely ordinary. Diotti returns, newly em-
powered to enchant by this magic instrument; he wins Miss 11 al-
lace, but not her father. Her jealousy is aroused; she is urged to
demand that he play on the fifth string or else confess that he holds
that string sacred to ‘‘another woman.” He does play on it—and

dies. But never again do we get the fine touch with which Mr.
Sousa gives us Miss Wallace painting Niagara, nor yet do any of
the later conversations of Diotti and Miss Wallace approach their
first one for splendid bombast. Mr. Sousa has done pretty well;
he has evidently seen at once that Corelli and Davis are the proper
models for popular fiction; and popularity, after all, is what, in
music and all else, Mr. Sousa is admittedly after. But he still has
a thing or two to learn. The Niagara note in *‘ The Fifth String”’
1s well enough, but he must cultivate a more courageous use of
supcx:l,atl\(es; he must not shrink at only ‘““half the c?)urts of Eu-
;‘)opte. Then, in time, and with practice, Mr. Sousa may come to
0;3 :}feadcqgﬁtc an accompanist to the sketches of Christy as any
Amerigﬁ _;crc ES surely no loftier ambition possible for any
o Ofw(xi'{}ef of fiction than to be considered worthy the illus-
b X?oxx or Christy. Mr. Sousa has reached that goal at
but—li: sc}t].’ ‘ s I say, I do not thm_k he quite deserves his luck;
e hie asHt.nmc, and no mere writer will attempt to compete
o c;nh 1s luck is already enviable; Mr. Christy has not even
rgllg)]ge im thq gem of his studio, his tiger-skin rug. What a
sl?etghr:}? tt:]}1]at: 18, and how hard it has to work! The Christy
S a : as not that rug in it may really be considered spuri-
Chrx:st \ rurg fls blown in the bottlc_a of the real article. From the
ne ¥ rug, from the girl who painted Niagara, and from Diotti
€ favorite of half the courts of Europe, I take my leave with
genuine regret. What would become of American letters if it
were not for the occasional new blood that comes to it from the
concert-room, the stage, the theatre, the pulpit? ¢
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Christy, Indianapolis.

Qow n-Merrill company. -t
. John Philip Squse, the master of mausic,
‘who has filled the ear and the memory of
80 many with bright and joyous music
Has turned from writing scores to ro-
L_n‘:_ﬂicq. for he hag written a story, of which
the Bowen-Merrill company have thought
well enough to bring out in beautiful.form.
gh he turns from one art to another,
8 Still the musician, the story being
V68 musiclan and an idealization of the
;Vlbifﬁs The romance will leave the impres-
slon that here is a caprice, a mystery that
Sousa might well work into some strange,
eluslve music, different from the usual
cheerful compositions, in which violins,
wvicls and flutes would sing and whisper

murmur of exultation and despalr,

:.‘:,'The Fifth String” 1s set m a modern at-
mosphere, the time is the present and the
'djéne, New York, and yet without sirain
fﬁl‘ abrupt transition, there is introduced
a legend of medieralism, from TFaust or
some old German tragedy as it were. Mr,
Sousa's story is not long, but a few chap-
ters briefly on a remarkable

The

4 'I ,I!‘IFTH STRING BY JOHN PHILIP
DUSA.  The illustrations by war

theme, |

which might inspire many more chapters |

for each end of the romance but the au-

ithor has a story to tell and tells it directly. |
The incidents are novel and the plot origl- |

nal, eastly grasped and not soon to be for-
gotten, and perhaps in it, for the musical

‘enthusiast are suggestions and ideals of

;‘muslc that wil! elude the superficlal cr
{amateur in music.

The hero is the renowncd Tuscan violin- |

{st, Angilo Diotti, who has come to Amer

©a to repeat the triumphs of Eurcpe. A7 s |

the custom, with' the famcus artists he
was introduced in'society and met a lovely
woman, a Miss Wallace, who seemed at
‘the one perfect, lovely woman, but

_‘ the attraction was mutual, there

{¥@8 & bar between them. The heroine was
‘cold, she had never been touched by mus'o.
She saw the form but never had fel:
the soul of music. Either she or the music
ishe had heard were at fault. When Diottl
playing as he never had played before,
‘at his first New York concert, saw that

amid the most tumultuous applause, she, {

algne, was unmoved and unresponsive, he
felt that he was not great enough to her.
\'"He cancelled his engagements and hur-
\rled away to a quiet retreat to study and
study until he had found the secret of his
art which would touch that lofty soul,’
‘u he thought. He seemed to fail In all
{his attempts, and one day exclaimed, o1t
48 of no use! If the God of heaven will
inct ald me, I ask the prince of darkness
ito come.” The result may be guessed. The
dark prince did come, but in genteel,
| modern guise and bearing a magic violin,
the strings of which were attuned to hope,
love, pity and sorrow, but it had a fifth
string, in the center, wrapped in a woman's
hair. It was the string of death, and
| though it gave to the instrument its mar-
‘velious tone and spirt, to ‘touch it W
bow or finger meant death. He returned
ta fill his broken engagements and after |

and in trying to jangle
as the first victim to the

%5

nce, but it is of inte -
nd attractive for its associa~
the popular, great maestro. |
nted it m been produced m_,,.
kers style, with fine, artis-|
six of full page, b; .

|
i
|
{
|
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"'come to him since he resigned the
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. _SOlRA WRITE
Great Bandmaster Turms, His Attention

to Literature.

Washington Post: Since his last aps
pearance in his native city John Philip
Sousa has earned the right to place d4wo
new and imposing titles after his namg,
to-wit: M. V. O. (Member Victorian Or-
der), by the grace of King Tdward VIIL.,
and “Officer of Academic [rancaise,” by
the appointment of the French govern=
ment. These distinctions were accorded
the American musician because of his
eminence in his profession and the sucs
cesa he has achieved in  the Furopean
world of music; but It may be said with
2 cortainty that Sousa’s head is unturned
the that have
loader-

auite ten
from IEnge-

prosperity and honors
ship of the Marine band not
yvears ago, Maving returned
land, “the March King' is already engaga
e upon his winter tour, and comes to
Washington soon for regular concert,
Col. George I'rederic Hinton, who is Mr,
Sousa’'s representative in all his tours, has
recently returned from London, and i3
pardonably enthusiastic over the Britisty

| success of Sousa and his band.

“One of the notable features of our Hue
ropean tour has been the extraordinary
popularity of *The Washington Post
March,” which shows no sign of abate-
ment on the other side. Mr. Sousa had Lo
play it at every concert, and the origin of
its name excited much interest; in fact,
he had to tell the story of the christening
of this world-famous composition to every
reporter who iuterviewed him. Nothing
cronted more astonishment than the com-
poser's statement that he received only
$2 for a march that has sold millions of
copies,

“\Washingtonians will doubtless be Ine
terested in the announcement that Sousa
has turned novelist as well as composer,
In fact, his first romance, which e huas
named “I'he Fifth String,” will be pub-
lished this week by the Bowen-Merril
company of [ndianapolis. This book,
which 18 a musical love story of a greut
violinist and a beautiful American girl, a
magic violin and its secret, was written
last summer at Manhattan Beach, It will
he a handsome book with six full page
ilustyrations by Howard Chandler Christy,
Sousa has already written a number of
magazine articles and verse, as well as
one complete comic opera libretto and
the lyrics of two others, so he has served
some literary apprenticeship before at-
tempting a complete romance. Should
“I'he Iifth String’ be favorably received,
it will doubtless encourage Mr. Sousa Lo
put on paper tis long contemplated ‘Pipe-
town Stories. based on incidents of his
pboyhood In the navy yard section of
Washington.

“Few people have any idea of the enors
mous amonunt of work Sousa has done
since he left Washington, but it is a mat-
tor of statistics that he has given 4,003
concerts in s different towns of America
and Burope in nine and a half years, ine
volving travel equal to ten times the cire
cumference of the globe. In addition to
that he has composed four comic operas,
ten famous marches, three orchestra
suites, one libretto, one novel, and A4 nume
ber of fugitive lyrics. His plans for the
current year include ten montis of con-
corts in America, after which he will
make an eight months’ Iinuropean tour, In
two years Sousa proposes Lo take his band
aronnd the world.

“When Sousa made his first Turopeany
tour in 1900, continued Colonel Hinton,
Gwe met in Bremen the band of the Sec«
nd  naval division at Wilhelmshaven,

hich Prince Henry is to bring to tha
Hnited States on ihe imperial yacht
Holenzollern. The band had been en-
gaged by another management in Bremen
to play in opposition to our concerts, it
being one of the most popular of all the
German bands. Indeed, it is so great a
favorite with the emperor that it Is at-
tached to the Hohenzollern on all its
cruises, The leader is, or was, at that
time, anyway, Kappelmeister ‘Wohlbier,
and he took occasion to pay his respects
to Mr. Sousa and expressed great admira
ation for the American band after hear-
ing part of our concert. Mr. So
paid the compliment by listen o the
last part of the German band’s concert
later in the evening. It was Herr Wobl-
bier who told Mr. Sousa that the German

peror's favorite march is ‘Semper Fi«
M- which Sousa wrote for the review
arch 'of the Marine Corps, and the em-

] . on the Hohen«
witl be inters.
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ing advertised in New
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pand leader and composer,
musical romance over the eﬁphonlous
title **The
a

3 PRy
Bandmas Author
of a Romantic Story. °
' Those to whom ‘the name of John
Philip Sousa 18 tamiliar—and they are
legion—uﬁuully associate it with some
popular musical composition or as t.he
director of the famous band of which
he has been so long {he central figure.
put Mr. Sousa has other claims to
fame. It is in the field of literature.
Mr. Sousa has just published a ro-
mantic love story, “rhe Fifth String.”

Mr. Sousa's place in the musical
world is, however, second to none. As|

the comnoser of “‘Liberty Bell,” “Wash-
ington DPost,” “High School Cadets”
and other marches he is known in ev-
ery city and town in the land.
John Philip Sousa is about forty-
eight years of age and made his first
success as the musical director of the
United States Marine pband. For tweive
| wars he filled that position, during

which time the band gained a world:

wide reputation. 1ie left the Marine
;h:\nd in 1802 to take charge of the
;prcsvnt organization, known as Sou-
en's band, whick has had phenomenal
i success, both in this country and Eu-
rope. "
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One of the latest pbooks which is be-
York is a novel

the well-known

Philip.Sousa,
It is a

story of

Fitth String, | R SET ) 1 os,

" Femarkable violin and &
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| e %~ AN a7y scges he liked best, und always he would AS AN THOR
e SOIISG s Nove' : 1cok up and say: ° SOUSA HU
“Now, how do you like that? Did I, '
HE NEW novel by Jw.h Ing: but that point?’ or "I think that’ -
Sousa, ‘“‘The March King, pretty good; don’t you?” I
T a short story. You can reaS‘ -
't In an hour or so. The theme is freat- | o=
_3-1 ;‘"WIY. and with few variations. The’
:t‘:?‘p:l‘gl:l;?‘m;:igh: in,l a}t the stfrt;-and Will Write Sketch of His Boyhoed
gets through. There is Days, Interwoven With Narrative

L0 padding. 5
The fundamental idea of the story is an oagd M w..hlngtong L"‘;Som
';ld one—as old as Faust and all its pre- i el g
vecessors. A musician meets a girl
whom he loves, but who seems insensi-
'brtatl(: an)}rI ordinary methods of ap- o

troach, e despairs of  affecting . ' ) A
her.  Instead. of despi=sing her for not []M'b// 7

FAMOUS BAND LEADER ELATED
o ' OVER SUGCCESS OF BOOK. yppr 1584

“Yes, I have achieved quite a liter-
ary triumph,” said John Philip Sousa
at the Union depot
this morning. He

ippreciating his art—and here he 8 || - Beams asized ‘“quite” |
:"llcm llnusl musical geniuses—he «lei?:::z: ‘ ddress 2 “ - o"s°‘: B:Ok'. ;I\nphr:-‘;)eutmgl the )
dmself for not bein P s AL ; - \ e " ccess. newspaper man's
‘Geal. He flees fn'l)?l1a:l(;11t'3tl?&:'l);ln 2:1- a 80OUSA TURNS NOVELIST. CaTabh rex:m:'l&;)of ::onglrfi\.llé-s
Sagen » B i T ous bandmaster ta

-;x'gcti::: R}liug fg‘::\(:)t"ﬁ:ﬁl ?:::sf,l.gu‘;“‘;‘ Famous ‘!_!nnf!_;;n:‘u.- tnl:i ‘: :j;f Author :ligg:tlyrgﬁtt%na matter of fact way
(R e deapate, Buton unaiie o hln'; e of n Romantice Story. g about his musical successe:ii. tfior h(c:,fh;xls1
ind tells him that his trouble is not with l.h.')'w " "‘.I“”.” l.!'." OIS S i B t(; ut]}?i a.c:: ?Lr((imBut at
1i8 art, but with his instrument—his vio- l‘h{hp '\'“m:l. i !:n:ui'. bR .“w"" £ itll?:]i:l":]rﬁiﬁfloﬁlfeh& lit:rari eﬂ;orts, e
i is not of the right sort. His curios- leglon—usually associate it with some beams brightly and waxes enthusiastic
ty is aroused, and he wants to know popular musical eomposition or as the at once. 1t is but recently that Mr.
what is the right instrument. Satan director of the famous band of which Sousa made his debut in the world O'f.
thereupon produces a fiddle that is a ‘he has been so long the central tiguve. |x 7554 | letters. His novel ‘“The ‘Fit‘th Strgxgh
'miracle. There are four strings, of Pity, But Mr. Sousa has other claims to a comp{xct. but‘x‘)r?t;{:h}g{::ngzs ath
Hope. Joy and Love, and a fifth string faime. It is in the field of literature, 23?3;7}\&?2&%3 to fm,-]}; claim the
:121(;: ‘Sutan tells him is Death. It is Mr. Sousa has just published a ro- attention of the book revie‘:;v?rs. '1;}13:
Shhar ﬁ;gr"gng“;_ex_“‘fl lengths of the mantie love story, “The Fifth String.” critical class has sounded h'lhe fl(i)‘und

' S woven of the hair of. Mr. Sousa's place in the musiecal String,” and the majority have

is, ¥ £ lterary melody and 'merit.
i i L G I O ‘Stor;%“ofocourse, }{ave picked it sharply

in a sort of resentful, there's-no-neces-
sity-for-you spirit.

M(?ther Eve. If the player touches it in
using, he dies at once; but the other
=trings are so wonderful in tone that no
human being can remain untouched by
the music that is drawn from them by
2 master. :

Of course Diotti (for that s the musi-
cian's name) takes the violin, and equal-
1y of course he touches with its music
the woman he loves. But she is pro-
fcundly jealous; and a mischief-making
friend of hers suggests that there is a
mystery about the instrument, and that
the fifth string is woven from the hair
of some Tuscan maid that Diotti has
loved.

We are not going to tell the denoue-
:m-nt. but let the reader find it out for
wereelf. It is ingenious, and the tale is
‘verth reading. Whether there is any al-
legorical meaning to it we leave also for
the reader—we have not time to study it
sut if there is one. We close with an
‘ntertaining account by Albert E. Hunt
'n the Philadelphia North American of
1 Interview with Sousa about his book:

*One wonders how he came to write it.

“I asked him yesterday. He was
dcubled up in a big arm chair in his
voom at the Walton, his legs tucked
inder him, tailor fashion. There was a

“Generaly speaking the book has been

a remarkable success,’” went on Mr.
Sousa. “It is not
long—only 126 pages Will Write
—and I have tried Boyhood
to give it the dyna- Sketch.
mic force thult I
| give my marches,
[gly musician is not the cold-blooded,
mechanical kind but the intense sort.
| The American girl of the story, I be-
| lleve to be truly typical. Our American
girls can be very sedate and sensible |
as well as frivolous and I believe them
to be jealous. This emotion is strongly
brought out in ‘The Fifth String.’

“Have you any other literary work in
contemplation?’ was asked.

“Yes,” responded the band leader and
book writer. ‘'L have two ideas which I
have been nursing and talking baby-
talk to for some time. 1 propose writing
a sketch of my boyhood days in \’Vash'-,
ington. I was born there, you know.
| If the newspaper ms © had not known it,
l the fact that his vit ‘a-vis was the com-
‘poser of “The Washington Post,”” was

enough to give him the right to claim

that place as his natal city.

Jigar In his hand, and he used it like a e 2 “I saw many types there continued
haton, to emphasize his points. ' e ol o adod o Mr. Sousa, “and I observed them (:lo'se-

“The idea of the story has b~sn in the composer of ‘‘Liberty Bell,” *W=<sgh “f;,,n.}} trlzlmk klnot\eln-
my mind quite a while,” he said in that ington Post,” “High School Cadets" Writing ;‘dée of %Vashiug-

"oft, almost boyish voice that is not so | and otber marches he is known in ev \ March for ton life and some-

‘amiliar as the voice of his melodic muse. | ery city and town in the land. King Edward. (hing about my
“Every .musician, I suppose, has the John Philip Sousa is about forty- early career there
:"‘a:“ kSide of hmuSk' in his nature. I eight years of age and made his first | into an h1tereStll\Fé Ra;,r;txlglzss Ia:s txhnlnsrt
on’ now w g . { ves as gred 2
e a“'e_s".k_k;thb"; a":-iml::;ﬁl(lf;:, ;;‘t' success as the musical dxrect‘or of the :,f:tk 4 "SIl follow it up with my :Lxh;g
o ASaw that the “composer. wihile United States Marine bnnq. For twel®e | idea, which I do not just now ca

: years he fllled that position, during speak of.”

lrawing out his themes and melodies, is “Your musical compositions, what of

ften  in something like a hypnotic which time the band gained a world- 2 < asted.
Hate. s wide reputation, He left the Marine “‘f&‘)} n:;ts !;‘;gg‘:" ;;" vie: winitten fok

. “That’s the way it was with this story. band in 1892 to take charge of the | the king of England. The name? Why,
[ dug It out of imy Head, and“it’s as much | present crganization, known as Sou- il 1 will leave that to his majestt)('; ti‘;l:f;
m'ne as the nose on my face. I got-to au's band, which has had phenomenal much as it IR be d%iéggte%peraa in |
werk on it at Manhattan Beach last| | success, beth in this country and Eu- SO o A cl

Symmer, and it came like gntlnpplrw- rope. : e : ;
’ s 5 ! - .,

ey

L -  ErY g m
the librettc Klein wrote k for |ig
| “"Phe Charlatan’ and ‘Bl Capitan.’ He [§
is a very clever writer. His latest suc-
cess is ‘The Royal Rogue,’ in which
Jefferson de Angelis is playing. I
don't think much of the musical com-
edy class of productions, and hope |
Klein will make his libretto foilow. the.d
established lines of comic opera. Yes, |
the book of an opera must be written
first, in order that the music m%y be
n the proper vein or atmosphere.

.\!;-_;m Sousa, with a t
old-rimmed glagses. “She’s a com.- |
rite. She is absolutely‘Amerlacin.wyTﬁ'
understand, and I'know the American !
glrls. I think I know as many as any'
m.an and T love them all.” He laughed.

‘Let me read my description of her.”
He did so, with an enthusiasm in his own
work which was delightful to see—a sort'
of impersonal énthusiasm without a
shade of vainglory in it.

“There. - The methods of thought in
music and literature are much the same,
I guess. I liyed with these  people o;
mine all summer—in imagination, you
_krsow—and I got to know them so well
‘hat they just put themselves into type.’
tt‘{l(bethought me of a lure to get him to

on a world- y
ki old and universally new

“Apropos of your stor ' 1 said, “
you think it wise for pe!r,-'sons of (lil‘igh(l];
a.r:sistlc temperament to marry ?'"’

s Well, it's dangerous for the woman if
ske's too sentimental and loves the man
too well. Dangerous for her happiness, I
inean. It's as hard for her to aepara'te
the professional from the domestic. A
n.an before the public, whether he's ae-
tor, writer, musician or minister, is ne
admired for what he is, but fo'r what
he does. A woman of that kind doesn’
understand this, and she resents it, or
:;llasheudoesn’t, it means continual 'ex

nations, which make es
just as much. st
. “The artistic temperament is all ri
It's human. Of course, {f it makegs!l’:
man love himself too much there's
trpuble. but he would make a woman
ur‘:.hl;.ppy :)t he were a store clerk.”

ow about the alle ‘
g o ged temptations of

*Temptations—rot!” and he pu 1
cloud of derision. “There arepm‘)lt er:or:
temptations than anywhere else, and the.
life 18 not more irrational. I can go into
any cafe at night in any big city in the
world and pick out all kinds of people,
The tainted ones in our profession are
tainted before they come into it.

j‘Now, I don’t mean that my profession
s better than any other, but it's no
worse, In fact, I think that it’s the one
bf all least open to censure. In nearly
every other walk of life the people who-
follow it are of one strata of soclety. You |
can find on the same stage a daughter
0f & rich man and a daughter of a poor
man side by side—a girl brought up s
high society and another from the slum
| “It is foolish and dangerous--for ans
to find fault with the drama. I he
minister preach against it once. H{l
ords were altogether untrue, founde
of ignorance. That same week a {
of 19 called at my house. She

biaen g5 |
Mr. Sousa is as handsome and deb- |
nair as always. Yet, as has been'
sald of him, prob-
ably no man works \wWeorks Hard
ore indefatigably. But Keeps
n the past eleven Health
years his band has o Y.
aversed . this con-
inent about twenty times. Two con=;
erts a day, with long rallroad trips
between them, are not unusual, Yess
erday the band played a matinee at
orfolk, Neb., and was in Sioux City
ast night. A special train took the
rganization to Fort Dodge for a mati-
ee today, and this evening a concert
fll be given in Des Moines.
©“Of course, I take care of myself,”
ommented Mr. Sousa, in explaining
hig good health. “I do not dissipate,
or I find pleasure enough in other
ays, chiefly in my muslic.” B urd
. The European tour of Mr. Sousa and
s band was one long triumph. Hé
ay g0 back there this fall, but has|
ot decided. If he does not he will go|
o California, doubtless stopping - ini
Bioux City en route. *‘Sioux City has
lways been good to us,” said he. /
There is a delightful air of politenes
xhibited by both the band leader and
he members of the organization. AS
musician meetg or accosts the leader
ach tips his hat. ]

“It looks easy enough when an ad
ance man is sitting out in frong
watching the

Theatrical people file “:‘t“ :

Advance Man's Hart:

Griefes. “Coon - Hollow,”

he chatted - wit

ends at the Grand last night,
he avance man has his troubles, too
for instance, when he goes into som
bf these one night stands he has f
bost his own bills. Take it on a cold
rosty morning and then he begins t
eel that - life is not all ono‘. {

ream. A
“The hotels in some of the #n
owns are also not of the bes
yorld. Sleeping in a cold room
he frost is on the counterpar
he snow is on the floor ia no

ucive to pleasant thoughts,
oggy pancakes and cold steak
s alligator leather, are h
omforts that beset the way. E

itter must go with the &




Ner. “Instead. ot despi=sing her for not j|

1}1’preclating his art—and here he differs
,‘1cm most musical geniuses—he despises
.:!mself for not being able to attain her
::.eal. He flees from a profitable en-
,hg.ement and goes off by himself and
uractises. He cannot find the trouble.
{n a fit of despair, Satan appears to him
ind tells him that his trouble is not with

is art, but with his instrument—his vio- ||

It {8 not of the right sort. His curios-
tvy is aroused, and he wants to know
what is the right instrument. Satan

thereupon produces a fiddle that is a
ifracle. There are four strings, of Pity,
Hope, Joy and Love, and a fifth stving
which Satan tells him is Death. It is
made up of the extra lengths of the
other four, and is woven of the hair of.
Mqther Eve, If the player touches it in
:"1"18'. he dies at once; but the other
'trings are so wonderful in tone that no
human being can remain untouched by
the music that is drawn from them by
“ master. ; ]

Of. course Diotti (for that is the musi-
clan’s name) takes the violin, and equal-
1y of course he touches with its music
fhc woman he loves. But she is pro-
fcundly jealous; and a mischief-making
friend of hers suggests that there is a
?1$stery about the instrument, and that
the fifth string is woven from the hair
of gome Tuscan maid that Diotti has
loved.

We are not going to tell the denoue-
:'nc-nt. but let the reader find it out for
1ergelf, It is ingenious, and the tale is
l'\'crth reading. Whether there is any al-
egorical meaning to it we leave also for
the reader—we have not time to study it
~ut if there is one. We close with an
‘ntertaining account by Albert E. Hunt
'm the Philadelphia North American of
n interview with Sousa about his book:

::One wonders how he came to write it.

T asked him yesterday. He was

Jeubled up in a big arm chair in his |

room at the Walton, his legs tucked
lpder him, tailor fashion. There was a
._nxar In his hand, and he used it like a
yaton, to emphasize his points.

“The idea of the story has b-~>n in

"y mind quite a while,” he said in that |

:oft. almost boyish veice that is not so
amiliar as the voice of his melodic muse.
“Every .musician, I suppose, has the
Iream side of music in his nature. I
lon’t know whether the listeners are
"ver awe-stricken by a compesition, but
T do know that the composer, while
lrawing out his themes and melodies, is
\‘ttin in something like a hypnotic
slate.

. “That's the way it was with this story.

[ dug It out of my head, and*it’s as niuch |
m'ne as the nose on my face. I got-to
werk on it at Manhattan Beach last |

[ e like an inspira-

ddress
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SOUSA TURNS NOVELIST.

Fnmmous Bandmaster Is the Authior |
of a Romuntie Story.

Those to whom the
Philip Sousa is familiar-

socinte it

name of John
and they are
legion—usually as with some
popular musical composition or as the
director of the famous band of which
“he has been so leng the central tigure.
But Mr. Sousa has other claims to
faime.. It is in the field of literature,
Mr. Sousa has just published a ro-
mantic love story, “The Fifth String.”

Mr. Sousa’s place in the musical
world is, however, second to none. As

4 JOHN PHILIP SOUSA.

| the composer of *“Liberty Bell,” *“W+=sh
| ington Post,” “High School Cadets”
| and other marches he is known in ev
| ery city and town in the land.

John Philip Sousa is about forty-
eight years of age and made his first
success as the musical director of the
United States Marine band. For twel®e ,
years he fllled that position, during |
which time the band gained a world-
wide reputation, He left the Marine
band in 1892 to take charge of the
present crganization, known as Sou-
au’s band, which has had phenomenal
success, both in this country and Eu-

tope.

the

1884.

“Generaly speaking the book has been
a remarkable success,”
Sousa.
long—only 126 pages
—and I have tried
to give it the dyna-
mic force I
give my marches.

My musician is not the
mechanical kind but
The American girl of the

»
Over Book's |

{ ulation. The famous bandmaster talks
earnestly but in a matter
about his musical successes, for he has
become inured to the adulation of an

admiring people in

beams brightly and
at once.
Sousa made his
letters. His novel
a compact,
however, a tragic conclueion, has been
out only long enough to fairly claim the
attention of the book reviewers.
eritical class has gounded ‘“The Fifth
String,” and the majority have found
it . full of literary melody and ‘merit.
Some of course, have D
in a sort of resentful, there's-no-neces-

sity-for-you spirit.

morning. He€
“quite’ |
repeating the )
newspaper man's
remarks of congrat-

this

Seams emphasized

Success.
of fact way

this regard. But at
mention of his literary efforts, he
waxes enthusiastic
1t is but recently that Mr.
debut in the world of
“The Fifth String,”
with,

but pretty romance,

This

fcked it sharply

went on Mr.
“1t is not

Will Write
Boyhood
that Sketch.
cold-blooded,
intense sort.
story, I be-

the

lieve to be truly typical. Our American |
girls can be very sedate and sensible |
as well as frivolous and I believe them
to be jealous. This emotion is strongly
brought out in ‘The Fifth String.’

“Have you any other literary work in

contemplation?’’ was asked.

“yes," responded the band leader and

book writer. ‘L have two ideas which I
have been nursing and talking baby-
talk to for some time. 1 propose writing

a sketch of my poyhood day
ington. I was born t

s in Wash-
here, you know."”

If the newspaper ms 2 nad not known it,
the fact that his vik a-vis was the com-

poser of
enough to g

“The Washington Post,”” was
ive him the right to claim

that place as his natal city.

l

(|1 will leave

into an interesting narrative.
| work proves as gred

| first,
idea,
speak of.”

—

“1 gaw many types there,” continued

Mr. Sousa, “and I observed them close-

ly. I think I can
weave my knowl-
edge of ‘Washing-
ton life and some-
thing about my
early career there
If this
t a success as my |
up with my third "’
ow care to

Writing
March for
King Edward.

1 will follow it
which 1 do not just n

“Your musical compiositlons. what of.
em?’’ was suggested.
th“My next march will be writ.t’en for
the king of England. The name: ‘Why,
that to his majesty, inas-

much as it is to be dedicated to him.”

“+Have ~you any more operas in
mind?"’ %

e Char! tan’ and ‘Bl
he arla

is a very clever writer. His atest suc- ||
cess is ‘The Royal Rogue, in which
Jefferson de Angelis is playing. :
don't think much of the musical com=

gold-rimmed glasses. “he's a com- |
4 . " ’ i roductions, and hope |
poeite. She is absolutely American, you | el‘gl{ahfl:fﬁl mukephis libretto follow: the !
understand, and I'know the American | T e & Tust De v

gi1s, T thisk T know sk medy ax il tf\e book of an opera must be written
m%n and T 1ove them sl 'te Tatgih ﬂrét. in order that the music m&'l,y be
H‘ Id“’t me read my description of her.” ek v s

e did so, with an enthusiasm in his ow

ol s n, ndsome and deb-
work which was delightful to see—a sort %let. i b
of impersonal énthusiasm without a
shade of vainglory in it.

L1 o

There. - The methods of thought in

music and literature are much the same,
I guess. I liyed with these people of
mine all summer—in imagination, you
krow—and I got to know them so well
‘hat they just put themselves into type.’
; zkbethought me of a lure to get-him to
elk on a world-old and universall
problem, i
l"Apropos of your story,” I said, “do
you think it wise for persons of highly
artistic temperament to marry?”

“” ¥y .
. ""Well, it's dangerous for the woman if

Mr. Sousa is as hi
nair as always.
sald of him, prob-
ably no man works
ore indefatigably.
in the past eleven
vears his band has
-aversed this con-
llr?ent about twenty times. Two con-
erts a day, with long railroad trips
between them, are not unusual, Yes-
erday the band played a matinee at
Neb., and was in Sioux’ City
A speclal train took the
ation to Fort Dodge for a mati-
ee today, and this evening a concert
ill be given In Des Moines. i
«Of course, I take care of myself,
Mr. Sousa, in explaining
“1 do not dissipate,

Works Hard
But Keeps
Healthy.

she’s too sentimental and loves the man
too well. Dangerous for her happiness, I
mean. It's as hard for her to separate
the professional from the domestic. A
n:an before the public, whether he's ac-
tor, writer, musician or minister, is no
admired for what he is, but for what
he does. A woman of that kind doesn’d
understand this, and she resents it, or
is she doesn’t, it means continual 'ex
rlanations, which make for unhappiness
just as much.

“The artistic temperament is all right.
It's human, Of course, if it makes al
man love himself too much there's

sure enough in other

T
vays, chiefly in my music. &
he Kuropean tour of Mr. Sousa and
and e long triumph. He
this fall, but has
If he does not he iwlll %o
5 n
California, duubtless‘ stopp‘ ng .
uioux City en route. "S'loux City has
lways been good to us,” said he. :
Th;‘n\ is a delightful air of politeness
xhibited by both the band leader and

he members of the organization. As
musician mee

tg or accosts the leader
ach tips his hat.

ay go back
ot decided.

—

“1t looks easy enough when an ad

ig sitting out in front
watching th ¢
people file into th
show,” gsaid

Hart, ahead o
“Coon Hollow,” af
he chatted wit!
rand last night, “bu

trouble, but he would ma y :
urhappy if he were a storekte-le?'k.""oman P
‘‘How about the alleged temptations of
the stage?”
“Temptations—rot!” and he puffed a
cloud of derision. “There are no more

Theatrical
Advance Man's
Griefe.

temptations than anywhere else, and the
life is not more irrational. I can go into
any cafe at night in any big city in the
world and pick out all kinds of people.
The tainted ones in our profession are
tainted before they come into it.

“Now, I don't mean that my profession
is better than any other, but it's no

orse. In fact, I think that it's the one
of all least open to censure. In nearly
every other walk of life the people who

pllow it are of one strata of soclety. You
can find on the same stage a daughter
of a rich man and a daughter of a poor
m:an side by side—a girl brought up in
high society and another from the slums.

“It is foolish and dangerous for any
onc to find fault with the drama. I heard
A minister preach against it once. H,
words were altogether untrue, founde
or ignorance. That same week a gir]
of 19 called at my house. She had a
veice and wanted to go on the stage,
She was the daughter of this minister,
and he couldn’t make enough to support
ber. She went on the stage and became
one of its ornaments, for she was a
beautiful character.” ;

“Are you going to write any more
books?”’ k. asked, when 'we had ex-
hausted the other ‘toplc. -

‘“Yes, indeed; I'm going to write. abod)
m: boyhood days.” Gk L SeE

This brought him back to “The Fift
8tring,”” and presently he was' harping
Lapon it _with deliclous naivette. That ia
| the only word. I bad him read th

< s S Plskidng, /,

riends at the G
he avance man
or instance, wl

has his troubles, togd

n some of the smalle
f the best in th
room whel

thoughts,
cold steak, t
are other d

to pleasant

pancakes and
leather,

can
for
jots and try to make up
"lsxtelxi we get to the cities and can €
mforts of & xqod hote
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BY JOHN PHILIP SOUSA.
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(Contlnued From Yesterday.)

(Synopsis of previous chapters—Diotto,
@ noted European violinist, has been en=
gaged for a series of New York concerts
under the management of Mr, Henry
Perkins. At a reception given to the
violinist by Mrs. Llewellyn, Diotto meets
Mildred Wallace and falls in.love with
her. At Diotto’s initial performance Miss
Wallace sat in a prominent position in
one of the boxes, and the violinist play-
ed almost entirely to her in an endeavor
to rouse her praise or enthusiasm. He
failed. The next day Perkins brought in
a huge bunch of complimeéntary press no-
tices, but Diotto was inconsolable and
would not even look them over. In the aft-
ernoon Diotto called on Miss Wallace and
was told by her that his music had not
affected her in the least. He "suggested
that perhaps some one lived who could
reach the height to win er love, to which
8o, replied: *“No drooping Clytle could be
more ‘constant than I to him who strikef
the chord that is responsive in my soul.
That night when the audience assembled
for the second Diotti concert the violinist
did not appear, Weeks after a letter to
lis sister revealed the fact that Diotto is
studying in the Bahama Islands in the
hope that some day he may be able to
play well enough to strike the responsive
chord to which Miss Walace alluded. Af-
ter many trials he threw down his violin
and prayed for the prince of darkness to
appear. Satan immediately answered the
call and, knowing the troubles of Dlotto
offered the latter a marvelous violin of
his own by means of which he declares
it possible to win the love of the wo-
man who has entranced him. Satan exe
plained that the Five Strings were joy,
pity, hope, love and death. The Fifth
String is the string of death and is forms-
ed from the ends of the other strings. It
s covered with strands of hair from the
first mother of man. Diotto accepted the
instrument and xpturned to New York,
where he surpriséd his manager. FPer-
kins at once arranged a concert and Mil-
dred Wallace was again in the audience
Diotto played marvellously and at ths
conclusfon Miss Wallace was one of tl)e
first to congratulate him. The next afte
ernoon he called upon her and she cone
fessed that he had touched the responsive
chord and that henceforth she is his
alone. Mr. Wallace returned home a few
days later, and found pictures of Diotto
scattered all over the house. He learned
ihe state of his daughter's feelings, and
immediately set about to bring the rela-
tions between Mildred and Diotto to an
end. In this task he enlists Old Sanders,
who has long been a book-keeper in Wal-
lace's office, is enlisted. Sanders and Diot-
to were invited to dine at the Wallace
home, where Sanders detected the ftifth
string and also noticed that the violinist
never used it. He called Mildred's atten-
tion to the fact, and made her beliava
that the extra string was wound with the
hair of some woman he loved, and for
that reason it was silent. Diotto and San-
ders leave together and wander up to
Sanders' rooms. After a few hot toddies
Diotto was persuaded ito spend the night
tnere on account of the storm. After he
had retired Sanders became possessed
with a desire to examine Diotto's violin.
In doing so he touched the fifth string.
Diotto, awakened by the music, rushed
downstairs only to find Samders a corpse.)

“Perhaps not,” said the volce, “but if
her love should wane how would you re-
kindle it? Without the violin you would
be helpless.” '

“Is it not possible that, in this old man's
death, all its fatal power has been ex-
pended?”’

He went to the table and took the in-
strument from its place. *“You won her
for me; you have hirought happiness and
sunshine into my life, No! No! 1 can

| not, will not _give you up,' then placing
fnu’mmvl‘wfwm case he lockéd
t. \

The day was breaking. In an hour the
baker's boy came. Dlotti went to the
dcor, gave him a note addressed to Mr.
Wallace and asked him to deliver it at
once. The boy consented amd drove rap-
idly away.

Within an hour Mr, Wallace artived;
Diotti told the story of’the night. After
the undertaker had taken charge of the
body he .found on the dead mam’'s neck,
Just to the left of the chin, a. dulligh, blacl;
bruise which might Lave been caused by
the pressing of some blunt instrument, or
by a man’'s thumb. Considering it of
much importance, ae notified the coroner,
who ordered an inquest.

impaneled, and two hours later its ver-
dict was reported,

XIII.

On leaving the house of the dead ma
Diotti walked wearily to his hotel. In
flaring type at every street corner Ye
Baw the announcement for Thursday
evening, March thirty-first, of Angela
Diotti's last appearance: ‘“Tonight I piay
i| for the last time,” he murmured in a
voice filled with deepest regret,

artists who finally reach the goal of
their ambition was wanting in Diotti this
morning. He could not rid himself ot
the memory of Sanders’ tragic death.
The figure of the old man clutching the
violin and staring with glassy eyes into
the dying fire would not away.

When he reached the hotel he tried to
rest, but his excited brain banished every
thought of slumber. Restlessly he movead
about the room, and finally dressing, he
left the hotel for his daily call on Mil-
dred. It was after five o'clock when he
arrived.
without any mark of affection.

She had heard of Mr. Sanders' death;
her father had sent word.

At slx o'clock that evening a jury was

beauty and Diotti mutually pledging theld
love with their liges.

“Go,” she said, pointing to the door,
“go to the one who owns you, body and
goll; then ‘say that a foolish woman
threw her heart at your feet and that you
scorned it!” She sank to the sofa.

e ‘went toward the door, and in &
vie that sounded like the echo of dew
spair, protested: ‘Mildred, I love youg
loye you a thousand times more than R
do my life. If I should destroy the
string, as you ask, love and hope would
leave me forevermore. Death would nog
be robbed of its terror!” and with bowed
head he went forth into the twilight.

She ran to the window and watched
his retreating fizure as he vanished.
“Uncle Sanders was right; he loves anw
other woman, and that string binds them
together. - He belongs to her!” Long and
silently she stood by the window, gazing
at the shadowing curtain of the coming
night. At last her face softened. ‘‘Per=
haps he does not love her now, but fears
her vengeance. No, no; he is not a co=
ward! ‘I should have approached him
differently; he is proud, and maybe he
resented my imperative manner,”” and &
thousand reasons why he should owr
should not have removed that string
flashed through her mind.

“I will go early to the concert to«
night and see him before he plays.
Uncle Sanders said he did not touch tha#
string when he played. Of course he will
play on it for me, even if he will not cut
it off, and then if he says he loves me,
and only me, I will believe him. I wan®
to believe him; I want to belleve him,’*
all this in a semi-hysterical way ade
dressed to the violinist's portrait on the
piano.

‘When she entered her carriage an hous
Jdter, telling the coachman to drive dl«
rect to the stage-door of the Academy
she appeared more fascinating than eve
before.

She was sitting in his dressing-room
waiting for him when he arrived. Ha
had aged years in a day. His step waa
uncertain, his eyes were sunken and his
hand trembled. His face brightened aa
she arose, and Mildred met in the cen«
ter of the room. He lifted her hand and
pressed a kiss upon it.

“Angelo, dear,” she sald in repentant
tone; “I am sorry I pained you this afts
ernoon; but I am jealous, so jealous off
you."

“Jealous?’ he said smilingly; ‘‘there i
no need of jealousy in our lives; we love
each other truly and only.”

“That is just what I think, we wil)
never doubt each other again, will we?”

‘“‘Never;” he said solemnly.

He had placed his violin case on tha
table in the room. $She went to it and
tapped the top playfully; then suddenly
said: I am going to look at your violin,
Angelo,”” and before he could interfere,
she had taken the silken coverlet off and
was examining the Instrument clogely.
“Sure enoufh, it has five strings; tha
middle one stands higher than the rest
and is of glossy blackness. TUncle San<
ders wag right; it is a woman's hair!”

“Why is that string made of hair?*
she asked, controlling her émotion.

“Only a fancy,” he sald, felgning ina
difference.

“Though you would not remove it a#
my wish this afternoon, Angelo; I know
you will net refuse to play on it for mae
now."”

He ralsed his hands in supplication,
“Mildren! Mildred! Stop! do not ask it!'*

“You refuse after I have come re<
pentant, and confessing my doubts and
fears? Uncle Sanders gaid you would not
play upon it for me; he told me it was
wrapped with 4 woman's hair, the hair
of the woman you love."

“I gwear to,you, Mildred, that I lovd
+but you!”

“Love me? ‘Bah! And.anothen- b
tresseg sacred to you? Another woman's
pledge sacred to you I asked, you to re-
move the string; you refused. I ask you
.now to play upon tt; you refuse,” and
she paced the room like a caged tigress.

“I will watch tonight when you play,’®
she flashed. “If you dQ net use tha
string we part forever,”

He stood before her and attemnpted to
take her hand; she repulsed him savagely,

Sadly then he asked: ‘““And if I do play
upon 1it?"

“I am yours forever—youyrs through
life—~through eternity,” she cried pas«<
sionately.

The call-boy announced Diotti's turng
the violinist Jed Mildred to a seat at thae
entrance of the stage. His appearance
was the signal for prolonged and enthu«
siastic greeting from the enormous audi«
ence present. He clearly was the idol of
the metropolis.

The feeling of exultatlon so common te |

She received him coldly and’

“It shockea |

me greatly,” she sald, ‘‘but perhaps the

0ld man is happler in a world far fr
trife and care. When we realige all the
imisery there is in this world we often
nder w e should care to live,” Hep
Dlie wandWpOndent, her face was drawn
jssncncd, ‘and her eyes gave evidence
“Weeping, v

WO

it
&3

_ Diottl aivined that something beyond

sympathy for old Sanders’ sudden death

pAcked her soul.” He went toward
d lovingly taking.herihands, bent
nd pressed his lips t6’them; th&l

cold as marble. 2 A,

- “DaMing,” he said, “something

m.a'tll.:uyou urkhapply. What is it?"

EL me, Angelo, .and truly, “is y
olin - like other vidlhet" o

This unexpected question came so su

derily he coula mot comtrol his agitati
‘Why doi yon' ask?’ he sald, "
‘You must . answer me directly!"
‘No, Mildréed; my violdn is diffe

; i any other 1 have ever seen,”

| hesitatingly and with great effort at come

¢ e, e ;

O

her




Wallace sat in a prominent posItO
folinist play-

ons of the boxes, and the Vv
ed almost entirely to her in an endeavor
to rouse her praise or enthusiasm. He
failed, The next day Perkins brought in
a huge bunch of complimeéntary press no-
tices, but Diotto was inconsolable and
would not even look them over, In the aft-
ernoon Diotto called on Miss Wallace and
was told by her that his music had not
affected her in the least. He "suggested
that perhaps some one lived who could
reach the height to win er love, to which
8. replied: *“No drooping Clytle could be
more ‘constant than I to him who strlkeg
the chord that is responsive in my soul.
That night when the audience assembled
for the second Diotti concert the violinist
did not appear. Weeks after & letter to
his sistur revealed the fact that Diotto is
studying In the Bahama Islands in the
hope that some day he may b

play well enough to strike the respo
chord to which Miss Walace alluded.

ter many trials he threw down his violin
‘and prayed for the prince of darkness to
appear. Satan immediately answered the
call and, knowing the troubles of Diotto
| 'oftered the latter a marvelous violin of
his own by means of which he declares
it possible to win the love of the Wwo-
man who has entranced him. Satan exe
plained that the ¥Five Strings were joy,
pity, hope, love and death, - The Fifth
8tring is the string of death and da form-
ed from the ends of the other strings. It
{8 covered with strands of hair from thé
first mother of man., Diotto accepted the
instrument and geturned to New York,
where he surpriséd his manager. Fer-
kins at once arranged a concert and Mil.
dred Wallace was again in the audfence.
Diotto played marvellously and at ths
conclusion Miss Wallace was one of tha
first to congratulate him. The next afte
ernoon he called upon her and she cone
fessed that he had touched the responsive
chord and that henceforth she is his
alone. Mr., Wallace returned home a few
days later, and found pictures of Diotto
scattered all over the house. He learned
{hé state-of his daughter’'s feelings, and
immediately set about to bring the rela-
tions between Mildred and Diotto to an
end. In this task he enlists old Sa.ndgrs.
who has long been a book-keeper in \_Nal-
lace’s office, is enﬂ;ted. Sanders and' Diot-
to were invited to-dine at the W allace
home, where Sanders detected the fifth
string and also notice

d that the violinist
never uced it. He called Mildred's atten-
tion to the fact

, and made her beliave
that the extra string

was wound with the
hair of some woman he loved, and for
that reason it was silent. Diotto and San-
ders leave together and wander up to
Sanders’ rooms. After a few hot toddies
Diotto was persuaded ito spend the night
£nere on account of the storm. After he
had retired Sanders became possessed
with @ desire to examine Diotto's violin.
In doing so he touched the fifth string.
Diotto, awakened by the music, rushed
downstairs only 'to find Sanders a corpse.)

“Perhaps mot,” sald the volce, “but if
her love should wane how would you re-
kindle it? Without the violin you would
be helpless,"” 4 ;

“Is it not possible that, in this old man's
death, all its fatal power has been ex-
pended?”’

He went to the table and took the in-
strument from its place. “You won her
for me; you have hirought happiness and
sunshine into my life. No! No! 1 can
fmob,.wdll.not glve you up,” then placing

the violin and bow in its case he locked

it. )

The day was breaking. In an hour the
baker's boy came. Dilotti went to the
door, gave him a note addressed to Mr.
Wallace and asked him to deliver it at
once. The boy consented and drove rap-
idly away.

Within an hour Mr, Wallace arrived,
Diotti told the story of the night. After
the undertaker had taken charge of the
body he .found on the dead man's neck,
just to the left of the chin, a dullish, blaclk

bruise which might lave heen caused by
the pressing of some blunt instrument, or

ty a man's thumb. Considering it of
much importance, ne notified the coroner,
who ordered an inquest.

At six o'clock that evening a jury was
impaneled, and two hours later its ver-
dict was reported,

X111,

On leaving the house of the dead man
Diotti walked wearily to his hotel. In
flaring type at every street corner he

if 1 should destroy the
love and hope would
Death woulll nos
and with bowed

do my life.
string, as you ask,
leaVe me forevermore.
be robbed of its terror!”
head he went forth into the twillght. |

She ran to the window and watched
his retreating figure as he vanisheds
«Uncle Sanders was right; he loves anw
other woman, and that string binde them
together. - He belongs to her!” Long and
silently she stood by the window, gazing
at the shadowing curtain of the coming
night, At last her face softened, ‘‘Per=
haps he does not love her now, but fears
her vengeance. No, no; he is not a cos
ward! I should have approached him
differently; he is proud, and maybe he
resented my imperative manner,” and &
thousand reasons why he should om
should not have removed that string
flashed through her mind.

“I wil go early to the concert to«
night and see him before he plays.
Uncle Sanders said he did not touch tha$
string when he played. Of course he wil}
play on it for me, even if he will not cu$
it oft, and then if he says he loves me,
and only me, I will believe him., I wan®
to believe him; I want to belleve him,’*
all this in a semi-hysterical way adv .
dressed to the violinist's portrait on the. =
plano. ‘ i

When she enteped hér carriage an hous

ter, telling’ the coachman to drive dls
to the stage-door of the Academy
she appeared more fascinating than eve
before.

She was sitting iIn his dressing-room
waiting for him when he arrived. He
had aged years in a day. His step was
uncertain, his eyes were sunken and his
hand trembled. His face brightened as
she arose, and Mildred met in the cen«
ter of the room. He lifted her hand and
pressed a kiss upon it

“Angelo, dear,’” she sald in repentand
fone; “I am sorry I pained you this afts
ernoon; but I am jealous, so jealous of
you.”

“Jealous?' he sald smilingly; “there I8
no need of jealousy in our lives; we love
each other truly and only."”

“That is just what I think, we wil)
never doubt each other again, will we?"

“Never;"” he sald solemnly.

He had placed his violin case on the
table in the room. $She went to it and
tapped the top playfully; then suddeniy
said: I am going to look at your violin,
Angelo,”” and before he could interfere,
she had taken the silken coverlet off and
was examining the instrument closgely.
“Sure enoufh, it has five strings; tha
middle one stands higher than the rest
and is of glossy blackness. TUncle San<
ders wag right; it is a woman's hair!”

“Why is that string made of hair?*
she asked, controlling her emotion.

“Only a fancy,” he sald, felgning ind
difference,

“Though you would not remove it al
my wish this afternoon, Angelo; I know
you will net refuse to play on it for ma
now."”

He ralsed his hands in supplication,
“Mildren! Mildred! Stop! do not ask it!'*

“you refuse after I have come re<
pentant, and confessing my doubts and
fears? Uncle Sanders said you would not
play upon it for me; he told me it was
wrapped with a”woman's hair, the hain
of the woman you love."

“I ‘gwear to, you, Mildred, that I lovd
but you!”

“Love me? Bah! And another weman'g &
tresses sacred to you? Another woman's
pledge sacred to you I asked, you to re«
move the string; you refused. I ask youw
.,now to play upon tt; you refuse,” and
she paced the room like a caged tigress.

“I will watch tonight when you play,’
she flagshed. *“If you dgQ nat use that
string we part forever.”

He stood before her and attemnpted ta
take her hand; she repulsed him savagely, '

Sadly then he asked: ‘‘And if I do play
upon {t?"

“I am yours forever—yours through
life-~through eternity,” she cried pas<
sionately.

The call-boy announced Diotti’'s turng
the violinist Jed Mildred to a seat at tha
entrance of the stage. His appearance
was the signal for prolonged and enthu«
siastic greeting from the enormous audl«
ence present. He clearly was the idol of
the metropolis.

AEE

saw the announcement for Thursday
evening, March thirty-first, of Angelo
Diotti’s last appearance: ‘““Tonight I piay
for the last time,”” he murmured in a
voice filled with deepest regret,

The feeling of exultation so common to I
artists who finally reach the goal of
their ambition was wanting in Diotti this
morning. He could not rid himself ot
the memory of Sanders’ tragic death.
The figure of the old man clutching the
violin and staring with glassy eyes into
the dying fire would not away.

When he reached the hotel he tried to
rest, but his excited brain banished every
thought of slumber. Restlessly he movead
about the room, and finally dressing, he
left the hotel for his daily call on Mil-
dred. It was after five o'clock when he
arrived. She received him coldly and
without any mark of affection.

She had heard of Mr. Sanders' death;
her father had sent word. ‘It shocked
me greatly,”’ she sald, ‘‘but perhaps the
old man is happler in a world far from
strife and dare. When we realize all the
misery there is in this world we often

onder why we should care to live.” Her
tone w dent, her face was drawn

pignhched, “and her eyes gave evidencs
pY “Weeping.

Diotti divined that something beyond
gympathy for old Sanders’ sudden death
racked her soul. He went toward her |
and lovingly taking her hands, bent low
and pressed his lips to'them; they were |
old as marble. : ‘

“DaMing,” he said, ‘“something hag '
made you unhappy. What is it?”

“Tell me, Angelo, and truly, “is your
violin like other violins?”

This unexpected question came so sud-
denly he could not control his agitation,

“Why do: you' ask?’' he said.

“You must answer me directly!"’

“No, Mildred; my violin is different
Yom any other I have ever seen,” thia
hesitatingly and with great effort at coms-
posure. :

‘“In what way {s it different?”

most demanded.

“It is peculiarly constructed; it has
an extra string. But why this sudden
interest in the violin? Let us talk of
you, of me, of both, of our future,” said
he with enforced cheerfulness.
*“No, we will talk of the violin. Of
what use is the extra string?”

“‘None whatever,” was the quick reply.

“Then why not cut it off?”’

‘o, no, Mildred; you do not under-
stand,” he cried; ‘I cannot do that."”’

* fou cannot do it when I ask it?" she
exclaimed. i

“Oh, Mildred, do not ask me; I can
not, cannot do it,” and the face of the
affrighted musiclan told ' platiner than'
words of the turmoil raging in his soul. |
. “You made me belleve that ‘I was tne

y one you loved,” passiondtely -

4; ‘‘the only one; that your happi
‘incamplete without me. You led m
the reglon of light only to make t

|

she
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ixed with jealousy.| S{FINg: If it had not been for the hyl hlll;
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She notices he does not 15e e f b(ll(ll 1 the violinist
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St COUI(] not

gether; others approve of the three-year
string and thinking it is made of the

:’l;ng; Mr. Herbert Putnam, Librarian hair of so I
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sharp rivalry to establish records for
reading the largest number of popular
| booke.

Mr. Carnegie can, of course, marshal
many strong arguments in his support.
To yield to the prejudice of those who
would buy no novels at all is, in the
last analysis, to admit the contention

|

daughter, and through jealousy she compel
§ pels

the violinist to play upon the fifth string. Th
result may be imagined. Mr. Sousa h'ls‘. 1 e-
\\cll'. considering that story writing is(x.lu:(lm'h'
calling, and he is very fortunate in h'wi“:
sccur-cd publishers who have made of hi "l “§
a delight to look upon, e

te..

that Trow's ‘General Directory of the !

:‘i’:]:’"ﬁl:s‘o:q:‘:lanllattan and the Bronx,' ||  'The Fifth String By John Pmuﬂ "
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soul. Laying aside ";u‘h okt _““" princes of bawd masters, has not been

view, Mr. Carnegie Iis ﬂn” (:(t“er?p popularly . suspectied .ol literary, as
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years many of the poorest novels are as sesses them just the same.is clearly A”F RIC-"""
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becoming acquainted with its inter-‘
esting characters. The ilfustrations, Date

‘by Howard Chandler Christy, are, jomn Philip Sousn.,-;'ho is alternating his
-vivid iNustrations. The way in whic musical with literary laurels, is preparing
an account of his boyhood days in-Wash-

this capital story has “caught on” ifington.
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with such avidity. For that matter,
however, some of our highly praised fic-
‘tion is so completely forgotten at the
end of one year that it cannot die any

“deader; and Mr. Putnamis
would be almost as drastic as Mr.
negie’s.

Librarians who wish to reach and ele-
vate the rank and file will regard both
dicta as hard sayings.  They kuo;v that
the man on the street will turn away in
disgust if they offer him no fiction m;hat-
ever published within a twelvemonth;
that he will scout as utterly lncredlbh'a
the tale that there are men and women
of fine literary taste who, content to
have read one novel by Hall 1(:3{924.&“‘1

s Ay AL LRAVU AR &y
[t SRR

s s itz
one by Marie Corelli, remain unmoved
by announcements of mammoth editions
and of sales running into hundreds of |
{ thousands, unmoved by sandwich signs
on Broadway, glaring pictures in the
| elevated station bill-boards, and poster |
type in the newspapers, unmoved even
by printed {nterviews with the gifted
authors and smart little anecdotes in
| literary supplements. Librarians are
aware that if the man on the street be-
lieved the story about these gsuperior
| stoics, he would simply thank God
‘that he was no such Pharisee, and
would renew his demand for John Philip §
 Bousa’s ‘Pifth String.’ Since our li-
_brarians cannot cater solely to the sav-
remnant, they will find & practicable
sromise in Mr. Foster's idea of buy-
only a few of the best current novels.
plan has the sanction of notable
pority, for Mr. Foster is one of the
ently successful public librarians in
erica. He has so adninistered his
t that of his total circulation the
jportion of fiction (including juve-
e and aduilt, classic and current) has
lined from .70+ in 1883 to .66+ in
This result he has accomplished
‘making freely accessible a “stan-
1ibrary” of the best books in all
re, by publishing attractive lists
says, biographies, and travels, and
ng that the disappointed appli-
for trash has a chance to draw
ping more entertaining. Thus he
ged to buy only seventeen current’
is in 1901, and at the same time $0
ain the library at a high level of
larity and efficiency.
‘Mr. Foster cannot be found in every
and town; but it a few thousand
e Carnegle librarians can keép their |
entage of fiction down to .60, the |
on of purchasing new novels will |

{tself. Candid observers will grant |
- sroportion of fic-




Ig 2 J [Q 0 the ho -
ing the following incantation: “If a man
‘\ gives his fortune to endow libraries, he
‘might do well to bar fletion less than
three years old.” Librarians, editors,
clergymen, and authors who have watch-
ed Mr. Carnegie's efforts with sympﬂ-k
? lthetic interest, have promptly come to
! his rescue with various suggestions,
relevant and irrelevant. The severer
{ moralists would rule out flction alto-
| gether: others approve of the three-year
limit; Mr. Herbert Putnam, Librariani
of Congress, would make it one year;
Mr. William E. Foster of the Provi-
dence Publie Library would restrict the
purchases of current fiction to, sa_v.!
fifteen or twenty titles annually. Mean- |
while our authors are running a neck-
and-neck race to write, not the best, but
the best selling novel, and the members
of our suburban literary clubs are in
sharp rivalry to establish records for
reading the largest number of popular
| booke.

Mr. Carnegie can, of course, marshal
many strong arguments in his support.
To yield to the prejudice of those who

_would buy no novels at all is, in the
last analysis, to admit the contention
that Trow's ‘General Directory of the !
Boroughs of Manhattan and the Bronx,'
with its 1,499 pages of useful facts, is
better than ‘Vanity Fair’
of sustaining and
soul. lLaying aside such an extreme
view, Mr. Carnegie is right in
thinking that at the end of three
'years many of the poorest novels are as
dead as those worthless products of the !
Minerva Press which Macaulay read|
with such avidity. For that malter.l
(|

l

as a means
stimulating the

however, some of our highly praised fic-
tion is so completely forgotten at the
“end of one year that it cannot dle any |

“deader; and MF. Putnanits worl

would be almost as drastic as M
negie’s.

- Librarians who wish to reach and ele-
vate the rank and file will regard both
dicta as hard sayings. They know that
the man on the street will turn away in
disgust if they offer him no fiction what-
ever published within a twelvemonth;
that he will scout as utterly incredible
the tale that there are men and women
of fine literary taste who, content to

have read one novel by Hall Caix}z and
PO AVA AR AVU/ AL V.
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one by Marie Corelli, remain unmoved
by announcements of mammoth editions
and of sales running into hundreds of
thousands, unmoved by sandwich signs |
on Broadway, glaring pictures in the |
elevated station bill-boards, and poster i
type in the newspapers, unmoved even |
by printed interviews with the gifted
authors and smart little anecdotes in
| 1iterary supplements. Librarians are
aware that if the man on the street be-
lieved the story about these superior
stoics, he would simply thank God
“ that he was no such Pharisee, and
would renew his demand for John Philip
Sousa’s ‘Fifth String.’ Since our -
brarians cannot cater golely to the sav-
ing remnant, they will find a practicable
compromise in Mr. Foster’s idea of buy-
ing only a few of the best current novels.
" The plan has the sanction of notable
authority, for Mr. Foster is one of the
eminently successful public librarians in
America. He has so administered his
trust that of his total circulation the
proportion of fiction (including juve-
nile and adult, classic and current) has
declined from .70+ in 1883 to 56+ in
1901. This result he has accomplished
by making freely accessible a “stan-
dard library” of the best books in all
 literature, by publishing attractive lists
| of essays, biographies, and travels, and
| by seeing that the disappointed appli-
cant for trash has a chance to draw
something more entertaining. Thus he
managed to buy only seventeen current
novels in 1901, and at the same time to
maintain the library at a high level of
| popularity and efficiency.

A Mr. Foster cannot be found in every
city and town; but if a few thousand
of the Carnegie librarians can keep their
percentage of fiction down to .00, the
question of purchasing new novels will
golve itself. Candid observers will grant |

| that with a smaller proportion of fic- |
| tion in circulation the library is likely |
‘to lose its character as & resort for !
'young and old, an instrument for the |
‘education of all who can read.

But if the circulation of fiction rises
"to 70 per cent. of the total, there is no
cause for alarm. A good novelv is one
of the best of books. From the days of
Homer to those of Thomas Hardy, the

| story, which presents the c::c;rertle, k;;; \
4 Omll.‘. ,. ..
K ;;gymnllln nd 6efclly to all read-
he most brilliant generaliza-
Rfons of history and philosophy. Gib-
"bon, whose ‘Decline and Fall of the Ro-
man Empire’ is surely solid enough to
it the most exacting taste, declared,

The romance of ‘Tom Jones,” that ex-

gisite picture of human, manners, will

tlive the palace of the Escurial and

e imperia) dagle of the house of Aus-

» “The poor novel, too, has its place

divine economy. People who be-
their literary education by reading
s crudest of tales are likely to move
Ally upward. The boy who ds held

by ‘Old King Brady, or the
Doctor’s Plot’ and the girl who
ver ‘Blsie Dinsmore’ will both.
‘profit . by the. ‘Scarlet Letter,
n the Floss’ ‘A Tale of Two
? snd ‘Vanity Fair’ 1t Mr. Car
helps such progress, he can {eo} \
 millions are 3 :

|
.

‘by Howard Chandler

3 (e p e PX~
claimed: "It is of no use. If the God
of Heaven will not atd ‘'me, 1 ask the
prince of darkness to come."” Satan
appeared to him in the guise of a hand-
some man. He had with him a vielin
containing five strings—one string pity,
another hope, one attuned to love, an-
other to joy, but the fifth string would
bring death to the one who played on
it. With this violin he would win the
woman he loved. He returned to New
York, his success was assured and Miss
Wallace loved him. Her love, how-
ever, is largely mixed with jealousy.
She notices he does not use the fifth
string and thinking it is made of the

hair of some woman whom he once

loved, she insists on his playing on it,

and he falls dead upon the stage. It is

a clever book, a book such as would be

| clan. It wil undoubtedly

| ¢ meet

large and well deserved sale, w’Itth la
handsomely illustrated by I*Iowards

Chandler Christy, and
delightful book to Own‘altogether "

The Brown-Merrill
o}js. Ind. et

. ~
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The Fifth String By John Philp| .
Sousa. Indiapapolis. The Bowen-
Merrill Compawy. Sousa, one of the
prlncés of bamyd masters, has not been
popularly - suspectied .ofs literary, as
well as rausical gifts, but that he pos-
cesses them just the same.is clearly
showf in this fascinating love story. |
No ‘reader can lay it down after once
hecoming acquainted with its inter-
esting characters, The iPustrations,
Christy, are
‘vivid iNustrations oy
shown by the fact that five edition
e already been called for.

’\Qny. Indian-}

reason Mr. Sousa’s The Fifth String is of
The story is very slight, but
the publishers have brought it out in a most
attractive manner, with an artistic cover, and
with a number of illustrations by the popular

| unique interest.

Howard Chandler Christy.

As for the plot,
well, it is not commonplace.

There is some-
thing intensely romantic about a violin, espe-
pecially about this violin, with its deadly fifth
string. If it had not been for the help of
Satan, Diotti, the Tuscan violinist, could not
have won the love of Miss Wallace, a beautiful
Christy girl.  For it is Satan who brings to
Diotti, in the far-away Island of Bahama, a
violin with five strings: the string of pity, of
hope, of love, of joy, of death. And wonderful
is the music which Diotti brings forth. All

New York is at his feet, and Miss Wallace is
Her father, however, a practical man of
millions, dislikes a “fiddler” as a prospective
husband. Doubts are sown in the mind of the
daughter, and through jealousy she compels

his.

the violinist to play upon the fifth string. The
result may be imagined. Mr. Sousa has done
well, considering that story writing is not his
calling, and he is very fortunate in having
secured publishers who have made of his book
a delight to look upon.

‘From.
Address

Date

John Philip Sousn,_;'ho is alternating his
The way in whic musical with literary laurels, is preparing

A account of his boyliood days in-Wash-
this capttgl story has “caught on”  if\ingtor g ;
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4 My Sousa w .;;"6 "i ‘M .4' I can get the 'lo’eal color,” as you call it. Jate.... B B0 W S _ b
; (i ng or, les. :’:‘teh f:;e:"l)art of the story will deal ‘ i
| T Bows, thie b o fast becomink s, There b o sove sty tmes and | BANDMASTER SOUSA .
Btring” hae mmtghet;o t::::";)f &T::wyf;itlg and the bock w{m end with the engage- i AS A NOVEL‘ST. )
¢ aphlevement, and, while two librettists mmop. o: b SRR S e I L
®re pleading with him to write the scores ;n:ke. that possible there'll be.two girls. | His “Fifth String” Among the Best
| for their books, Sousa is pianning o | "'f“‘«n‘t decided on a namé for the book, Selling Books of the Year, to ' 84
L write books of his own. Which will contain from 800,000 to 10,00 i Be Followed by a Char. ' K, 1854.
His first literary work (s still fresh from words. There were only about, 17,000 words actor Stary ]
:.:he Dress, and yet “The Nurch King” | iP “The Fifth String,’ so you see there's ki X ik |
be g -
b i o s o compicd | & 580 e T R0 WU | g ity Sos gt nore, b
OINCRR hem o has O-n ; th - | reaay” written.” Fifth h.h'mg. _hns leaped {nm' rer}mrkahl'e‘
has written 6,000 o‘] y -‘0' e ',‘Pr, o While Sousa did not adm't it, it is more I\pﬂ\lhll‘lt,\', e g ah:"“dy e -hfth et |
RG> o wil't'h WOrY R.‘ which w!ll stand . e t-hat 11" il nl‘lk 5 Vi) tion, ulrlmugl} pul')hshnd onI:y six woe.ks
pres th.e last unimportant re. an probabie : e ‘ e ‘e ago. A leading literary review from its
sions before going into the priuter's | one of the boyish figures to tell the ear- reports of the sales of hookstores and
hand. lter story of his own life, department  stores, places ‘‘The Iifth
In the intermisston that came in his “And the second story?” he asked, an- String” at the head of the best-selling
evening codncert at the Auditor'um | Swering the question with a question.
Wednesday, Sousa told in tha s'mpile, “That's another violin story. Only this
stra'ghtforward way that characterizes | time it's a vielin girl, and there's no
everything he does when he is not crook- | string to {t; that ls, there's no unusual
ing his white gloved fingers or striking number of strings. I'm going to leave
attitudes for an audience's enterta‘nment, out the mystic aml superratural, but the &
©of the purposes that he hcpes to acccin. story will end sadly. I haven't it all
plish, . mapped out in my mind yet, but I have P
“I'm at work on my second bLook, I what you might call the scenario of the ’
know what I want to write, and I Lave story definitely fixed. "4
the persons and scenes =o clearly fixed n “Mrs. Sousa didn't like my woman in | :
my mind that I don't beleve I'll have “The Fifth String.’ She thought that she J
any trouble !n putting them on paper, The | would repel, but I've knewn lots of wom- !
first story is of the iife of two boys in | en like her.”
Eastern Washington, beginning just aft “Have you any plans for new operas?”
er the Civil War, I was born in that -““'011, Morton, who wrote the music for
section of the city, within s'x blocks of ‘San Toy,’ has sent me a scenario for a
the Capitol. Perhaps you are not fam'l'ar . pew opera for which he wants me to fur-
enough with Wash‘ngton to know that l n'sh the score, but if I do any work of
the people who lived !n its castern’ por- ' this kind scon I am already committed G
tion have the idea thut it is just about to Klein, with whom I did ‘El Capitan.’ | | JOHN PHILIP SOUSA.
\ anted to build the England and the continent ahead of me, | | l)'nu\\s ‘nf Hu-' year, .hl e Sousa’s inva
S::)‘:::)lleﬂ:;r:; ::: (t‘h:.l.t._ .thr- In.nd was so and my two storles are not going to be | :'ml‘nl :l 't‘ln: .fl;“d ?t;"i.l(.::(:':(.“:\lvi :l':'ll;I'[ll;l:Ie_
5 iovernment could not neglected, so my chance for (‘OHU)”S'“K, 2 8 ERORaL DR 10 AERE
pay the price, That’s the stery, 1 don't b fre et CoRATRY ik ek \paAtats; i lowed the career of *‘the march King
say how true it is. : e o 1 e ! closely were aware that hc: was a fluent
“Well, I know every foot of the ground. ‘f: a"j‘l rate, I do'n . k"‘()“ fm?‘ }l 3 Wi ! :nu! ‘1'l~|'(‘1".|'|ll \\'rl'h-r"un |||v1s1f-:|l subjects.
I've hunted over all the river m.l,‘gh. - "hs Wil pan' it Ut f“n L t.’m i | “The IYifth string™ was written l.:l.\'I sum-
PRI Fifth String' was all mine, and they will | mer at Manhattan Beach. The idea had
and I am certain that I've killed 10,000 be, too.” : haunted Sousa for a longz time, and he
B e i At Dve ebad ths e, too. aunte ousa for ..l lonz tim % i p
P finnlly yielded to its influence and com
| Yotomac just as thoroughly, and I think mitted the story of the love and tragedy
\ of the Tuscan violinist to paper. Two days
\. before he sailed for Europe the romance
% ——— was sold to the Bowen-Merrill Company,
A\ s of Indianapolis, and the author saw no
’(_ 1 more of it until the completed work was
\ placed in his hands a few weeks aco, He
\ k did not even have the satisfaction of read-
\ ing the proofs of his first novel or of 5
% viewing the drawings of Christy tor illus-
trate the story. Tt is an &en secret.that
by Sousa  will soon busy himself with the

preparation of a character story based on
m Y, j,l)(-idvnls and impressions of his hoyhood,
. TINTRY S 5 « . . 134 & :
«vhich he has tentatively named “The Pipe-
fown Stories.”

dress Fait 4 As long ago as 1885 Nousa wrote a book
VA“V‘ : i/ f 'inN‘Il‘.llt'linn for the trumpet and drum,

te al s -~ /r’ which s the standard text-hook on the
s' gubject to-day, and a few years later he

! published his  vemarkable collection of

SOUSA WRITING . ANOTHER BOOK. | e Nationa). Patriote and Typical Alrs

of All Lands.” the most complete compila-

Flushed by the ease with which the critics tion of the kind in the world, His edi-
let down his first effort at sustained literary torial work in the preparation of this hook
composition, “The -Flt’ph, String,” John Philip displayed much literary ability. Abont this
Bousa is writing another book, which he time Sousa began to scribble verse, some
hopes to have on the presses by autumn, P of which found its way into the magazines.

The march composer will not yet say what " An early effort of this kind was “The Typi-

the story:is about or what its title is to be v : " :
, kg | S oz v s cal. Tune of Zanzibar,” which afterward
}:utla.lt u.:Wn ‘the Jocale will be in Vir- was so tremendously popular as a topical

the theme very different from that
~

™

" i gong in YE| Capitan.” A
- o L mm L ¥

yrote and rew hret
fitted to music of his own composition,
and that effort had the distinguished hon-
or of being refused by nearly every prom-
inent manager in the country. Sousa was
not discouraged, and rewrote the opera
once again, This time it found favor and
was finally produced as “The Bride-Elect.”
The public liked the work, but the critics
gcoffed at the idea of a composer-librets
tist. When his next opera, “The Charla-
tan,!” was written, Mr. Sousa con_f.ributod
the lyrics anonymously, and a certain New
Vork dramatic writer congratulated him
ipon his good sense in permitting a literary
nan write his new verses rather than at-
>mpt them himself. Such is the value of -
diseriminating judgment! :
His “Show Baby” song in “The Bride-
Klect” is as dainty and sweet a lyric as
can be found in any comic opera, while
his “Goat Song,” in the same opera, is an
admirable example of the development of
a humorous .idea. Sousa's opinions om
musical subjects are gsought by publishers, |
and he has written some tHoughtful essays |
on “Nationality in Music,” “Goretnmehtpln
Subsidy of Art,” ete. e
Sousa and his band will give a concert |
t the Academy of Music on Tuesday.
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“THE FIFTH STRING?

JOHN .
PHILIP
SOUSA

1. >

The coming of Diotti;to America bhad-
awakened more than usual interest ine
the man and his work. His marvelous
success aa violinist in the leading capital
of Eyrope, together with many brillian
contributions to the literature of his in-
strument, had long been favorably com-
mented on by the critics of the old world,
Many stories of his struggles and his tri-
umphs had found their way across the
ocean and had been read and reread with
interest.

Therefore, when Mr. Henry Perkins, the
well-known {mpresario, announced with
an air of conscious pride and pardonable
enthusiasm that he had secured Diotti
for a “limited’”’ number of concerts, Per-
kins' friends assured that wide-awake
gentleman that his foresight amounted
to positive genius, and they predicted an
unparallelea success for his star. On
account of his wonderful ability as player,
Diottl was a favorite at half the courts
of Burope, and the astute Perkins en-
larged upon this fact without regard for
the feelings of the courts or the violinist.

On the night preceding Diotti’s debut

woman. He offered her his arm and to-
gether they made their way to the draw-‘
ing-room, !

‘“Perhaps, some day, one will come wha
can sing a song of perfect love in per:
fect tones, and your soul will be attuned
to his melody."”

‘“‘Perhaps—and good night,” she softly,
said, leaving his arm and joining her
friends, who accompanied her to the car-
riage.

I1.

The intangible something that placed
the stamp of popular approval on one
musical enterprise, while another equally
artistic and as cleverly managed lan-
guishes in a condition of unindorsed
greatness, remains one of the unsolved
mysteries.

‘When -a worker in the vineyard of mu-
sic or the drama offere his choicest tokay
to the public, that fickle coquette may
;}xrn to the more ordinary and less suc-
ulent cqoneordy: And the worker and the
public 1tself*know not why.

It is true, Diotti's fame had preceded

in New York, he was the center of attracs:
tion at a reception given by Mrs. Llewel-
lyn, a social leader, and a devoted patron
of the arts. The violinist made a deep
impression on those fortunate enough t
be near him during the evening. He won’
the respect of 4he men by his observa-
tions on matters of international interest,
and the admiration of the gentler sex by
his chivalric estimate of woman’s influ-
ence in the world's progress, on ‘which
eubject he talked with rarest good humor
and delicately impligd gallantry.

During one of those sudden and unex-
plainable lulls that always occur in gen-
eral drawing-room conversations, Diotti
turned to Mrs. Llewellyn and whispered:
“Who i{s the charming young woman
Just entering?"

““The beauty in white?"”

‘““Yes, the beauty in white,”” softly echo-

ing Mrs. Llewellyn's query. He leaned
forward and with eager eyes gazed in
admiration at the newcomer. -#He sgeme
hypnotized by the vision, which moye!
slowly from between the blue-tinted por-
tleres and stood for the insfint, a per-:
fect embodiment of radiangvomanhood,
silhouetted agamst the silkéf drapery.

“That is Miss Wallace, Miss Mild;
Wallace, only chila of one of
prominent bankers.” e’ e

*“She is beautiful—a queen by divine
right,” cried he, and then with a ming-
ling of impetuosity and importuy »3-
treated his hostess to present himy

And thus they met.

Mrs. Llewellyn's entertainments were
celebrated, and justly so. At her recep-
tions one always heard the Jbest singers
and players of the season, and Eplcurus’
soul could rest in peace, for her.chef had
an international reputation. Oh, remem-
ber, you music-fed.ascetle, many, aye,
very many, regard the transition from
Tschaikowsky to terrapin,from Beethoven
to burgundy with hearts aflame with an-
ticipatory joy-—and Mrs. Llewellyn's din- 9
ing-room was crowded.

Misa Wallace and Diotti had wandered
into the conservatory. “A desire for
bhappiness is our common heritage,”’ he
was saying in his richly melodious voice,

‘“But to deflne what constitutes hap-
piness is very difficult,” she replied

““Not necessarily,” he went on; ‘if the
motive la clearly within our grasp, the
attainment is possible.”

“For example?'' she asked.

“The miser is happy when he hoards
his gold; the philanthropist when he als-
tributes his. The attainment is identical,
but the motives are antipodal.”

‘“Then one poseessing sufficient motives
happy without end?’ she 8

3 0
had happiness within herpower.”

“mhe gods thought not,” sald she; “in
their very pity they changed her into
stone, and with streaming eyes she ever
tells the story of her sorrow.”

“But are her chilaren weeping?’ he
asked. “I think not. Happiness can
bloom from the sceds of deepest woe,” and
in a tone almost reverential, he contin-
ned: “I remember a picture in one of our
Itallan galleries that always impressed
me as the ideal image of maternal hap-
piness. It is a painting of the Christ-
mother standing by the body of the Cru-
cified. Beauty was still hers, and the
drees of grayish hue, nunlike in its sim-
pHeity, seemed more than royal robe,
Her face, {lluminea as with a light from
heaven, seemed inspired with this thought:
‘They have killed Him—they have Kklilled
my son! Oh, God, 1 thank Thee that His
suffering is at an end!” And as I gazed at

he holy face, another light seemed to

nange it by degrees from saddened

otherhood to triumphant woman! Then
ame: ‘He is not dead, He but sleeps; He
will rise again, for He is the best be-
loved of the Father!" "

“g8till, fate can rob us of our patrimo-
ny,’' she replied, after a pause.

. **Not while life is here and eternity be-
vond;"" he =aid, reassuringly.

“What if a soul lies dormant and will
mot arouse?’ she asked. .

‘“There are souls that have no motive
ow enough for earth, but only high
enough for heaven,” he said, with evi-
dent intention, looking almost directly at
ther,

“Then one must come who speaks in
mature's tongue,”’ she continued.

“And the soul will then awake,"
added earnestly.

‘“But is there such a one?"’ she asked.

“Perhaps,” he almost whispered, his
thought father to the wish,

“I am afraid not,”” she sighed. L §
etudied drawing, workea diligently and, I
hope, intelligently, and yet 1 was quickly
convinced that a counterfeit presentment
of nature was puny and insignificant. I
painted Niagara. My friends praised my
effort, 1 saw Niagara again—I destroyed

the picture.”

““But you must be prepared to . accept
the limitations of man and his work,”
sald the philosophical violinist.

+ “Annihilation of one’s own 'identity In
the moment is poseible in nature’s domain
—never in man’'s. The resistless, never-

ending rush of the waters, madly churn-
ing, pitilessly dashing against the rocks
below; the mighty roar of the loosened
glant; that . %as Niagara. My picture
seemed but a smear of paint.”

“Still, man has won the admiration of
man by his achievements,’” he eaid.

‘‘Alas, for me,"” she sighed, “I have not
felt it."

‘“‘Surely you have bheen stirred by the
wonders man has accomplished In music's
realm?’’ Diotti ventured.

“I never have been.”
and reflectively. )
" “But does not the nassion-laden.theme
of a master, or the marvelous feeling of a
player awaken your emotions?”’ persisted

he

She spoke sadly

e,
She stood leaning lightly against a pillar
_by the fountain. *“I never hear a pianist,

However great and famous, but I see the

_ little cream-colored hammers within the
" piano bobbing up and down like acrobatic
?fpwnlel.- I never ‘hear the plaudits of

rfitished.

= | into a chair. He had

‘dreams, were

hi has preceded others and
h *been proof against finan-
X "All this preliminary,—and it

but necéssary to recall that on the
“evening of December the 12th Diotti made
his initial bow in New York, to an audi-;
ence .that ‘completely filled every avalla-
‘ble space in the Academy of Music—a rep-
resentative ' audience, distihguished alike
for beauty, wealth and discernment.
When the violinist appeared for his solo,
he quietly acknowledged the cordial re-
ception of the audience, and immediately
proceeded with the business of the even-
ing. At a Blight nod from him the con-
ductor rapped attention, then lauched
the orchestra into the introduction of the
concerto, Dlotti's4favorite, selected for
the first number, As the violinist turned
to the conductor he facead slightly to the
left and in a direct line with the second
proscenium box. His polse was admirable.
He was handsome; with the olive-tinteds
warmth of his Southern home—fairly tall,
straight-limbed and lithe—a picture of
poetic grace. His was the face of a man
who trusted without reserve, the manner
of one who believed implicitly, feeling that

'good was universal and evil acclaental.

As the musle grew louder and the or-
chestra approached the peroration of the

pldce of the coming solo, the violinist

®ed his head slowly. Suddenly his eyes
met the gaze of the solitary occupant of
the second proscénium box. His face
He looked inquiringly, almost
appealingly, at her, She sat immovablae
and serene, a lace-framed vision in white.
It was'ehe who, since he had met her,
only the night before, held his very soul
in thraldom. "
He lifted his bow, tenderly placing It
on the strings. Faintly came the first
measures of the theme. The melody, no-
ble, limpid and Dbeautiful, floated in
dreamy sway over the vast auditorium,
and seemea to cast a mystic glamour
over the player. As the fipal note of the
first movement was dyving away, the audi-
ence, awakening from its delicious trance,
broke forth into spontaneous bravos.
Mildred Wallace, scrutinizing the pro-
gramme, merely darew her wrap closer
about her shoulders and sat more erect.
At the end of the concerto the applause
was generous enough to satisfy the most
exacting virtuceo. Diotti unquestionably
had scored the greatest triumph of his
career. But the lady in the box had re-

malined silent and unaffected throughout.

The poor fellow had seen only her dur-
ing the time he played, ana the mighty
cheers that came from floor and galleries
struck upon his ear like the echoes of
mocking demons. I.eaving the stage he
hurried to his dressing-room and sank
persuaded himself
should not be ing e to
ut he . dying
#pair came the thought: “I'am not great
enough for hér. I am but a man; her con-
gort should be a god. Her soul, un-
touched by human passion or human sktil,
demands the power of godlike genlus to
arouse it."”
Music lovers crowded into his dressing-
room, enthusiastic in their pralses. Cards
conveying delicate compliments written
in Qelicate chirography poured in upon
him, but in vain he looked for some sign,
some word from her.
Quickly he left the theater and sought
his hotel.
A menacing cloud obscured the wintry
moon. A clock soumded the midnight
hour.

He threw himself
almost sobbed his
burden was:

“I am not great enough for her.
but a man. I am but a man!”

I11.

Perkins called in the morning. Perkins
was happy—Perkins was positively joy-
ous, and Perkins was self-satisfied. The
violinist had made a great hit. But Per-
kins, confiding in the white-coated dis-
penser who concocted his' matin Martini,
very dry, an hour before, said he regarded
the success due as much to the manage-
ment as to the artist. And Perkins be-
lleved it. Perkins usually took all the
credit for a success, and with charming
consistency placed all responsibility for
failure on the shoulders of the hapless
artist,

When Perkins entered Diotti'es room he
found the violinist heavy-eyed and de-
jected. ‘“My dear Signor,”” he began,
ghowing a large envelope bulging with
newspaper clippings, ‘I have brought the
notices. They are quite the limit, T as-
sure you. Nothing like them ever heard
before—all tuned in the same key, as you
musical fellows would say,” and Perkins
cpcked hls eye.

Perkins enjoyed a glorious reputation
with himself for bright eayings, which
he always accompanied with a cock of
the eye. The musician not showing any
visible appreciation of the manager's
metaphor, Perkins immediately proceeded
to uncock his eye.

“Passed the box office coming up,” con-
tinued this voluble enlightener; ‘‘nothing
left. but a few seats in the top gallery.
We'll stand them on their heads tomor-
row night—see if we don’'t.’” Then he
handed the bursting envelope of notices
to Diotti, who listlessly put them on the
table at his side.

‘“Too tired to read, eh?" sald Perkins,
and then with the advance-agent instinct
strong within him he selected a clipping,
and touching the violinist on the shoul-
der: ‘Let me read this one to you. It is
by Herr Totenkellar. He is a hard nut
to crack, but he did himself proua this
time. Great critic when he wants to be."

Perkins cleared his throat and began:
“Diotti combines tremendous feeling with
equally tremendous technique., The en-
tire audience was under the witchery of

and
their

upon the bed
thoughts, and

I am

statement with bowed head. ‘‘His tone is
.full, round and clear; his interpretation
lends a story-telling charm to the music;
for, while we drank deep at the fountain
‘of exquisite melody, we saw sparkling
within the waters the lights of Paradise.
New York never has heard his equal. He
stands @alone, pre-eminent, an artistic
glant.”

@ ¢crowd for ‘the artist and watch him

i . Q_DOW . v . ants

‘N ow hat's wha q groat '’ said

oldering, and in his de- b o

his art.” Diott} siowly negatived that

e 3

man's intentions were sincere, but his
newspaper was unusually interesting that
morning. He was doeply engrossed in an
article on the causes leading to matri-
monial infelicities when his 'bus passed
the Academy box office.

He was six blocks farther down town
when he finlshea the article, only to find
that it was a carefully worded advertise-
ment for a new patent medicine, and of
course he had not time to return. ‘'Oh,
well,” said he, “I'll get them when I go
up town tonight.” v

But he did not. So with fear in his
heart and a red-faced woman on his arm
he approached the box office. ‘‘Not a
seat left,” sounded to his henpecked ears
like the concluding words of the black-
robed judge: ‘and may the Lord have
mercy upon your soul.”” But a reprieve
came, for one of the aforesald beacon
lights of hope rushed forward, saying:
“I have two goods seats, not far back,
and only ten aplece.” And the gentleman
with fear in his heart and the red-faced
woman on his arm passed in.

They saw the largest crowd in the his-
tory of the Academy. Every seat was
occupled, every foot of standing room
taken. Chairs were placed in the side
aisles. The programmes announced that
it was the eecond appearance in America
of Angelo Diottl, the renowned Tuscan
violinist.

The orchestra had perfunctorily ground
out the overture to ‘“Der Freischuetz,"
the baritone had stentorianly emitted
“Dio Possente,” the soprano was working
her way through the closing measures of
the mad scene from ‘Lucla,” and Diottl
was number four on the programme. The
conductor stood besids his platform, ready
to ascend as Diott} appeared

The audlence, every ready to act when
those on the stage cease that occupation
‘gave a splendid imitation of the historic
last scene at the Tower of Babel. Hav-
ing accomplished this to its evident sat-
isfaction, the audience proceeded, like
the closing phrase of the ‘‘Goetterdaem-
merung’’ Dead March, to become exceed-
ingly quiet—then expectant.

This expectancy lasted fully three min-
utes. Then there were some Iimpatient
handeclappings. A few persons whispered:
“Why 1is he late?” “Why doesn't he
come?”’ “I wonder where Diotti is,”” and
then came unmistakable signs of impa-
tience. At its helght Perkins appeared,
hesitatingly. Nervous ana jerky he
walked to the center of the stage, and
ralsed his hand begging silence. The
audience waa stilled.

“Ladles and gentlemen,” he falteringly
said, ‘“‘Signor Diotti left his hotel at T
o'clock and was driven to the Academy.
The callboy rapped at his dressing-room,
and not receiving a reply, opened the
@&oor to find the room empty. We have
despatched searchers in every direction
and have sent out a police alarm. Wae
fear some accident has befallen the
Signor. We ask your indulgence for the
keen disappointment, and beg to say that
yvour money will be refunded at the box-
office.”

Diotti had disappeared as completely a®
though the earth haa swallowed him,

V.

My Dearest Sister: You doubtless were
exceedingly mystified and ‘troubled over
the report that was flashed to Europe re-
garding my sudden disappearance on the
eve of my second concert in New York.

Fearing, sweet Francesca, that you
might mourn me as dead, I eent the cable-
gram you recelved some weeks since, tell-
Ing you to be of good heart and await
my letter. To make my action thoroughly
understood I must glve you a record of
what happened to me from the first day I
arrived in America. I found a great In-
terest manifested in my premiere, ana
socially everything was done to make me
happy.

Mrs. James\Llewellyn. 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 m d
. ask her name®f--
.ﬁmth:he is like, I hea
lttoly ;}:o‘l’doo,’» ;Do ; ﬂ\"c'?cé
of a Madonna; rkest
blue, hair lndm,&w{mue of
tawny coOlor—-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 the hotel that evening
I could not sleep. Her image ever was
before me, elusive ,ana shadowy. And
yvet we seemed to grow farther and far-
ther apart—she nearer heaven, I nearer
earth,

The next evening I gave my first and
what I fear may prove my last concert
in America. The vision of my dreams was
there, radiant in rarest beauty. Sin'gu-
larly enough, she was in the direct line
of my vision while I played. I saw only
her, played but for her, and cast my soul
at her feet. She sat indifferent and silent.
“Cold?"’ you say. No! No! Francesca,
not cold; superfor to my poor efforts. I
realized my limitations. I questioned.my
genius. When I returned to bow my ac-
knowledgments for the most generous ap-
plause I have ever received, there was no
sign on her part that I had interested her,
either through my talent or by appeal to
her curlosity. I hoped agalnst hope that
some word might come from her, but I
was doomed to disappointment. The
critics were fulsome ‘in their praise ana
the public was lavish with its plaudits
but 1 wae abjectly miserable.. Anome{-
sleepless night and I was determined to
see her. She recelved me most graciously
although I fear she thought my wvisit one
of vanity—wounded vanity—and me petu-
lant because of her lack of appreciation

Oh, sister mine, I knew better, I
knew my heart craved one word, how-
ever matte-of-fact, that would rekindle
the hope that was dying within me,

Hesitatingly, and like a clumsy yokel
I blurted: “I have been wonderlné
whether you cared for the performance 1
gave?”’

“It certainly ought to make little qif-
ference to you,’" she replled; ‘‘the public
was enthusjastic enough In its indorse-
ment.”’

“But I want your opinion,” I pleaded.

“My opinion would not at all affect the
almost unanimous verdict,” she replied
calmly. ;

“And" I urged desperately, ‘‘yo >
not affected in the least?"” 3R

Very coldly she answered, “Not in the
least;’’ and then fearlessly, like a Princess
in the Palace of Truth: “If ever a man
comes who can awaken my heart, frankly
and honestly ‘I will confess it.”

‘‘Perhaps such a one lives,” I said
“but has yet to reach the height to win
yo%_yozh" he sal i

‘‘Speak it,”’ she sald, ‘“to win m ve!'

‘‘Yes,”” I crled, startled at heryc:\(:x?c:r
“to win your love.” Hope slowly rekin.
dled within my breast, ana then with:
half-closed eyes, and woolingly, she said:

“No drooping Clytie could be more con-
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that {s responsive in my soul.” d
Her emotion muet have surprised her

but immediately she regained her placid.

ity and reverted ne more tc the subisot.~
I went out into the gathering gloom.

cried:  “Do not play tonight. ' Study!
study! Perhaps in 'the 'full fruition of
your genius your musio, like the warm
western wind to the harp, may
to her soul.”

1 fled, and I am  here.

geene ang. __geen Wwde .

P s

) n riot with

Jet his muse ru by

i g: é‘.m Lovingly he. W&t;e: P

s ‘ﬂ th plaintive song Wgiv

stringe % trlumphant would

pd tisfied him. The

¢ a melody more beautiful

ar? had heard dwelt haunu:g;

th rdérs of his lmnglnatl«;‘:, :e
et er realization than when

was ho PR day's work closed, he

it violin within its casee,

the
?PNot yet, not yet; 1 have not

crept slowly on;

ut always with the
'kg:l'e gny, feverish and ex-
ayed on In monotone almost
1istless {s tired, overwrought br:li‘:
dem-ed'a rther thought. His ;:lrmw’th
fingers refused response to his W e, e

. Lollable outburst of grie

il 0t the violin to the floor,

ed
k) N ll‘: l":,'ha hopeless wreck. Extend-

f de-

cried, in the agony o
mil?-" 3{??;“%: no use! If the God of
guvéu will not ald me, I ask the prince

of darkness to come. &
but well-made an
A tilh Pt el :11 at the door of

handsome man: appeare that of one

manner was
;l:'?de,’\:‘:lt;- $veuant with the usages of

EooR A » gald the musiclan, sur-
21 bes pa b oy intrusion
and ibly nettled at the intr '
e o h toyrced politeness he asked:

ﬁg‘% t:;%m am I indebted for this unex- |

pected visit?"

“Allow me,"’
card from h
mueician, who read:
the lower left-hand corner,

8.""
D?';sz; the Prince,” sald the stranger,
bowing low,

There was no hint of the pavement-
made ruler in the information he gave,
but rather of the desire of one gentle-
man to set #nother right at the beginning.
The musician assumed a position of open-
mouthed wonder, gazing steadily at the
visitor. 3

“Satan?’ Be whispered hoarsely.

“You need help and advice,’ sald the
visitor, his ¥oice sounding like that of a
desciple of the healing art, and implying
that he h* thoroughly diagnosead the
cage, 4
“No, no,’” ‘cried the shuddering violin-
ist; ‘“‘go aw I do not need you."

“I regret { cannot accept that state-
gent as gofpel truth,” said Satan, sar-
castically, “for If ever a man needed
help, you aréthat man.” [

“But not ffom you,' replied Diotti.

“That stattment Is diecredited also by
your outburstof a few moments ago when
you called upon me."”

“I do not need you,’ reiterated the mu-
sielan. “I will have none of you!” and
he waved higarm toward the door, as {f
he desired the interview to end.

“I came af your behest, actuated en-
tirely by kinfmess of heart,” sald Satan.

Diotti laughed derisively, and Satan,
showing just the slightest feeling at
Diotti’'s behavior, eaid reprovingly: “If
you will listén a moment, and not be so
rude to an ulter stranger, we may reach
some conclusfon to your benefit.'

“‘Get thee hehind—'"'

I know exactly what you were about
to say. Have no fears on that score. I
have no demands to make and no impossi-
ble compactsito Inslet upon.”

“I have heard Uf you before,” knowing-
ly spoke the wiolinist, nodding his head
sadly.

‘“‘No doubtéou have,” smilingly. “My

” wed, weeks

sald the stranger taking a
case and handing it to the
“Satan,” and, In
*Prince of

reputation, ich has suffered at the
hands of {rresponsible people, ‘ig not of
the best, andplaces me at timex ip ¢\wyle
., But I am be to
The stranger lgoked®, 0
trition itself] “To prove my sincerity®™
desire to help you, Win her love, empha-
sizing her. !
“How can you hejp me?"’
“Very easily.. You have been wasting

time, energy \health in a wild desire
to play mgp- \.trou’ble lies not with

7ou me?"’ in: -the violin:

j Pou : sted.
e try h you,” re-
peated the visitor, ‘“‘but with the misera-
ble violln you have been using and have
just destroyed,” and he pointed to the
‘#Mhattered Snstrument.

Tears welled from the poor wviolinist's
eyes as he gazed on the fragments of his
beloved violin, the pleces lying scattered
about as the result of his unfortunate

stant than I to him who strikes the chord

Her words haunted me. A strange fee)- |-
ing came over me. A: voice within me |

bring life |

anger. i

“It was a Stradivarius,” sald Diottl,
sadly.

“Had it been a Stradivarius, an Amati
or a Guarnerius, or a host of others rolled
into one, you would not'have founq in it
the melody to win the heart of the woman
you love. Gat a better and more suita-
ble inetrument.”

“Where is one?”' earnestly interrogated
Diotti, vaguely realizing that Satan knew.

“In my posgession,” Satan replied.

“‘She would hate me if she knew I had
recourse to the powers of darkness to
gain her love," bitterly interposed Diotti.

Satan, wincing at this uncomplimentary
allusion to himself, replied rather warm-
ly: “My dear sir, were it not for the fact
that I feel in particularly good spirite this
morning, I should resent your ill-timed
remarks and Jeave you to end your mis- |
erable existenee with rope or pistol,’” and
Satan pantomimed both suicidal contin-
gencles,

“Do you want the violin or not?”

“I might lpok at it,” said Diotti, re-
solving mentally that he could go so far
without harm,’

“Very well,” sald Satan, He gave a
102‘ Wlhiltlo. "}b | folln case, came

n old man, bearing a v )y
“within the r%m. He bowed to the won-
dexing Diott{, and proceeded to open the
case. Taking the instrument out the old
man fondled jt with loving and tender
solicitude, pognting out its many beautles
—the exquisite blending of the curves, the
evenness of t ain, the peculiar color-
ing, the lovely contour of the neck, the
graceful outlipes of the body, the scroll,
rivaling the ereations of the ancient
sculptors, the solidity of the bridge and
its elegantly iparved heart, and, waxing
exceedingly usfastic, holding up the
instrument ‘ang Jooking at it as one does
at a cluater e adled, ‘‘the ad-
Justment of

“That will

d tnter;'upted Satan, tak-
ing the vio :

» the little man, who
; moniously took his
dan the devil, pointing to
bt asked: ‘“Isn’t it a

ng it keenly, replied:
the kind of violin I

slessly observed the
that extra etring.”
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Solain the peculiar char-
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Therefore when Mr. Henry Perkins, th
)y Mr, , the
:v:ll;iknown impresario, announced with
enthul;a()t conscious pride and pardonable
Yor & Jhsm tl}'a.t he had secured Diotti
Kins: mited” number of concerts, Per-
:sillxre(} thfllt wide-awake

8 foresight amounte

:31 Positive genius, and they predicted a;:
ac::ra.lleled Success for his star. On
Dlotant of his wonderful ability as player,
of i Wwas a favorite at half the courts
largedmpe' and the astute Perking en-
redad - lupon this fact without regard for
(gn e:higxglogtthe courts or the violinist.
TN York? e preceding Diotti’s debut
tlon at a reception given by Mrs. Llewel-

l)in, a socfal leader, and a devo
0

ng been favorably com-
e critics of the old world,
his struggles and his tri-
nd their way across the
been read and reread with

the arts. The violinist made a deep
pression on those fortunate enough t,
be near him during the evening. He won’

© respect of yhe men by his observa-
tions on matters of international interest,
ana the admiration of the gentler sex by
his chivalric estimate of woman’s influ-
ence in the world's progress, on ‘which
Subject he talked with rarest good humor
and delicately impligd gallantry.

uring one of those sudden and unex-

Plainable lulls that always occur in gen-
eral drawing-room conversations, Diotti
}‘urned to Mrs. Llewellyn and whispered:
Who s the charming young woman
Just entering ?"’

:‘The beauty in white?"”

‘Yes, the beauty in white,” softly echo-
ing Mrs, Llewellyn's query. He leaned

| admiration at the newcomer, ‘&e seeme
hypnotized by the vision, which moye
\ Blowly from between the blue-tinted por-
tleres and stood for the insftint, a per-
fect embodiment of radiang omamhood, |
silhouetted agatst the silk (impery.

“That is Mies Wallace, Miss Mil
Wallace, only chila of one of :
prominent bankers.' P e i

“She {s beautiful—a queen by divine
right,” cried he, and then with a ming-
ling of impetuosity and importy R
treated his hostess to present h

And thus they met.

Mrs. Llewellyn's entertainments were
celebrated, and justly so. At her recep-
tions one always heard the Dest singers
and players of the season, and Eplcurus’
soul could rest in peace, for her.chef had
an international reputation. Oh, remem-
ber, you music-fed ascetle, many, aye,
very many, regard the transition from
Tschatkowsky to terrapin, from Beethoven
to burgundy with hearts aflame with an-
ticipatory joy—and Mrs. Llewellyn’s din-
ing-room was crowded.

Misa Wallace and Diotti had wandered
into the conservatory. ‘““A desire for
happiness is our common heritage,” he
was saying in his richly melodious voice.

“But to deflne what constitutes hap-
piness i{s very difficult,” she replied
‘“Not necessarily,” he went on; ‘“if the

motive i@ clearly within our grasp, the
attainment is possible.”

“For example?'' she asked.

‘““The miser is happy when he hoards
his gold; the philanthropist when he ais-
tributes his. The attainment is identical,
but the motives are antipodal.”

‘“Then one poseessing sufficient motives

% gested doubting
’ “'Tlmf‘m”ﬁ#y’f*!ﬂ'y
had happiness within her -power.”

“The gods thought not,”’ sald she; “in
their very pity they changed her into
- gtone, and with streaming eyes she ever
tells the story of her sorrow."”

“But are her chilaren weeping?'’ he
asked. “I think not. Happiness can
bloom from the sceds of deepest woe,” and
in a tone almost reverential, he contin-
ued: “I remember a picture in one of our
Itallan galleries that always impressed
me as the ideal image of maternal hap-
piness. It is a painting of the Christ-
mother standing by the body of the Cru-
cified. Beauty was still hers, and the
dress of grayish hue, nunlike in its sim-
pHeity, seemed more than royval robe.
Her face, {lluminea as with a light from
heaven, seemed inspired with this thought:
‘“They have killed Him-—they have killed
my son! Oh, God, 1 thank Thee that His
suffering is at an end!” And as I gazed at
the holy face, another light seemed to
nange it by degrees from saddened
otherhood to triumphant woman! Then
ame: ‘He is not dead, He but sleeps; He
will rise again, for He is the best be-
loved of the Father!' "

“Still, fate can rob us of our patrimo-
ny,'' she replied, after a pause.

‘“Not while life is here and eternity be-
lvond,;'’ he =aid, reassuringly.

“What if a soul lies dormant and will

mot arouse?’ she asked.

“There are souls that have no motive
ow enough for earth, but only high
enough for heaven,” he said, with evi-

dent intention, looking almost directly at
ther,

“Then one must come who speaks in
mature's tongue,”’ she continued.
‘““And the soul will then awake,"
added earnestly.

‘““But is there such a one?"’ she asked.

he

““Perhaps,” he almost whispered, his
thought father to the wish.
“I am afraid not,” she sighed. )

etudied drawing, workea diligently and, I
hope, intelligently, and yet 1 was quickly
convinced that a counterfeit presentment
of nature was puny and insignificant. I
painted Niagara. My friends praised my
effort. I saw Niagara again—I destroyed
the picture.”

‘“But you must be prepared to accept
the limitations of man and his work,”
sald the philosophical violinist.

- “Annihilation of one’s own identity in
the moment is poseible in nature’'s domain
—never in man's. The resistless, never-
ending rush of the waters, madly churn-
ing, pitilessly dashing against the rocks
below; the mighty roar of the looeened
glant; that ¥as Niagara. My picture
seemed but a smear of paint.”

“Still, man has won the admiration of
man by his achievements,” he eaid.

‘‘Alas, for me,"” she sighed, “I have not
felt it.””

“‘Surely yvou have bheen stirred by the
wonders man has accomplished in music's
realm?’’ Diotti ventured.

“I never have been.”
and reflectively. !

‘‘But doee not the passion-laden.theme
of a master, or the marvelous feeling of a
I player awaken your emotions?”’ persisted

he.
| 8he stood leaning lightly against a pillar
by the fountain. “I never hear a pianist,
however great and famous, but I see the
. little cream-colored hammers within the

Piano bobbing up and down like acrobatic
brownies. I never hear the plaudits of

the crowd for ‘the artist and watch him
refurn to bow his thanks, but I mentally
~demand that these little acrobats, each
‘re#ting on an individual pedestal, and
- Weary from his efforts, shall appear to
_Peceive'n share of the applause.
=*When I listen to a great singer,” con-

ued this ‘world-defying skeptic, “‘trill-
ing like - a thrush, scampering over the
#cales, I see a clumsy lot of ah, ah, ahs,
awkwardly, uncertainly ambpling up the
gamuyt, saying, ‘were it not for us she
could not sing

She spoke sadly

lottl; t6" America had.
than ugual interest inf

§ Wwork. His marvelous
{8t in the leading c&pltali

the literature of his in-

was the center of attrags;:

ted patron\

forward and with eager eyes gazed iastmlght-llmbed

hurried to his dressing-room and sank
could be happy without end?’ she ‘la;a, into a chair. He had persuaded himself
. The Nlobb’"%fo r\mt

thus—give us our meed of

J

woman. He offered her his arm and to-
gether they made their way to the drawy
ing-room, !
‘‘Perhaps, some day, one will come wha
can sing a song of perfect love in pers
fect tones, and your soul will be attuned
to his melody."

‘‘Perhaps—and good night,” she softly,
said, leaving his arm and joining her
friends, who accompanied her to the car-
riage.

I

The intangible something that placee
the stamp of popular approval on one
musical enterprise, while another equally
artistic and as cleverly managed lan-

gulshes In a conditlon of unindorsed
greatness, remains one of the unsolved
mysteries.

‘When a worker in the vineyard of mu-
slc or the drama offere his cholcest tokay
to the public, that fickle coquette may
;}l{n to the more ordinary and less suﬁ:—

ulent cqoneordy: And the worker and the
public Itz!elﬂg’ktbww not why.

It is true, Diottl's fame had preceded

him, . g has preceded others and
ha *been proof against finan-
. X "All this preliminary,—and it

but necéssary to recall that on the
“evening of December the 12th Diottl made
his initial bow in New York, to an audi-,
ence that ‘completely fllled every avalla-
"ble space in the Academy of Music—a rep-
resentative audience, distihguished allke
for beauty, wealth and discernment.
When the violinist appeared for his solo,
he quietly acknowledged the cordial re-
ception of the audience, and immediately
proceeded with the business of the even-
ing. At a slight nod from him the con-
ductor rapped attention, then lauched
the orchestra into the introduction of the
concerto, Diotti's&favorite, selected fm'_
the first number. As the violinist turned
to the conductor he. facea slightly to the
left and in a direct line with the second
proscenium box. His poise was admirable.
He was handsome; with the olive-tinteds
warmth of his Southern home—fairly tall,*
and lithe—a picture of
poetic grace. His was the face of a man
who trusted without reserve, the manner
of one who believed implicitly, feeling that
'good was universal and evil accldental.
As the musle: grew louder and the or-
chestra approached the peroration of the
Hee of the coming solo, the violinist
¥ed his head slowly. Suddenly_ his eyes
met the gaze of the solitary occupant of
the second proscénium box. His face
'-‘ﬂu'ahed. He looked inquiringly, almost
_appealingly, at her, She sat immovable
"and serene, a lace-framed vision in white.
It was'ehe who, since .he had met her, '
only the night before, held his very soul
in thraldom. '
He lifted his bow, tenderly placing it

on the sgtrings. Faintly came the first
measures of the theme. The melody, no-
ble, limpid and beautiful, floated in
dreamy sway over the vast auditorium,

and seemea to cast a mystic glamour
over the player. As the fipal note of the
first movement was dying away, the audi-
ence, awakening from its delicious trance,
broke forth into spontaneous bravos.
Mildred Wallace, scrutinizing the pro-
gramme, merely darew her wrap closer
about her shoulders and sat more erect.
At the end of the concerto the applause
was generous enough to satisfy the most
exacting virtuceo. Diotti unquestionably
had scored the greatest triumph of his
career. But the lady in the box had re-
mained silent and unaffected throughout.
The poor fellow had seen only her dur-
ing the time he played, and the mighty
cheers that came from floor and galleries
struck upon his ear like the echoes of
mocking demons. lLeaving the stage he

. should not be
he dying,
dreams, were .
spair came the thought: *“I"am not great
enough for hér. I am but a man; her con-
sort should be a god. Her soul, un-
touched by human passion or human skiil,
demands the power of godlike genius to
arouse it."
Mueic lovers crowded into his dressing-
room, enthusiastic in their pralses. Cards
conveying delicate compliments written
in Qelicate chirography poured in upon
him, but in vain he looked for some sign,
some word from her.

Quickly he left the theater and sought
his hotel.

A menacing cloud obscured the wintry

e to,

moon. A clock soumdad the midnight
hour.

He threw himself upon the bed and
almost sobbed his thoughts, and their

burden was:

“1 am not great enough for her. I am

but a man. I am but a man!"”
I11.

Perkins callea in the morning. Perkins
was happy—Perkins was positively joy-
ous, and Perkins was sclf-satisfied. The
violinist had made a great hit. But Per-
king, confiding in the white-coated dis-
penser who concocted his'matin Martini,
very dry, an hour before, said he regarded
the @uccess due as much to the manage-
ment as to the artist. And Perkins be-
Heved it. Perkins usually took all the
credit for a success, and with charming
consistency placed all responsibility for
failure on the shoulders of the hapless
artist,

When Perkins entered Diotti's room he
found the violinist heavy-eyed and de-
jected. “My dear Signor,”” he began,
showing a large envelope bulging with
newspaper clippings, “I have brought the
notices. They are quite the limit, I as-
sure you. Nothing like them ever heard
before—all tuned in the same key, as you
musical fellows would say,” and Perkins
cpcked hls eye.

Perkins enjoyed a glorious reputation
with himself for bright eayings, which
he always accompanied with a cock of
the eye. The musician not showing any
visible appreciation of
metaphor, Perkins immedlately proceeded
to uncock his eye.

“Passed the box office coming up,’” con-
tinued this voluble enlightener; ‘‘nothing
left. but a few seats in the top gallery.
We'll stand them on their heads tomor-
row night—see if we don't.’”” Then he
hanced the bursting envelope of notices
to Diotti, who listlessly put them on the
table at his side.

‘“Too tired to read, eh?’ said Perkins,
and then with the advance-agent instinct
strong within him he selected a clipping,
and touching the violinist on the shoul-
der: ‘Let me read this one to you. It is
by Herr Totenkellar. He is a hard nut
to crack, but he did himself proua this
time. Great critic when he wants to be.'’

Perkins cleared his throat and began:
“Diotti combines tremendous feeling with
equally tremendous technique, The en-
tire audience was under the witchery of
his art.,”” Diott] slowly negatived that
statement with bowed head. ‘‘His tone is
full, round and clear; his interpretation
lends a story-telling charm to the music;
for, while we drank deep at the fountain
of exquisite melody, we saw sparkling
within the waters the lights of Paradise.
New York never has heard his equal. He
stands @alone, pre-eminent, an artistic
glant.”

““Now, that's what I call great,’” said
the impresario, dramatically; ‘‘when you
‘hit Totenkellar that way you are good
for all kinds of money.” 4
. Perkins took his hat and cane and
moved toward the door. The violinist
arose and extended his hand wearily.
“‘Good day' came. simultaneously;. then
“I'm off. We'll turn 'em away tomorrow;
see If we don't!'  Whereupon Perkins
left Diotti alone in his misery.- \

M e .
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oldering, and In his de-

the manager's |/

monial infelicities when his 'bus passed
the Academy box office.

He was six blocks farther down town
when he finiehea the article, only to find
that it was a carefully worded advertise-
ment for a new patent medicine, and of
course he had not time to return. ‘‘Oh,
well,” said he, “I'll get them when I go
up town tonight.”

But he did not. So with fear in his'
heart and a red-faced woman on his arm
he approached the box office. “Not a
seat left,”" sounded to his henpecked ears
like the concluding words of the black-
robed judge: ‘“and may the Lorda have
mercy upon your soul.” But a reprieve
came, for one of the aforesald beacon
lights of hope rushed forward, saying:
“I have two goods seats, not far back,
and only ten aplece.” And the gentleman
with fear in 'his heart and the red-faced
woman on his arm passed in.

They saw the largest crowd in the his-
tory of the Academy. Every seat was
occupled, every foot of standing room
taken. Chairs were placed in the side
aisles. The programmes announced that
it was the eecond appearance in America
of Angelo Diottl, the renowned Tuscan
violinist.

The orchestra had perfunctorily ground
out the overture to ‘“Der Frelschuets,”
the baritone had stentorianly emitted
“Dio Possente,” the soprano was working
her way through the closing measures of
the mad scene from ‘“‘Lucla,” and Diotti
was number four on the programme. The
conductor stood besids his platform, ready
to ascend as Diott} appeared

The audience, evéry ready to act when
those on the stage cease that occupation

‘gave a splendid imitation of the historic

last scene at the Tower of Babel. Hav-
ing accomplished this to its evident sat-
isfaction, the audience proceeded, like
the closing phrase of the ‘‘Goetterdaem-
merung’’ Dead March, to become exceed-
ingly quiet—then expectant.

This expectancy lasted fully three min-
utes. Then there were some impatient
handclappings. A fey persons whispered:
‘“Why is he late?” ' *“Why doesn’'t he
come?” ‘I wonder where Diottl is,”” and
then came unmistakable signs of impa-
tience. At its helght Perkins appeared,
hesitatingly. Nervous anad jerky he

| walked to the center of the stage, and

raised his hand begging silence. The
audience waa stilled.

“Ladles and gentlemen,” he falteringly
said, *“‘Signor Diotti left his hotel at 7
o'clock and was drfiven to the Academy.
The callboy rapped at his dressing-room,
and not receiving a reply, opened the
@&oor to find the room empty. We have
despatched searchers in every direction
and have sent out a police alarm. We
fear some accident has befallen the
Signor. We ask your indulgence for the
keen disappointment, and beg to say that
your money will be refunded at the box-
office."”

Diotti had disappeared as completely ae
though the earth had swallowed him.

V.

My Dearest Sister: You doubtless were
exceedingly mystified and ‘troubled over
the report that was flashed to Europe re-
garding my sudden disappearance on the
eve of my second concert in New York.

Fearing, sweet Francesca, that you
might mourn me as dead, I eent the cable-
gram you recelved some weeks since, tell-
Ing you to be of good heart and await
my letter. To make my action thoroughly
understood I must give you a record of
what happened to me from the first day I
arrived in America. I found a great In-
terest manifested in my premiere, anad
socially everything was done to make me
happy.

Mrs. James\Llewellyn. 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 m

of a Madonnam:‘
blue, hair indes >

tawmy: color-—-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 the hotel that evening
I could not sleep. Her image ever was
before me, elusive ,.and shadowy. And
yet we seemed to grow farther and far-
ther apart—she nearer heaven, I nearer
earth,

The next evening I gave my first and
what I fear may prove my last concert
in America. The vision of my dreams was
there, radiant in rarest beauty. Singu-
larly enough, she was in the direct line
of my vision while I played. I saw only
her, played but for her, and cast my soul

at her feet. She sat indifferent and silent.
“Cold?’" you say. No! No! Francesca,

not cold; sunerior to my poor efforts. I
realized my limitations. I questioned.my
genius. "hen I returned to bow my ac-
knowledgments for the most generous ap-
plause I have ever received, there was no
sign on her part that I had interested her,
either through my talent or by appeal to
her curlosity. I hoped agalnst hope that
some word might come from her, but I
was doomed to disappointment. The
critics were fulsome in their praise ana
the public was lavish with its plaudits,
but T wae abjectly miserable.. Another
sleepless night and I was determined to
see her. She recelved me most graciously,
although I fear she thought my visit one
of vanity—wounded vanity—and me petu-
lant because of her lack of appreclation.

Oh, sister mine, I knew better, I
knew my heart craved one word, how-
ever matte-of-fact, that would rekindle
the hope that was dying within me.

Hesitatingly, and llke a clumsy yokel,
I blurted: ‘“I have been wondering
whether you cared for the performance I
gave?”

“It certainly ought to make little dif-
ference to you,” she replied; ‘‘the public
was enthusjasetic enough in its indorse-
ment.”’

‘“But I want your opinion,” I pleaded.

“My opinion would not at all affect the
almost unanimous verdict,” she replied
calmly.

“Any"" I urged desperately, ‘‘you were
not affected In the least?"’

Very coldly she answered, ‘“Not in the
least;’”’ and then fearlessly, like a Princess
in the Palace of Truth: ‘“If ever a man
comes who can awaken my heart, frankly
and honestly I will confess {t.”

“Perha such a one lives,” I 'said,
‘“‘but has yet to reach the height to win
you—your—""

“‘Speak {t,”” she sald, ““to win my love!"

‘“Yes,”” I crled, startled at her candor,
‘“‘to win your love.” Hope slowly rekin-
dled within my breast, and then with
half-closed eyes, and woolingly, she said:

“No drooping Clytie could be more con-
stant than I to him who strikes the chord
that is responsive in my soul.”

Her emotion muet have surprised her,
but immediately she regained her placid-
ity and reverted no more to the subject.

I went out into the gathering gloom.
Her words haunted me. A strange feel-
ing came over me. A voice within me
cried: ‘“Do not play tonight, Study!
study! Perhaps in ‘the full fruition of
your genius your music, like the warm
western wind 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, ang I pray God each hour that
He may place within my grasp the won-
drous music His blessed angels sing, for
the soul of her I love 18 attuned to the
harmonies -of heaven.

Your affectionate brother,

ANGELO.
Island of Bahama, January 2.

_When Diotti left New York so precip-

itately he'tqok passage
the

( on a coast line
steamer sailing for Bahama . Inlands
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gination, but

its casee,
have not

murmurin| ik
found it.' i weeks crept !lowit‘}y‘l thﬁ'
Days p” St aivays VLG o
still he W0 ‘e day, feverish & i
same remit. ON on in monoton;t Mgaln
tired, OVerwroug i
listless. her thought.’ His ﬂlrmwuh
denfed @ B4 response to his W r on
fREer B ple outburst of 3{, floor,
an uncontf " spe violin to t l!e:x tend:
anger he a hopeless wreck pgy
where it » cried, in the agony o of
ing his ArgRior no use! IC RO B e
spair: “It ¢ ald me, I ask the p
heaven W y e.”
of darknesy§ tC :g:.e' put well-made a:;d
A tall, raBe © o heared at the dotorone
handsome @ manner Was that oe. po-
e ity Qwersant with the USag
. Ve i
&o0d socle@l . ., said the musician, su
L My Setaeg e i |
prised. angd 3t ed politeness S
'.g% whol mtcircinde‘t))ted for this unex- |
e |
pe‘?t?:! vl!m n gald the stranger tal:lngh: l
carﬁ ttx)-;vm his case and handing l; ng iy J
. n, " {
muelcian, who read: Sata wprince of §

the lower left-hand corner,
”

D?:;krz::s.the Prince,” sald the stranger,
bowing low. - |

There was no hint of the ""}::.”223:
made rulern the information gentle-
but rather of the desiro of one BU -
man to set gother right at the beg’

The musician assumed a position ofagp:tl:;
mouthed
visitor. <

“Satan?’ pe whispered honrse'l',v.

“%’o‘u“ neer'.help- and advice,” sald :h:
visitor, his yoice sounding like that o.| ‘
desciple of 5::3 healing art, and hnpl)t!;‘g
that he had thoroughly diagnosed
ca";'l:"o no_"ffcried the shuddering '\"lolln-
ist; “go awsy. I do not need you.

“1 regret { cannot accept that state-
ent as gofpel,truth,” said Satan, sar-
castically, r if ever & man needed |

argthat man.”
he-!%uf".?ot tiom you,” replied Diotti.
ment is alecredited also by

der, gazing steadlly

‘“That sta
vour outburstof a few moments ago when
you called me."
ycz‘ul fio not you,' reiterated th(:. mu-
slelan. “I have none of you!" and

he waved higarm tovlvard tthe d(;mr. as If
e interview to end.
hg‘ldecsi:neg t%your behest, actuated en-
tirely by kinfmess of heart,’” sald Satan,
Diotti lau derisively, and Satan,
showing just the slightest feeling at
Diotti’'s beh r, esaid reprovingly: 64
you will listgn a moment, and not be 8o
rude to an r stranger, we may reach
some conclu to your benefit."

“Get thee Nhind—''
metly what you were about

to say.
have no deman
ble compact {nslet upon.”

“I have h 0f you before,” knowing-
ly spoke thquolimst, nodaing his head

sadly.

“No doubtlyou have,” smilingly. “My
reputation, jch has sutfered at the

nsible people, ‘ig

laces me at timex ip ¢y

But I am beguu.ag to
The stranger lc?ke“ﬁg“‘
trition itselfy “To prove my sinc .
desire to helj you win per love,”” empha-
sizing her, v ﬁt;e?"

“How cah you he

“Very easily. You have been wasting
time, eneérgy @& ealth in a wild desire
to play betters TH\ trouble lies not with!

”" M“',‘h ST N

" intelrupted the violin
ghly In sted.
lies not h you,” re-

peated the visitor, “but with the misera-

to make and no impossi-

| ble violln you have been using and have

just destroyed,” and he pointed to the
Shattered instrument.

Tears welled from the poor wviolinist's
eyes as he gazed on the fragments of his
beloved violin, the pieces lylng scattered
about as the result of his unfortunate
anger. B b

“It was a Stradivarius,”” said Diottl,
sadly.

‘‘Had it been a Stradivarius, an Amati
or a Guarnerius, or a host of others rolled
Into ome, yoi: would not'have foung in it
the melody to win the heart of the woman
you love. Get a better and more suita-
ble inetrument.’” $

“Where is one?’ earnestly interrogated
Diotti, vaguely realizing that Satan knew.

“In my possession,” Satan replied.

“‘She would hate me if she knew I had
recourse to the powers of darknese to
galn her love,” bitterly interposed Diotti.

Satan, winging at this uncomplimentary
allusion to himself, replied rather warm-
ly: “My dear sir,' were it not for the fact
that I feel in particularly good spirite this
morning, I should resent your {ll-timed |
remarks and leave you to end your mis-
erable existence with rope or pistol,” and
Satan pantomimed both suicidal contin-
gencies,

“Do you want the violin or not?"

“T might lpok at it,” said Diotti, re-
solving mentally that he could g0 so far
without harm,"

“Very well,” 'sald Satan. He gave a
leng whistle.

An old man, bearing a violin case, came
‘within the raom. He bowed to the won-
dering Dlottl, andproceeded to open the
case. Taking the instrument out the old
man fondled it with loving and tender
solicitude, pomting out ite many beauties
—the exquisite blending of the curves, the
evenness of the grain, the peculiar color-
ing, the lovely contour of the neck, the
graceful outlines of the body, the scroll,
rivaling the creations of the ancient
sculptors, the solidity of the bridge and
its elegantly carved heart, and, waxing
exceedingly enthusiastic, holding up the
instrument and looking at it as one does
at a cluster of gems, he added, ‘‘the ad-
justment of the strings.”

“That will do,” interrupted Satan, tak-
ing the violin from the little man, who
bowed low and ceremoniously took his
departure. Then the devil, pointing to
the Instrument, asked: ‘“Isn’'t it g
beauty ?"’

The musician, eyeing it keenly, replied:
“Yes, 1t is, but not the kind of violin I
play on.” {

“Oh, 1 B8ee,” carelessly observed the
other, ‘‘you refer to that extra etring.”

‘‘Yes,”” answered the puzzled violinist,
examining it closely.

“Allow me to explain the peculiar char-
acteristics of this magnificent instru-
ment,"” sald his satanic majesty. ‘“This
string,” pointing to thé G, “is the string
of pity; this one,” referring to the third,
‘is the etring of hope; this,” plunking the
A, “is attuned to love, while this one, the
E. gives forth sounds of joy.

‘‘You’ will ‘observe,”” went on the visi-
tor, noting the intense interest displayed
by the violinist, “that the position of the
strings is the same as on any other vio-
lin, and therefore will require no addi-
tional study on your part.’”

“But that extra string?’ {interrupted
Diottl, designating the middle one on the
\;Iilolln. & vague foreboding rising within,

“That,”  safl’ Mephistppheles, solemn-
ly, and with no pretense of sophistry, “ig
the string of th, and he who plays up-
on it dies at once.” }

“The—str f—death!’ repeated the
violinist & inaudibly, !

‘‘Yes, the };3! dl“‘th'” Batan re-
peated, ‘“‘and .he who plays upon it dies
at once. But,” he added cheerfully, “that
need not wo & marvel-
ous facility | Xo
staccato

A
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