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LOVE, HOPE AND WORK

How Lina Cavalieri, “Mﬁst Beautiful Woman of
Europe,” Has Won Her Way to Fame and
Fortune by Hard Work.

IS AIDED BY HER SISTER'S DEVOTION

Love Affair with Prince Alexander Baratinski the Begin-
ning of Resolve to Give Up Easy Life and Fit Herself
for the Trying Roles Written by the Most Fa-
mous Masters of Music--Now the Idol
of Adoring Paris.

Paris.—That *the most beautiful
woman of Europe," may be discontent-
ed with her job is shown by the ex-
traordinary case of Lina Cavalierl.

As a musie hall star of the first
magnitude she was flattered and feted.
She had but to show her beautiful per-
son and warble a few ditties to earn
heavy money. The world had prac-
tically told her that her lovellness was
all-sufficient without talent.

Lina Cavalierl tossed aside the bril-
liant sinecure and plodded the hard
road leading to grand opera. When
Parislans learned it they shrugged at
the unpractical choice and as good as
forgot her. Now she has just given
them u mighty jolt by coming back as
a grand opera star, with a rumored
engngement at the Paris opera itself;
and furthermore she has just bought
a splendid mansion in the Avenue de
Mesgine. Buot why she grew discon-
tented with belng “the most beautiful
woman of Europe,” and how she threw
up the musiec hall sinecure on the off-
chance of succeeding in grand opera
remaing a secret,

The secret gpring of Lina's change
of base began with a great hope, con-
tinued through a great despalr and
ended In a great devotion. The hope
and the despair were those of worldly
love. But the devotion was that of a
sister,

Nothing could be more strilking than
the contrast bhetween the lives chosen
by the two girls, When their widowed
mother died in Rome [n 1880 Ada wus
156 vears of age and Lina 17. As there
were no relatives and the property was
smull, friends put them In a convent
school of arlstocratic  connections,
whose side specialty was the edu-
cation of poor girle of zood family for
governesses and companions,

Eas World at Her Feet,

On account of her age, Lina's time in
the schopl was short., Once in  the
world, it did not take her long to de-
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HeR DEBUT INGRAND
ORERA WAS B DVSHARY FRULUEE

Be-
sides her beantiful person, she had a
prefty voice; and even had the voice
been less her first appearance on the
music hall stuge left no doubt as to
the kind of success she might expect.

elde against the teaching career.

In 18082 Lina Cavalleri was
“the prettiest girl in Vienna.” At the
famous Ronacher's she had enormous
vogue as a beauty and wearer of mag-

called

nificent tollets. She warbled a few
catehy dittles. And they were suffi-
clent.

In 1894 she was drawing all Paris
mnd the clubs contingent—to  the
Fulles-Bergere. She had discovered the
drpasmakers and milliners of the Rue
de la Palx; and was making the ae-
quaintance of the jewelers. The pho-
tographers had sent her lovely face and
figure to the four corners of the eanrth,
and she beean to be called “the most
beautiful woman of Europe.'

It was at this time that Lina Cavalier|

e

gave her friendship to Prince Alexan-
der Baratinski, second son of a ¢on-
slderable Russlan house and a young
man about Parfs,

Prince Alexander eame to have im-
mense admiration for the talent, the
volee, the beauty and the goodness of
the girl,

“You must cultivate that volee,” he
told her. “You are wasting yourseit
on the music hall stage, which is not
worthy of you, Take up opera!" he
advised her.

“That is what my sister is alway=
writing me,” pouted the fair Lin
Those who knew her at that time d
clare that, personally, she found he
self very well where she was, T
climbing of the grand opera ladi
would mean unceasing labor—not
speak of risk. The appeals of Ada h
not moved her, Was il love that no
began to pull her? Watt's touchin
palnting of “Love Leading Life” cor
tains 2 mighty moral,

On Road to Grand Opera,

Like the camel that is being loade
Lina groaned in spirit. Like th.
camel, she was slow In getting started
But, still like that reliable creature
once started, she kept going, In 1896.
the music halls saw no more of Lin
Cavalleri: and It became known thit
sha was diligently cultivating her volce
under Mme. Mariani-Masi.

Prince Alexander was delighted., A1
lenst, he professed himself delighted
Indeed, it wis generally thousht thut
the two roung people so admirably fit-
ted to each other would certainly mar-
ry—a supposition made the less unrea-
sonable by the well-known fact that
Prince Alexander's elder brother and
head of the family had only a few years
previously married a celebrated Rus-
sion actress—with whom he was living
happily. Lina was simply working to
make herself worthy of the alliance.
She would not ask Prince Alexander
to marry “the most
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THE PRINCE WAS "
DEVOTED 70 MER

of Burops."” He should espouse a grand
opera star!

Three years passed in work and love
and hope. Then Lina's chance came {o
19, when she was allowed to make

her debut at no less a musical center |

than the Theater Royal of Lishon as
Nedda in “"Pagliacel.”

Unhapplly, the Lisbon public {8 &
hard one. When it pays for grand
opera it inslsts on having something
near perfection. The debutante was
young, exceadingly lovely,
sweet voice; but she showed inexperi-
ence. Did she not also display nerv-
ounsness due o emotion over some ]ll\r‘—
ers’ misunderstanding? One would
prefer to think so—for the judging of
Prince Alexander!

The first night
mide no slen

Lighon

the
.i-}ll‘

publie
night 1t

sitmply chased the whole company from |

the stoge of the Theater Royal
Alas for work, for hope, for love!

beautiful woman |

with a!

N i e g,

There was riot in front of the curtain
and panle and recriminations behind it,
and in a row that would not have been
out of place In a Latin quarter cafe
Lina Cavaller] and Alexander Baratin-
skl spoke thelr parting words.

We know no more than this. Was
it one of love's hateful treazons? Was
It desertion In the hour of nead? The

girl had worked and slaved to please
him. The world would have liked to
gee him stand manfully by her in her
hour of fallure, That Lina has never
accused him proves nothing, She may
have been too proud—or she may have

been In the wrong. And, note, that
Baratinski never defended himself
proves nothing, He may have been too
chivalrous or he may have had no
EXCUSe,

BaraMnskl fled to his yacht, Simply
that.

Cavalleri moved with dignity to the
rallway station. On her lonely trip
from Ligsbon to Paris by the Sud Ex-
press, accompanied only by a falthful
muld, the company dishanded—who
knows what bitter thoughts may have
been hers? Ah, work that had all gone
for nothing! Really, 1 know of no
more pathetic figure than that of the
disabused and lonely girl returning to
Paris.

A few she

weeks later in Paris

learned that Prince Alexander had al-
lowed his Paris apartment to be sold
out by the sheriff.
ngain,

The young folks

wer met Prince Alexander

|

the tuste hall career. She had never
consedl bombarding her with letters of
oxpostulation, Later on she compro-
Hilsed,

Urged Siater Onward.

“If you will not give up the stage, be
n real artisie!” was her final appeal.
When Lina had begun studylog with
Mme. Mariani-Masl she began to hope.
And when at last Lina was to make her
debut In grand opera at Lisbon she
wias walting anxfously to learn the re-
st

When she learned the pitiful result
Ada Cavallerl took n great declsion.
Quitting her place at Genoa she hurried
to Parls

She settled down beside her wound-
ed and reckless slster. DId she try to
comfort her? How could the born old
muld comfort her? But it i certain
that the frigid Ada wrestled with the
fiery Lina seven days—and triumphed!

Groaning in spirft like the camel,
Lina again renounced the easy life and
money of the music halle. Agaln she
took up the burden of grand opera.
Love, with great shining eves, no long-
or beckoned her., But on and on she

| bore the burden, with her sister always

by her. How she finally succeeded Ia
well known

in 1801 she was singing the principal

part of Miml in Pucclni's “Vie de
Bolieme" at no less an opera house
than the San Carlo of Naples. Next ghe

secured a brillinnt engagement {or an
entira season at the Imperial theater
of Warsaw—singing Violetta in “Trav-
fata,” Marguerite in “Faust,” Mimi In
“Via de Boheme'"—and taking fine re-
venge on the eruel Lishon public by an
overwhelming triumph as Nedda
Suceeeding years confirmed this sue-
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shortly afterward married the young
Princess Yourievski, morganatic
daughter of the deceased Crzar Alexan-
der I1., living with her mother in high
Parislan society. And Lina Cavalieri
remained “the most beautiful woman
of Europe!"

|  Here the devoted sleter Intervened
with foree from her humble employ-.
ment at Genoa,

Too Beautiful for Governess,

On leaving the Roman convent
school three yvears after her elder sis-
ter had quitted it, Ada Cavalieri (to
give her the family name adopted and
made famous by the other) had to face
the same hard propositien that con-
fronted Linn.

She was quite as beautiful as Lina.
Indeed—as you shall learn, if you have
not already heard it—the sisters look s0
much allke that photographs of one
have been mistaken for the other.
Also, she had a voice.

a gaverness. [t was correct and hon-
oruable to be a governess. And a gov-
erness she would be. Even after she
had losgt her first three places by
strange and unigue fault she never
wavered,

Surely, It was a unique fault.

“This young girl Is too beautiful to
be a governess,” wrote her first em-
ployer to the superloress of the school
as she returned har. “Her conduet has
been {rreproachable, She s goodness
itself, Iintelligent, patient and with a
talent for teaching Yet 1 will not
keep her. Her presence cannot but
prove a danger In a household.”

At last a good and generous lady—
| beautiful enough hersell not to be jeal-
‘nuﬁ of another's beauty—took the per-
gecuted Signorina Ada as teacher for
her two small children, | may not
;L;Ia'»- her name; she was the wife of o
forelgn congul,

Ada Cavalieri had wuatched her bril-

| Haut slster’s trlumphs with uneasy
| wonderment that grew to terror,

Old maids are born-—not made. In
spite of her dazzling beauty—the sams
beauty line for line that had  made
Lina famous—Adp had, from the by
[ gloning, all the frigid tmidity, the
chaste tranguilllty gnd the hard jude
ments, both for hersel! and other [
the born old mald

she had fought with Lina o glye ut

ﬂ't.m\; .

Yet she never | from the statue of
hesitated. She had been educated for ! speare in the little square of the Boule-
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cess, and artistic and social satisfag-
tions of grand opera ceased Lo cost her
anything finunciully. On the contrary,
she had never done so well in the halls.
At the Theater of Ravenna, at the
Grand Theater of Palermo, at the
Opera of St. Petersburg, and notably
at the ultra-artistic Casino-Theater at
Monte Carlo she has had repeated en-
gagements, In Rassia she is all the
rage. Her own country of Italy has
taken her to its heart.

And she has bought a mansion in the
Avenue de Messine for her Paris resl-
dence!

During her present summer vacationm
she will furnish it herself—a work of

| peaceful satisfaction.

Beautiful 0ld Maid.

It Is a qulet street and rich—the
Avenue de Messine. It Is a short
street of only 34 numbers, running
William Shake-

vard Haugsmann to the delightful Pare
Monceau, surrounded by its palaces.

It is a street of the newly rich, per-
haps; few great titled familles live In
it. But those who inhabit it are snug
and #t peace w¥h the world. Wel,
among all, there will be none more
snug than o most glorious old maid.

You know who it is. There can be
but one such—"the most beautiful old
mald in the world!"”

Ada Cavaller]l takes charge of Lina’s
Parls mansion. That she is so llke her
sister will not steike Parlslans—be-
cauge they will not see her. When she
goes out she will dress In sad, plain
clothes, And where she goes—to
chureh for the most part—Parislans
will not follow

In her own way she Is happy. Is it

not strange Here s beauty gone to
wiuste, vou will say., Well, judge for
yvourself Some time ago the somber
sigter had a skittish moment. It in-
cited her to prove her equal beauty.
How she dressed in one of Lina's
Howng uand posed to one of the first
Parvis photographérs as her famous sis
et Is a tale that has bheen more than
nee tald,

time the counterfelt present
ient clrenluted In comnierce, being

Heally vodistinguishable from ph

) e of L.ina Cavallerl NOoWwiil
} L] i L

Bessie’s Mystery

“What on earth can nll my Bessie?"
mourned the heart of Jack Adair. It
wias ot a4 surprise party: he stood
staring by the stalr. Never had he
geen Ler sweeter than when now anent
the room she shot glances harbed with
polson, feather-shafted deep with
gloom. Hide and seek her dimples
diuncing, peek-n-boo her darting eyes,
shook the spirlt of her lover. like a
cyclone made of sighs,

“What's the matter, Beasie
he demanded, daft with paln.
the muatter, Bessie Owens,” had worn
to o welrd refraln, She had answered
with a flutter of her handkerchief of
sllk, diving Into it her features, llke a
swan dives into milk. Mattersd never,
never, never what he did or thought
or said, If he ever came a-near her,
promptiy she turned away her head,
All the sweet rond through the woad-
land on the way to Host Maroon's,
whe'd her white face turned to heaven,

Owensg ™
“What's

as if seeking stray balloons, Or she'd
atare o'er her loft shoulder at  the
fireflies in the musk, or at blunder-

-'lu-:uiu:l heetles bumping daftly through
the dugk., She who once had laved her
spirit 1o Lis  spirit’s Inner deeps,
turned her gaze from his soul’s win-
dows, taking not the smallest peeps,

“Oh, my cousin, shallow-hearted,”
quoted he from Locksley Hall., '"Tis
A poem Bessle worships; but sne shud-
dered, that was all. “Tell me, tell me,
Bessie Owans, look at me and tell me
true, has some fatal word been uttered
that has polsoned me for you?"
Shrugged her shoulders like o French-
muan; but she uttered not & word; and
no slgn or token told him what the
ghoulder shrug inferred. Then he
tried to be facetions; told the driving
horse that Bess was a viddle he would
glve a bag of oats to gueas. “Can you
guess her?" then the pony whinnled
high a eamol gay. “Do you notice,”
poor Jack murmured, "he has prompt=
ly answared “Neigh!” Bot the maiden
never tittered; like Egyptinn Sphynx
sat she, while yoor Jack In falllng ci-
dence whispered: “That’s o horse on

me.””
Then he thought his sadden sume-
mons for her compiany that night,

needed explanation, and
the matter right. “This Muaroon
BUrprise was got up very late this
alternoon Twis  remembered they
were wedded on the 28t of June,. Was
no time for preparation; so 1
found ‘twas up to we, to either go
without you, or to drive ‘round after
tea. Talk me; for women talk
more on this day than any other. "Tls
the longest, Bessie Owen, ask your (a-
ther, sslkk yoar mother,”

But she gol her from the buggy at
the door of the Maroons, silent as the

hn sought to
sl

apecteal burglar  when  he ““burgles™
alter spoons. "T'was the same when
driving homewuard; sat she with her

back askew, while the doark abyss he-
tween them yawned the deeper, wider
grew. Poor Jack made some futile ef-
fort te perk up and pratile gay; ‘Lwas
ke aughter In a  gravevard, "twas
like grinning when we pray. So at
lust, in feebler spasms, 58 we've seen

green-pppled  kids sucoumb to  pares
gorie, strajghten out aud close their
Hds, so Jack reached spasmodic si-
lence, and, with eyves suffused with

tears, sal and stared at star-led Night-
time, and his horse's wobbling ears.
“Oh, my heart is bhreaking, Bessle!'
sald he as hie helped her light, to her
colled back balr he sald it, coiled so
sgllent, dark and tight. "Look out, Bes-
sle, bncing backwards you've undone
your iresses’ pins, and g miscue on
the fender made you serape your shuape-
ly shins.” Haughtlly she towered
and heightened, like an empress o'er
a slave; "shins are plebeian, they ure
gomellhing no true ladles ever have"
Then a shriek hysterle, haunting,
seared the owls and bats, she fell,
langhing, ecrying Hke a spirit half in
half in hell. “Juck!" she cried, “avant,
don't ald me, keep your distance; tell
I must, or my heart will burst  and
glay me, knowing of your love and
trust.  Jack Adalr, come not anigh me,

I'm untit for your true arms!”
“Ancther! 1 will slay him,” sald
Adair, with vague alarms. “Tell me,

Bessie, tell me truly, has another won
your heart? Though it kills me, then
forever, hers beneiath the trees  we
piart, Trees whose leaves have whis-
pered ¢'er us, million volesd, about our
love, while like echoes of our passion,

sobbed the burnished turtle dove.'
“Nuy, by my soul 1 swear It, none
usurps your image there!" and, with

hand on heart she stood there, in the
attitde of prayer.

“Then by the great horned gpoon
that ted Mahomet,” said poor Jack,
“yvou've the switchkeys, piense to shunt
me on the right and proper triuck.
Link the syllubles explaining from the
tank to the coboose!™ and the railroad
man stood walting, staring at the It-
tle poGse,

“Well, you came just after supper,
unexnected, dearest Jack, Keep away,
now, or I'll have to switch you on an-
other track. And—and—I1'd been eat-
ing onlons! O, I'm glad It’s oul, it
through!"

“1'd not known It,"” whispered Jack,
then., “I'd been eating onionps, Wo!"—
Kansas City Star.

Necessary Preliminary.

“An' now, bruddern an'  slstern”
aafd the Rev, Mr. Flatfoot s the
contribution box was swrted on It
rounds, remembah, datl while it am
wiall t i Vi) Wirel i
to de throl ) e, doy ih |
I | rey L de ¢
am Mberally puid,™

BLOATED WITH DROPSY.

The Heart Was Badly Affected When
the Patient Began Using Doan’s

Mra. Ellzabeth Maxwaell, of 415 Wesat
Fourth 8., Olympia, Wash., says: “For
over three years 1 suffered with &
dropsleal condl-
tion without be-
ing aware that
it was due to
kidney trouble,
The early stages
were princlipally
backache and
bearing down
pain, but 1 went
nlong withont
worrying much
untll dropsy set
In. My feet and ankles swelled up, my
hands puffed, and became so tense 1
could hardly close them. [ had great
difficulty in hrenthing, and my heart
would flutter with the least exertion, I
could not walk far without stopping
again and agnin to rest, Since using
four boxes of Donn's Kidney Pllls the
bloating has gone down and the feel-
ings of distress have disappeared.”

Sold by all dealers, 50 cents a box.
fogter-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

Rest in Billville,

“BiL" sald the man in the ox cart
to the Dillville postmaster, “ain’t you
goin' to open the ofMce to-day?"

“‘No, 1 ain't; what do you take me
fer?"”

“The postmaster,"

“No, yon don't. You take me fer one
o' these perpetual motion machines
that kin run the government fer you
six days out the week, an’ no rest on
Sunday-—that's what you take me
fer!"

“BIIL," sald the other, “I've come
five miles and better to git my mall!"”

“Well, of 1 open up fer you all the
res' ‘1l want their'n, an’ 've done notl-
fied the postmaster ginrul that it's my
week off; ‘sides that, thar ain’t no
mall fer you-—'cept n letter from a
lumber man sayin® that if yon don't
pay up he'll sue, an’ another from your
wife tellin' yon to send her money to
come home. 8o go 'long an' enjoy yer
honeymoon."—Atlanta Constitution,

By followlng the directions, which
are plainly printed on each pnekage of
Deflance Starch, Men's Collars and
Cuffs can he made just as stiff ns de-
sglred, with either gloss or domestic
finish, Try if, 16 oz for 10e, sold by
all good grovers.

“The Romang had small regard for
human life In  their amugements.”
“"Yeg,” answered the man of violent
prejudices. “It's a matter of great
surprige to me that they falled to dis-
cover football.”—Washington Star.

Defiance Starch—Good, hot or eold—
the best for all kinds of laundry work,
16 oz, for 10c.

One-half the world doesn't know how

the other half lives, unless It Is by
not paying their bills,—Puck.
Tewid’ Sinele Tiinder straight Ge.  Many

smokers prefer them to 10¢ cigars . Your
denler or Lowis' Factory, Peoria, 111

The amount of work a boy puts into
baseball would raise a lot of potatoes
for him to eat.—N, Y. Press,

Mra, Winatow's Soothing Syrap.
[ For ehildren toothing, woftens (he gurs, reduces (n-
Barmpntion . allays pain, cures wind colle, 25 a bottle.

It 1equires the burning of o
denl

OPERATION AVOIDED

EXPERIENCEOFMISS MERKLEY

Bhe Waa Told That an Operation Waa
Insvitable. How Bhe Hscaped It.

good
W money to make a “hot time.”

When a physician tells a woman suf-
fering with serious feminine trouble
that an operation is necessary, the very
thought of the knife and the operatin
table strikes terror to her heart, an
our hospitals are full of women coming
for just such operations,

There are cases where an operation
is the only resource, but when one con-
siders the great nnmber of cases of
menacing female troubles cured by
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com:
pound after physicians bave advised
operations, no woman ghould submit to
one withont fiest tryving the Vegetable
Compound and writing Mrs, Pinkham
Lynn, Mass., for advice, which is free,

Third
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Miss Margret Merkley, nf'
Street, Milwaukee, Wis., writes:

Dioar Mrs. Pinkbam:

“laoms of strength, extrome nervousness,
shooting pains through the pelvie organs,
bearing down pains and eramps compelisd
mo to seek mwlionl advice. The doctor, after

’ making an expmination, said 1 had a female
trouble and uleeration and advised an opera-
tion. To this Istrongly objected and decided
to try Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound. The uleeration quickly healed, all

[ the bad svmptoms disappearad and I am
nncee more strong, vigorous and well”

Fomaple tronbles are steadily on the
| Inerease amone women, 1f the month-

Iv periods are very painful, or too fres
quent and excessive—if you have paio
or swelling: low down in the left side,
bearing-down pains, don’t negleet yours

: try Lydin B, Piankhaw's Vegetable
| Compound.
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