age could swim and dive like & porpolse.
Of course, my grand ambition wus to ba
- mailor. Every boy thet lives nesr =
barbour bas that smbition et some
period in hia life, .

T hud arrived at the agp of ten befura
any thought was taken of my education.
Of course, I knew the little things that
my mother had tanght me—my alphabet,
- amnd, how to read the stories in & big rved
and blue picture book that had been
presented to me o mn eventful birth-
day. .

ARRANCGING THE BOY'S FUTURE.

~ T remember one might as though it
‘were but yesterday that I was seut to
bed early. My father had given me a
“task to do, and, like many other bad lit-
tle boys in the waorld, I failed to de it.
I knuw that my futher thought me the
wotet boy in the world, and the grealest
ctrial that ford prrents ever - had (all
- fathers think that). Ar I lay there
-merving my weli-earned punishment, I
beard my parents talking about me. My
. father was for apprenticing me to a me-
chanieal engineer thut he knew; but my
mother insisted that ¥ was top young to
apprentice and that it waa wrong that
% should have ne rducation. The dis-
enssion terminated with me eondemned
#0 the Bronzetti Institnte, I may con-
demned, as my father seemed to think
thut it wus a fitting punishiment for so
bad B Boy; but my mother was very
-much pleased. Telh school was very
similar to lots of other private day
-sehools, and T soon acrepled the restraint
and discipline as being a matter of
SCOUTSE,

There was onr boy in the school that
¥ shall mever forget. Hia mame was
Peter. Deter and [ secmned to be anta-
gonistic spirits from the start. He
grestly incensed me the first day by

making grimaces and mule ears at me. -

They soon diseovered v.at I had a good
.boy moprane voice. In this I hecame an
immediate rival of Peter's; for, to the
-time of my arrival, he was the beat
ginger of the school, . R

. The head-master of the achool was &
very shrewd man, as T look back io it
now. e used to tell ua that if we were
-good children anl hehaved properly he
_would take us to sipg at such and such a

wedding, and we would be given cake and.

sweets, and be able to see the bride, and
- all sorta of nice things. . So we, poor lit-
. tle. fouls! would work hard, and rehearse
after schoel honrs, snd aure enough, we
would be taken to the weitding, and sure
enough, we would receive cake and swosts
"and pee the bride.. But the clever old man

- mever shared the money he received.. Ok, -

we were taken to lots of nice places—
concerts, entertainments, religious fetes
and the like! In fact, the twelve littls
boys were in great demand; but all we
ever received was candy.

PUNISHING A RIVAL.

At the end of the second year I was
prevented a gold medal us being the best
singer in the school. This so enraged
my rival, Peter, that he attacked me
viciously with fists. I returned his
Blowy, and gave him better than he sent,

wnd before we conld be separated chianti -

flowed from Peter’s nose. [t must have
Been a humerous scene, to sea two little
Boys fighting viciously for the doubtful
konour, each in lis Sunday clothes, be
fore the assewnbled parents and faculty.
However, sympathy seemed to be with
Peter, for the head-naster, or Presi-
dente, as we calleid him, Teprimanded me
severcly before everybody. 1 becams
grently eoraged then, and tore off my
gold medal and threw it on the floor at
his feet. Then my fauer came up and
maid he would take care of me. On ar-
rival at home he gave me a spanking,
and I vowed then and there I would sing
w0 more in the institute. And I never
i

About a vear after that event T was
-pprentim-d'tn the mechazicul engineer.
I took little interest in my new work,
but showed some aptitude in mechanical
drafting and caligraphy. Tn fact, It was
ta this position that | first became inter-
eated in sketching. For m time I thought
that I would attend the art schools, aad
wistona of Becoming & grent artist arose
within me. But the voice #riumpbed,
mnd all my spare time was put in at
woging.

When T was fifteen my mother died. ¥
bad stayed at the mechanioel desk only
Becanuse of her pleadings, no I left Imme.
dintely, determined to devote myself per
manently to music. My father was s
Bncenaed at this action 1kt = grest
@oma enmeed, in which be toid me that
Be was dons with me and my mosic, and

.at my door.
whom should "I bebold hut the young
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im the future I could shift for myself.
Whetker the poor old man thought to
drive me bacR {0 my apprentiveship, ot
really guve me up as a disgrace to him,
Y have never becn able to determine; but
with the stubbornuesa of his owa son I

Teft the house.

And now began my wanderings, TIa
the course of time they have taken me
to remote cormers of the earth; they have
taken me before grest personagra; they
have given Curuse a host of friends—
not acquaintances, but friends.

Let me teil you the odd way I begun

.my career #8 & professional vocaliat. I

had lodgings in a house close to the
church of Sart’ Anns alla Paludi, where
the organist himself was & siuger. Just
lo amuse myself, I used to sing in my
room, and the organist heard me. Ome
day, having contracted a serinus throut
trouble, he sent for me and asked me to
sing in his place.: To say I coneented i
inside the mark. I jumped at the cbanee,
I jumped with my best emergy and en-
thusiasm, afraid it might gel away.

HI18 FIRST PAY FOR SINGING.

The organist taught me the Litany;
and for & long while after that L sung
at the Tuesduy services; for Tuesday is
the day dedicated to Baint Ann, and her
ehurclr is then threaged with worship-
pers. It was really a tremendous job I
had undertaken, since the services lasted
pructically all day; but [ was paid-—
paid in real money. How much, do you
imagine? I'li tell you, without cxaper-
ating. With my hand on my heart, T
do solemnly declare that for evury duy’s
work faithfully performed in the church
at Sant’ Anna alla Paludi, Enrico Caruso
received the dazzling sum of one lira—
twenty ceots! Yes, actually!

I kept my {odgings unchanged; they
were convenient to the church and suf-
ficiently suiled to my needs as a student
of mechanical engincering, for I hadn't
as yet abandoned my first oecupation
Just acrosa the street lived an apothe-
cary named Schinardi, whose son was
studying the piano. Mischievous rogue
that I was, T couldn't help plaguing
him; whenever Hehinardi began practis-
ing, I would begin singing. Bursting
with tuge, he would dash to the window
and shout to me across ithe street, “Quit
thut siuging! For heayen's sake, quit
it!* T saw that I was making & hit.

But it scems that even a tenor voice
has “charms it soothe the savage breast.”
Early one morning there came & knock
Openting to the visitor,

pianist I had so long Leen tormenting!
At the ,rst glimpse of him, I was aure
a storm was brewing. DBut, no, T next
perceived he was all smiles and good ma-
ture. TIn the kindest way in_the world
he explained that he bad had a great
idea: I to comc to his housc during his
hours of piano practice, he to teach me
some charming romanzas. 1 agreed,
with a glad heart. Thus I got muy first
know!edge of romantic music, and it was
by young Schinardi that I was intro-
duced to society.

There's a story that once I was hired

-to serenade a .Juliet by a Neaopolitan

Romes who had the guitar but lacked
the romantic voice. T hate 1o spoil that
jolly yarn.  The thing might well enough
have happened in those days; but, uufor-
tunately for legend, the story isn't true.

The reporter wno set it going had no.

doubt heard about my taking part in

. serenades, but failed to understund what
we Ilalians mean by that word. Ino ltaly, -

when distinguished visitors come to town
—leputations, Cabinet A.nisters, or
other celebrities—we treut them to =
serenade; and it's a gorgeous affair,
with a big orchestra to furnish the ae-
companiments.

Though 1 etill pot Iots of ealls to sing
in churches, where the maestro would
sometimes compose pieces expressly for
my voice, I enjoyed ihe wervnades far
better. o I was as luppy a8 a lark
when I rereived an invitation tn sing at
the centenary of the Virgin of Cotrone.
The festival laated fiftecn days, aad my
Fucress waa most gratifying, (me of the
serenades was in honour of the Prince of
Walea, now King Edward VII., who had
come to Cetronc on board the Royal
yacat, This gave me my first oppor-
tunity to appear before Layalty.

Sometimes reporters come to me and
beg for anecdotes connected with what
they are Kind enough to call my “days of
triumph.” They urge me to tell of my
sequaintance with the “crowned beads
of Europe.™ They forget that even n
ETRmML TR star maAay reinin some rem-
Bantd of modasty. And if you, geod
redes, oF you, indulguat elditor, have
looked for such tales in this story of my

life, I shal huve to answer youw aa I
anawer the reporters. ILut yourself in
my plaee, aud wsk yourself if you would
not do the same. 1 say to the reporters,
"Nienta,” which is ltalian for “No-,
thing.” Then 1 sbuke hnnds with them
au atniably =a I can awfter their abawrd
request, und walk away. Wouldnt yuuw,
under the circummiancen?

The life was tascinating, however; I
wzs free, and my work pluced me in eon-
tact with all sorts of people, amd took
me inte unexpected places. In  the
course of time 1 became a fuvourite of
sovicty, and my fees rose acenrdingly.

One dear lady, impressed with ry
voice and with every contidence in my
future, arrunged for me to go to sing-
ing teacher, so that T would get proper
training in the wuse of the voice.
1 had taken possibly ten lessons, when
to my consternation somcething happened
to my woice. At flrst T contempiated
suicidé, then I thought of the mechani-
cal table, and all the while I carefully
svoided my lonely paironcss and her
friend:. Ume day I was going up =
bock street-—I must have been at the
very bottom of my well of Jespair—when
& hand feil upon my shoulder, and a
merry voice chided me for having avoid-
ed those that had taken such an interedt
in me. It was the baritume Meastant.
To him I was eompelled to confide my
misery and its origin.

Ah, how aymputhetic he was! “Poor
little shaffer! You used your voice ton
muen for o young a pipe. Come with
me to my studio; you mnust have some
place to p’ he aaid.

When we got there Le asked me to
sing, that he might judge if } had in-
deed ruined my voice,

And ging [ did.  Aa I sang Messiani at
first looked surprised, then burat inio
a great laugh—a merry, aggravating
Jaugh. Tf ever in my Nfe T bave been
near {o committing mmrder, it was that
anerncon. All that saved me was lack
of a weapon., As it was, I hurled a
brasa candlestick at him, and wasa Liys-
ferically searching the apartment for
& asuitable weapon.

Seeing my unger, he addressed me.
“Ceune, my boy! It is cruel of me not
to explain, Your voice is grand. [t has
changed. I will give you a card to Ver-
gine, and he will nake you.”

Ho I went to Vergine. He tried my

_voice, apd said that while it wus of good

opera quality it was not of sufficient
volume for opera. e with much reiue-
tance prophesicd that I ceuld not earn
more than four bundred francs a month;
Lut oo account of his grest regard for
Messiani e would take me for four yeara
if I would sign a contract, as he rouzldn't
be botherpd unlews 1 would atay the
whoele term.

I gladly agreed. The contraet read
that [ was to pay fwenty-five per ceni.
of my earnings for five yeurs of enguge-
ments; but little did I appreciate that
I was binding mysclf to ancther Shylock.
Truth to tell, he taught me much rte-
garding the use of the voice, but he
never emeauraged, never disclosed, dhe
fact that T had a voice worthy of nerivus
consideration. T'pon the termination of
my contract to study, he gave me much
advice, then reminded me that I owel
him twenty-five per eent. of all my re-
ceipts. Even then I vid mot appreciatle
what T had signed.

I soont ohiained an engagenent in tha
operna heusc at Naples, and arhieved some
success.  Om all pay days my Shylock
wns on hand to receive his ypercentuge.
The interest of the muanager was even-
tuully aroused, and [ showed him my
contract, .

“Why.,” he ssid. *you will have to
work for this skinflint the rest of your
life. Your contruct rends that you wilk
have teing for him five years of actunl
singing, Days tnat you eam nothing
do mot count.” My indipnant manager
figured that this would occupy me wuntil
the age of flity,

Finally T decidel to sve o lawyer. He
advised me to stop payment, wlieh I
did. Shylock took the cuse to court,
and luckily for me the ronrts wen: as
wise a8 Portin. ] was instriseted to puy
twenty thouaand franea hesides what 1
sud paid, and that finished him. Now,
if he haa nat born so avaricious, he
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might have loxd as liis shuare Lwo hun-
dred thousand franes in the fullowing
five yeurs; bul he wus too preedy, and
8o killed the gooss that [uid the golden
.

In Taly, cvery man has o serve lis
time in tne army, and soortly after this
imerdent 1 wan oalled upon.  Happily
fur e, my military Jutiex were short-
lived, for ! drew the aticntiun of the
romuander of the vegiment.  He -lud
heatd me sing inm the barracks, where 1
practised in my leisure,

The Mejor questianed me closely one
duy, and, having great regard for my
voice, made my duties for the period of
aetive service wery lipht. He also ad-
viged me .1 ta how T might be entirely
exeinpted from avtive aeevice if T had
friends of influence to take up iy enuse.

M 1 started to uproll the red tape
that mhould free me. singing all toe
while in the barracks, 1o the groat defight
of the soldiers and oflicers. My position
became aneh in the eourve of time that
when a populur soldicr was imprisoned
for wsome slight offeace, I could abtain
hia frerdom by volunteering to sing nny
song the officer o auty would eare to
heur.

I well remember one lovely Eaostar
day when the officers gave a luncheon
to the soldiers of the regimeat. At one
end of the table sat the eommanier,
Major Nugliate; at the other end, facing
him, mt Uaruso.

AFHer the lunclieon, it was propoased
and universully seconded that 1 should
aing the “Wine Song” of “Cavnlleria
Rusticuna"” in honour of the Mujor, My
mong wias grected with most enlhusiastic
spplense, and erica of euncore.

The Major sileneed everyume by rais-
ing his hand, and presently rose to mek:
a -8peechh. What wes oor surprise and
chagric when he deliversl a very sharp
levture ourected againat the regiment in
general amt myself in purticular, saying
that i was unpardonable te compel me
to sing at each beck and whim, and
criminal to request il after a ineal, and
that 1 was a feol and dida't deserve ihe
gift T held so lightly, and that if in the
futurc there was & repetition he would
=ot only put in irony the person, regurd-
lesa of rank, who compelled me to sing,
Lut he would punish me too.

1 was in the barracks for two monthes

altogether, and relcased when my bro-
ther volunteered to serve out the time in
my stend. '
- On release T wau engiyed for n season
of vpera at Cuaserta, apd from this time
ok iy operatic career has simply been
a case of being lifted from one round of
the .adder to the next.

Aflter singing in one Itulian city after

another, [ wenl to Lgypt; from there
bugk Lo Paris; and then to Berling;
thence to the Argentine, [From there |
weni to Rio Janeiro, where T waa hon-
oured by DPresident €Campos-Galles for
singing at & gala perfurmance given in
hwunour of the PFresident of  Argen-
{ina, who was on an official visit to Lne
cily. From mio 1 went to sing in Lon-
douy and now 1 Lave just fnished sing-
inyg a second season in New York, the
greatest opern cily in the world.
" And such, dear reader, is the opera
story of {'aruso. Fhere is  another
('aruso, a plain, every-day fellow, with o
dear wife anal affectionate friemils, who
still wishea he were on artist, wha loves
to draw and model in clay, wha cullects
rare coins, has & warge library of picture
books, and a home he i3 proud of near
Florence. But this Enrien i, =z 1 say,
st a plain, everg-day Ttalian feliow,
and i know you don't want to koow any-
thing about him.
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