POOR DOCUMENT

The Countess’s Vilia In San Remo, Where She Was Murdered.

After an Amazing Career of
Brilliant Conquests the
Fascinating Countess
Delia Torre Is Found in
Her Vilia With Her
Skull Beaten In.

ST. PETERSBURG, July 8.
HE great White Ocar's best spy has just been murdered.
Her eotraordinary death is the last chapter in the

annals of a most ewtragordinary woman,

Her aim in life wag to live in almost ag barbaric splendor as

the Czar himself.

8he was killed by her lover, whom she had

years, whom she made a tool of when

fooled for twenty

she was a girl, and who,

gnally getting suspicious after twenty years of waiting, came

ack and killed her.

Battista Pisani, an inhabitant of the neighboring villa,

Apricale, near San i.emo, where “koy first made love, lg

€ returned
and found proof that his wife had proved unfaithm

home to seek fortume in America.

and faithful to the Czar,
Blinded with rage and sh he sei

e of
his
eotedly
him—

in{ battered in the wretohed woman's skull in
villa on the Mediterranean, esoaped unrecognized.
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a A or and, hay-
her palatial

The masters of international oreft could {ll afford to dis-

oard an instrument of such admirable tem
Torre, who had every fascination that has

Little by little she became a

Russian political spy, and the papers
positive proof of the almost fabulous
ceived from high military officers at
Among others was the will of
who is now in America, constituping h
on condition that she should have him
sward of Apricale.
of the Russian army had for the last f
close. She had been in the Far East, h
Port Arthur, and was up to the hour of
correspoydence with that fortress,
dered by the man she loved when

she
g:uant girl, one Emma Bellomo.

The

largess of the Ogar, follow.
HE unfortunate woman will be sadly
T missed from the Russlan Secret Ser-
vice. No one wlill ever know the
hasardous undertakings which the Count-
egs carried through with consummate skill
for the Czar. Her range of usefulnesa was
wide and she was equally adroit in pene-
trating diplomatic secrets of the forelgn
legations or In managing to find out the
most carefully guarded plans of the Ni-
bilists. Speaking with wonderful fluency
seven different lagguages, the Countess
wae able, at times, to Ingratiate herself
into the confidence of Important person-
ages In nearly every. one of the great cap-
itals of Burope. Skilled in the art of ca-
Jolery, anscrupulous even to the point of
murder, the Countess managed by flattery
and more than once by the little vial of
polson which she carried In her glove, to
galn possession of secret documents which
were of the greatest lmportance to her Rus-
slap master.

It was ear!y In her career that she won
the rersonal confidence and gratitude of
the Czar by a brilllant coup. The Rus-
slan Secret Police had received conflicting
information from their agents in Rome
and In Parls as to a Nihilist plot. In-
deed, from one source it was asserted that
a high dignitary of the imperial household
who had counstant access to the Czar him-
self was the leader of an Intrigue which
threntenel the life of the leading members
of the royal family.

¥inally, the 8t. Petersburg Chief of the
Secret Service cdetalled the Countess della
Torre on the case and she began work in
Rome. With the aid of the local Russian
spies Madame was soon In the confidence
of the exiled band of Nihllists and was
aimitted to their nizbtly councils In oue
of the Roman catacombs.

: Suddenly felgning a desperate filness, the
Countess took her departure to Lendon-for
tae purpose, she avowed, of consulting the
best Knglish surgeons and preparing for
an operation in a sanltarlum there. From
J.ondon the Countess slipped across to St.
Petersburg and made known her discov-
erles to the Chlef of the Secret Serv ce.
~"%\When she revealed the name of the palace
T oficial who was the real leader of the
Nibilist plotiers the incredulous Secret
Service Chie  disinidssed her a blunder-
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Chagrined, angry, and her pride deeply
Wounded, Madame the Countess, hastened
back to Rome and renewed her relations
With the Nihilists, and finally secured a
mission from the leader in Italy to bring
& package of secret reports to the Nihilist
chief In the royal household.

Armed with these documents, the Count-
©es again went to St. Petersburg, but this
t'me she demanded and secured an audience
with the Czar himself. When the Countess
tnfoldod the facts in her possession the
Cs8r, too, was amazed and refused to be-
ileve the agcusations against one of the
wost trusted members of his personal staff,

“Then I shall prove to Your Majesty
what I say,” eried the untess. “In half
an hour I must beg to see you again.”

Hastening to the unsuspecting Nihilist,
the Countess made known her mission from
the Ttallan leader, and delivered into his
hands the package of secret documents.

“Keep them with you,” she whispered
In his ear. ‘‘On your noble person they
are safe, but in any hiding place they may
be found.”

Returning to the apartments of the Czar,
the Countess demanded that the young
officer be Instantly summoned Into the
Imperial presence.

“I beg Your Majesty,” she Implored, “to
chserve the Count’s features cloecly when
he bebolds me at your side.”

A few moments later the young staff
officer entered, saluted the Czar, and as
his eye fell upon the. Countess he stag-
gered Dback. raised his hand to his brow
and a look of amazement and horror over-
epread his features.

“As I told Your Majesty,” ecrled the
Countess. “‘Search him and you will find
ine proof!"

STOPPED NOT EVEN AT POISON TO
DO THE CZAR’S WISHES,

In the leg of one of the officer’s riding
boots were found the documents the Count-
ess had brought from Rome. The fate of
the Count was never definitely made known
to ber. *“Exlle to Siberla for life”” was the
Czar s command, but it was always be-
lleved by the Countess that the young
Nibilist was sssassinated th t same night
In Lis cell.

Literally ber face was the fortune and
misfortunc of this sagacious, audacious and

in Early Life,

A few moments later the young staff
officer entered, saluted tke Czar, and as
his eye fell upon the Countess he stag-
gered back, raised his hand to his brow
and a look of amazement and horror
overspread his features.

«“As [ told Your Majesty,”’ cried the

Countess.

the subtlest, cleverest Spy In the employ of
sslan Bureatv.

thelth‘;ns as the Countess della Torre that
she was known, and that name will awaken
memories among Europear diplomatists,
and in the brilliant if somewhat elastic clr-
cles of what is called cosmopolitan soclety
—even, perbaps, in far away Port Afthut.
this true story of this remarkably brilliant
adventuress, spy—and from the intimacy of
European archives that are leaking out
slowly, slowly—many times poisoner, who
would murder without hesitancy of scruple.

When Emma Bellomo was fourteea she
was of an extraordinary and ripe beauty be-
yond her years, and was employed as noth-
ing morn than a household drudge by a

“Search him and you will
find the proof!’’

suspicion is easily aroused, and the poiice
were veny soon upon his track, arcd there
was nothing left for it but flight. There
was an opening for skilled workmen in
Tunis, and thither Battista went, leaving
kig wife to look after the cottags und the
plot of ground in apricals. And for twenty
years they remalned apart, and in the
meanrtime he had esceped to Amerlea.

With Battista, dislilusioned and embit
tered, it was out of sight out ot mind, and,

having {rifled with the aXoctlons ¢? a

bourgeols family of Nice. Even at that |
age she had dreams and aspirations, and §

realized that nature had endowed her witn
something as valuable as talent and rarer
than riches—a face that would be her for-

tune if oaly she carried §t to the proper |

market.

So Cinderelia went about her work, walt-
ing for the falry godmother to appear.
She had the sense, however, to realize that
the Prince would not come at once. And
go, having one day met Battista Pisaui, she
realized that life with him would be prefer-
able to a life of domesti: siavery, and set
her young cap at him.

Plsani was by trade a “praticien,” a
stone carver, and sociaily, as well as intel-
lectually, her guperior, but, blinded by love
and beauty, he fell 2 willing victim.

HOW HER INSATIATE AMBITION
LBEGAN LEARING HER CP TO
HER TRAGIC CXND.

They were marrled in the Spring, and he
carried his treasure off to Apricale; and set-
tled down to ply his trade. In their early
wedded days he was no doubt able to give
bis bride such educational advantages as
were his, and., still passionately in love,
was ready to satisfy her slightest caprice.
Her ambitions were many and, for the most
part, far beyond his means, for stone-cary-
ing, llke the other artistic craf's, affords
but a precarious livelihood.

What Battista earned kept body and soul
together, but in no way sufficed for the
needs of his luxury-loving and ideally beau-
tiful Emoma, so one fine day he turned his
tnlents to account, and became—for her
suke—a colner, In a courtry town, however,

The Quarter of the Poor Near San Remo, Whers She Was Born

Siciuan girl In Tunis, be was forexd, for
self-preservation, to put the Atlantic be-
tween himself and her revengeful relatives.
Emma Bellomo. full grown in beauty and
in wisdom—urelleved of her husband—now
sct out to conquer the world. Her first goal
was Nice, for she quite realized that her
first success must be sought for In the great
crowd of distinguished foreigners ebbing
and flowing between the great capitals and
the seductive resorts of the Mediterranean.

The srince Charming for whom she had
waited ro:y appeared on the scene In the
person ¢f Count della Torre. FEmma’s extra-

ordinary lovelleness, her youth (she was
stil! little more than sixteen), and her
exquisite charm of manner, which slways
fascirated all who approached her, soon
bound the forty-year-old Count (man of the
world and of Iirreproachable aristocratic
family) to her chariot wheels. From the
beginning of their lafson he surrendered
to her in all things, and treated her as if
she was In reality the Countess della Torre.
And the intelligent Emma took good care
not to dispel that bellef, so she was soon
able to enter soclety wearing a coronet.

The Cindercila dream wus reallzed. nnd

The Countess Della Torra,

the mald-of-all-work—Illke another Em-
ma In Bnglish history—became the
“grande dame'” and happily made up
for the shortcomings of ler early edu-
entlon.

wcious of purpoee, she worked bard
very subject that might Increase her

enal of seductiors and obliterate &ll
irace of her oilgin.

When the Count died he left her his Im-
mense fortune, and she promptly assumed
the title of Countess della Torre. Society
opened 1ts doors still wider to her.

In Paris, Rome, St. Petersburg, at Long-
champs or on the Promenade des Anglals,
she held ber court.

She-was even then a miracle of loveliness,
exquisitely dressed, and always afterwards
able to be witty in French, English, Gex-
man or Itallan with equaj facllity.

Up to this point she was a social success,
but her ambitions went further still. She
had turncd the heads or broken the aearts
of princes of finarce and Ministers of
State, of diplomatists and millionaires, and
her salons swwere crowded, Jf not with the
originals, at all events with thelr por-

is—row after row of framed photo-
graphs bearing affectionate dedleation sand
slgnatures of men whoge signatures are set

to the deeds of nations

And now, right here, comes the gerrible
Interruption of a terribly intense purpose.

Throughout her career she had maintained
a friendly correspondence with Battista
Pisani, her hushand.. She kept him well
supplied with funds, and had even sup-
plied him with the mongy to return—as she
thought, in order to relinquish his marital
rights—as things turned out, to put an end
to her life. The generally accepted theory
is that husband and wife disagreed as to
the sum that was to buy her freedom, and
that the former, in an access of fury, mur-
dered her—with, as it were, the predestined
{astrument—hias stone-carver's bammer.

With that strange homing Instinet of
criminals, Emmma had always bhad an affec-
tlon for her country. She ’:ad built herself
a viila at Apricale, and when about to set
out on her last voyage to Port Arthur she
made a will leaving all her fortune to the
hospitals at Ventimiglia.

Such, then, is the strange history of the
wonderful charmer of men. Fmma Bellom
pseudo Countess della Torre, whose eventfu
career resemb! fn meny ways that of
Pwma Hart, Nelson's beloved Lady Hamile
ton. And now, after her liZe's titiul fever
acd many wanderings, the Czar's subtlest,
cruciest, wickedest and best womaa spy—
ong may hope peacefully—slecps in her
beautiful home, bought with the proceeds of
her ignominy, in her sunuy Apricale.




