
BETRAYED BY LOVE.

AFFSKY was a

I born genius, des-

tined in time to

. V soar to the dizzy
J \ heights of a pro-

JR, fessional chair.

So, at least, said

his professors at

~“ the University of

S t. Petersburg.

We students like-

etaoinshrdlucmfw wise held him in

awe, and hedged him around with rev-

erential ostracism.

That same Kaffsky used to squander

his days and nights over mathematics

and chemistry and half a dozen kindred

sciences, as if life were to last for eter-

nity. We did not believe in a man

having so many irons in the fire, and

we limited our own efforts to the ac-

complishment of one single task—the

regeneration of mankind—as a prelim-

inary step to the remodeling of Russian

society.

We had weighed Kaffsky in the polit-

ical balance—the only one in vogue at

Russian universities ten years ago—-

and had found him sadly wanting.

He was a member of none of the

three churches —outside of which there

is no salvation —that of the sworn

conspirators, who edited a forbidden

journal, Land and Liberty, hatched

plots against the state and some-

times helped to carry them out;
that of unsworn conspirators, from

whom the former were usually re-

cruited; and the bulk of students who

sympathized with everything and

everybody who embarrassed the gov-

ernment.

And to crown all, we had just heard

of his impending marriage. “A nice

time to be thinking of marrying and

feathering his nest!” we remarked to

each other, “just when the pillars of

the social edifice are giving way, and

we are doing our best to pull them

down in order to build something
better.”

When the name of the future bride

was mentioned those among us who

knew her were staggered a bit. Anna

Pavlona Smirnova was not a Venus.

But if she had much less beauty than

her photograph—which is a common

failing of women—she had a good deal

more wit, which is not by any means

so common.

Although apparently young enough

to be his daughter, Anna Pavlona was

Kaffsky’s senior by five or six years,

and, to make matters still more mixed,
she was a red radical at heart.

Formerly her democratic views had

got her into hot water with the author-

ities, and it was not without consider-

able difficulty that she had obtained

her present position as teacher in a

girls’ gymnasy, which enabled her to

live in modest competency with her

widowed mother.

The police, we knew', had twice or

thrice made elaborate inquiries about

him, had noted his comings in and go-

ings out, and had set a watch upon his

actions. Platoff, when arrested a

week ago, chanced to have Kaffsky’s
card in his pocket, and was subjected
to a long secret cross-examination

about his dealings with him.

“As well suspect the stone sphinxes
at the Nikolai bridge as that p ece of

stuck-up selfishness called Kaffsky,”
exclaimed Lavroff.

“There must be some reason for

the suspicion,” cried Brodsky; “there’s

always fire where there’s smoke, and as

we know there’s no fire here, then there

cannot possibly be any smoke. It’s a

matter of smoked glass spectacles.”
This remark struck us all as the

acme of cleverness. It was warmly

applauded. “Well, who could have

smoked the government’s spectacles?”

somebody asked.

“Boorman, Boorman; he alone has a

grudge against Kaffsky,” cried half a

dozen voices.

Now, none of us had a doubt that he

was the Judas Iscariot. His hang-
dog expression, his slouching gait, his

furtive glance and stammering devil-

try proclaimed the nature of the spirit
that lived and worked within him.

The present case strengthened our

suspicion, for Boorman and Kaffsky
had quarreled years before.

Summer vacations were at hand.

The last of the examinations would

take place in ten days, and then we

would disperse over the length and

breadth of the empire, many of us never

ta return again.

Suddenly we were stunned and

stupefied by a bolt from the blue in

the shape of a rumor that Kaffsky had

been arrested.

He. and Alexieff had gone to the

theater the night before. They had

walked home together and made an

appointment for the morrow at the

university; but at about 2 a. m. Kaffsky
had been spirited away,’ and was now

in the secret wing of the Lithuanian

fortress.

A written request Was presented by
some of the professors, who were be-

side themselvej with indignation, that

Kaffsky should be released on ball,

fust to finish his examination and take

his degree, for they knew very well it

was all a misunderstanding.
But to our utmost astonishment

their request was refused, and Kaffsky
was removed from the Lithuanian fort-

ress only to be immured in the more

terrible fortress of Peter and Paul.

The excitement caused by the arrest

was assuming dangerous proportions.

Nobody had cared a rap for Kaffsky a

week before, and he was already a

most popular hero now.

Perhaps it was hatred for the heart-

less informer—who had already been

arrested, no doubt, to save him from

being lynched—and sympathy for Anna

Pavlona, .whose womanly feelings had

got the better of her philosophy. She

had completely broken down.

She had been taken to her bed, had

refused all food, had forwarded petition

after petition to the minister of the in-

terior, and when it became clear that

she might just as well be sowing salt

on the seashore, her mind gave way.

The doctors sent her mother and her-

self in post haste to the Crimea.

In October a few of us met in St.

Petersburg once more—but only a few.

The police had made a tremendous

haul among the students the day the

university closed session, and many

were now in their distant native vil-

lages expelled from the university;

others in prison, others again on the

road to Siberia.

Kaffsky, we learned, was among the

latter—condemned to the mines as a

dangerous conspirator, in spite of the

intercession of the professors; Anna

Pavlona was dead, according to others;

but it came to pretty much the same

thing in the end.

I had heard of many evil things done

by diabolical reformers, but this was

the most crying injustice I had ever

actually witnessed; and when talking

with a friend who was a relative of one

of the ministers I told him so.

He was astounded at what I told him,
and asked me to draw up an account

of Kaffsky’s case in writing. He would

see, he said, that justice should be done.

I had no difficulty in obtaining pre-

cise particulars. I discovered even the

name of the forwarding prison, over

1,000 miles away, in which Kaffsky was

then interred, and having made out a

very strong case, I gave my friend the

paper, and he presented it to his rela-

tive, the minister.

A week passed, then a fortnight, and

still there was no answer.

One day my philanthropic friend

shook his head, said my data were all

wrong, said that Kaffsky was the most

dangerous conspirator that had ever

been tripped up in the very nick of

time, and that he would advise me to

keep aloof from political reformers in

future, as it was evident they could

make black appear white without an

effort.

Six years later I heard that Kaffsky
was no more. He died of disease, or was

shot in a tumult, or disposed of in some

such way. The particulars were not

very precise, but he was really dead,

that was certain.

“Nothing else but death is certain in

Russia,” I remarked to an ex-minister

to whom I had been telling the whole

story after dinner.

“So you are going to write about it,

you say,” he asked me, “to ease your

feelings?”
“I am,” I replied.

“Very well, then, if you will come

here in two or three days I willsupply

you with a most interesting postscript.”

And he did.

His statement was based on official

documents and this is the gist of it.

“When the terrorist movement was

at its height the leaders were invisible

and übiquitous. We suspected that they

were in the university, but that was

only a guess. Once or twice Kaffsky

appeared to bfe in the movement, but

we had no proof, and could get none.

It then occurred to General O. of the

secret department to employ a spy who

had never played the part of a detective

before.”

“I know. You mean the scoundrelly

informer, Boorman,” I broke in.

“Boorman! Boorman! Was he? 0, of

course he was. Yes. No. Boorman was

not the detective. Boorman, I see, was

nearly as dangerous as Kaffsky; he was

Kaffsky’s right-hand man, and he got
the same punishment.”

This announcement took my breath

away, but it only deepened the mystery.

“Two thousand three hundred rubles

was what it all cost, and dirt cheap,

too,” he went on.

“You mean the detective’s reward?” I

asked.

“Yes, that, of course, was over and

above her regular salary, which was

fifty rubles a month. It was the only
clever stroke of business she ever did.”

“She!” I repeated. “Was it a woman,

then?”

“O. yes; didn’t I tell you?—and a

woman with the making of a saint in

her, too. Ha, ha, ha! She is now a god-

' fearing sectarian —a pietist of some

• kind.”

“Well, I remarked, “she would need

i a good long course of penance, were it

only to atone for the fate of poor Anna

Pavlona, ¦whose life she snuffed out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” he laughed, tillthe big
tears rolled down his furrowed cheeks.

“Why, hang it, man, Anna Pavlona was

herself the detective. But that was the

only clever thing she ever did. She

soon after left the service, found salva-

tion, as they term it, in some obscure

sect,' and is a pious bigot now.”

ON THE ROAD TO SIBERIA.

Pitiful Outlook.

“Mamma.”

“Well?”

“You licked me last week for whaling
Jimmie Watts and papa licked me yes-

terday ’cause Johnny Phelps walloped
me.”

“Well?”

“I’m wondering what’llhappen some-

time when it’s a draw.”

MillineryOpening.

Mrs. C. E. Hershman has just
returned from Chicago with a

lovely stock of new fall milli-

nery, other large invoices of
which are to follow soon.

The pattern hats received and
those expected are indeed the
choicest designs of the new

styles. Mrs. Hershman has built

up a wonderful business through
the pow

? er of low prices for the

best values.

The ladies of Rensselaer and
vicinity are invited to attend
her annual fall opening next

Thursday. Friday and Satur-
day, Oct. 10th, 11th and 12th.

Farm Loans.

We are prepared to make farm
loans at a lower rate of interest
than any other firm in Jasper
county. The expenses will be

as low as the lowest. Call and
see us. Office in the Stockton &
Williams Block, near the Couft
House. . Warren & Irwin.

1893.

An annual event

looked forward to by
alljadies of fashion

and thrifty housewives.

in mu
Will A. Mossier, Manager.
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Rensselaer
1895.

Grand musical con-

cert on opening night,
Tuesday, Oct. 15,
by cornet band.

Second Grand Fall Opening at the Big Double Store
October 15,16,17,18 and 19, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday.

Our grand cloak opening will excel any former effort. The Model will dis-

play the prettiest line ever before shown in Rensselaer on opening days. Mr. E.

Moyses, of F. Seigel & Bros., Chicago, will be with us on opening days to dis-

play these large lines of cloaks in all the latest novelties

Stylish Dress Goods.

Our sales are simply astonishing
in magnitude; not at all wonderful,

though, when the excellence of our

showing, our reliability and up-to-
dateness is considered.

t
All-wool

bourette

plaids, rough
checks, bas-

ket plaids in

blue and

black, all-

wool suiting
in the new

fall shades,
French serg-

es. German

henrietta,
wool and mo-

hair jacquards, tweeds and rough
mixtures for street wear, caniche
cloth, silk and wool stripes, in any
color you could wish for, true value,
$1.50, $1.25 and SI.OO.
Our price opening days. 60c. 75c, 90c.
54-in. ladies’ cloth, value $1.25.

Opening price, 89c
46-in. all color wool henrietta.

value SI.OO. Opening price, 75c
40-in. all-wool henrietta, value

65c. Opening price, 42c
36-in. half wool henrietta. value

35c. Opening price, 22c
40-in. ladies’ cloth, value 50c.

Opening price 33c
Cotton goods at Bc, 10c. 12|c and 15c.

Shoe Department.
Ladies’ dongola cloth button

shoes, 2| to 7, value $2 75.

Opening price, $1 68
Ladies’ kid shoes, value $1.75.

Opening price. $1 23

Ladies’ glove grain or grain
shoes, value $1.60.

Opening price, $1 25
Children’s shoes, 50c, 85c, SI.OO, $1.25

and $2.00.'
Men’s buff congress shoes, val-

ue $2.25. Opening price, $1.50
Our $4.00 men’s shoes.

Opening price, $2 75
A complete line of boys’ shoes at

all prices.
Men’s and boys’ boots, SI.OO. $2.00,

2.50 and $3.00.
Rubber goods at prices competitors

can’t touch, as we bought before the

advance.
Men’s felt boots, 4 stays, with over,

Rhode Island, only $1.85 a pair.
Look over our big line in our doub-

le room and you will then be con-

vinced.

Five and 10c Counter.

Tinware, glassware and wooden-

ware. Don’t fail to see the bargain
counter.

The New Novelties.

Leatherette, sc, 10c, 15c and 25c.

Domestic.

Prices that may hurt competitors,
but to show the people of Jasper
county that our Opening Days are the
days you buy dry goods, clothing,
boots and shoes CHEAP.

Calico, 3c jL

Canton

flannel, 3Jc
Outing y

flannel, 4 |c
Cotton

batton,44c
Comfort

calico, -He

Gingham
(good) 5 c

Pins, per

paper, 1c

Clothes

pins, 1c per dozen.
Fruit of loom, 74c Lawrence L. L.

Toweling, 4c.

Carpets and Lace and

Chenille Curtains.

All wool ingrain carpets, value
65c Opening price, 48c

Half-wool ingrain carpets, value
50c " Opening price, 33c

Lace and chenille curtains, a beauti :

iul line to select from, call and see

prices.
Floor oil cloth, 15c, 25c 35c a yard.

OUR GRAND OPENING SALE ON CLOTHING.

O UR new clothing room is now complete in all departments. The Model Annex has just received the finest line of
mens, boys’and children’s suits and overcoats, boots and shoes, hats and caps and gents’ furnishing goods ever

shown before in Rensselaer. 6

Men’s all wool suits, value $lO.

Opening price, $7 00
Men’s all wool black worsted,

value $15.00. Opening price, $9 50
Men’s fancy check English

worsted, value $12.50.

Opening price. $9 00
Men’s satenit suit, value $7.00

Opening price, $4 75
Men’s overcoats at prices that will as-

tonish you, $4. $5, $6, $7, SB. $9,
$lO, $12.50.

Boys’ all wool suits, value $lO.

Opening price, $6 75

Boys’ satinet suits, value $7.00.

Opening price. $4 50
Childrens’ suit, value $1.25.

Opening price, 69c
Childrens’ suits, value $3, and

$4. Opening price, $2 25

A full line of men’s and boys’ mac-

intoshs, sweaters and nobby line of

neckwear.

Blankets and Comforts.

10-4 blankets, vnlue 75c

Opening price, 49c
10-4 blankets, value $1.25.

Opening prjce, 75c
10-4 all wool blankets, value

$3.50. Opening price, $2 85
10-4 all wool blankets, value

$5.00. Opening price, $3 75

Comforts, 60c to $3 00

SPOOLS «l. CLARK THRCAO, 25c. NlNe SPOOLS CLARK O. J4. T. Cl?d DERRICK, 25c.

Fifty cents pays for a copy of

“The Great Debate” between
Horr and Harvey. For sale at

this office.

CLIMAX

kzJr PUREST
I ’-'AND BEST
LESS TH AM HA LETHE
PRICE OF OTHER BRANDS

+ POUNDS,2O+ 4-

HALVESJO +QUARTERS,S+
SOLD IN CANS ONLY

The Aeromotor Wind mill is
sold by Judson H. Perkins, who
will put them up at very low

prices.

G. P. Kahler —~

Blacksmithing,
Horseshoeing,

Special Attention to Repairing Machinery
and Duplicating Castings in Iron or Brass.

ALL WORK NEATLYDONE.

Main Street, near Depot, Rensselaer, Indiana.

Coin's Financial School (price
25c) is given free to every neiv trial

subscriber of The People's Pilot.

Twenty-five cents for three months.

Blacksmith Wanted.

A first class, sober mechanic

wanted by G. P. Kahler, near

depot, Rensselaer, Ind.
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