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Self Condemnea
By MARGARET C. DEVEAUX

Copyright by American Press Asso-
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M- - le Judge Curier was dispensing
Justice on the bench during the French
revolution. The Justice he was dis-

pensing was between classes, not indi-

viduals. The nobles had tyrannized
over the common people for centuries.
Now the common people were endeav-
oring to extirpate the nobles from the
face of the earth. Judge Curier was
sending a batch of them to the guillo-

tine.
"Who is this?" he asked, seeing a

girl, a mere child, brought before him.
"Citizeness Elise Bellair," replied the

officer of the guard.
"Who ordered her brought here? She

is not old enough to to understand the
difference between patriotism and tyr-rany.- "

"She was included in a list furnished
by M. Marat."

"Indeed," said the judge, frowning.
"M. Marat is accustomed to make in-

quiries if all those on his lists have
been taken care of."

"But this one did he know that she
is a child?"

The officer shook his head. M. Ma-

rat's brain was not open to him to
look into.

The judge pondered a few moments.
There was something wrong in this
case. Possibly a list had been made
out and presented to some one in au-

thority who had signed the warrants
accompanying it while thinking of
something else. Nevertheless the judge
did not dare disobey the order he bad
received to sentence every one sent be-

fore him.
"Take her away with the others,"

he said reluctantly.
He was looking down into the child's

face pityingly. She saw the expression
on the judge's face. Children are quirk
to recognize their friends, and the mar-
quise, not understanding that the
Judge had sent her to the guillotine,
smiled at him. Then a soldier took her
little hand in his and led her away
with the others.

The Judge asked one standing by
something about her and was told that
she was the Marquise de Bellair, and
since she alone represented the Bel-lair- s

and since the revolutionary com-

mittee was anxious that no member of
the family should be left alive the
child had been marked for execution.
When the deed had been done it would
be put down to an error.

The judge went home that evening,
and his own little daughter, about the
age of the child he had condemned,
sat upon his lap, put her arms about
his neck and kissed him.

"How hot your face is, papa!" she
said.

He unwound her arms, gently put
her away, and called for a glass of
Wine. He had stood up under the
grim duties required of him till the
matter of the little marquise had re-- 1

quired his attention. He did not eat
his dinner and went to bed feverish,
The smile he had received from the
little marquise had unnerved him. All
night he lay in bed, two sights coming
up alternately before his mental vision

the one the marquise's smile, the oth-

er her little figure lying on the guil-Min-

the drop of the knife and her
little curly head dropping into the
basket.

In the morning Judge Curier looked
as if he had passed through a fit of
sickness. He ate nothing, spoke not
a word. When he went out after
breakfast his little daughter put up
her arms, as was her custom, for her
morning hug and kiss. Her father put
her away and left her standing with
tears in her eyes in the hallway.

The judge turned into a boulevard
and after following it for awhile en-

tered a street that led him to the
Place de la Revolution, now the Place
de la Concorde. It is one of the most
spacious plazas in the world, lying as
It does between the Champs d'Elysees
and the gardens of the Tuileries. Car-
riages drive through it, but few who
ride or walk past its fountains and its
obelisk think of the work that was
going on there more than a hundred
years ago.

A crowd was collecting about the
guillotine, and a tumbrel was driven
up loaded with condemned persons.
As is passed the judge he caught sight
of a little figure about half the height
of the others and saw a little hand
waving to him. He walked on and
joined the party at the guillotine. At
the moment an officer began to call
names from a list he had in his hand.

"Citizeness Elise Bellair!"
The judge approached, took the

child by the hand and said:
"I condemned this child by mis-

take."
He was recognized by the officials

and permitted to lead the little mar-

quise away.
She was never seen again in Paris

till long after the revolution. She re-

turned a middle aged woman.
When the Judge went home that

evening he seemed to have the seal of
death upon his brow. He took his
little daughter in his arms, "while tears
rolled down his cheeks.

In the middle of the night there
was a knock at his door. The judge
went downstairs and met an officer,
who told him he was under arrest for
being in conspiracy with the emigres.
The visit was not unexpected, and the
prisoner went with the soldiers with-
out a word of protest.

A week later a tumbrel drove up to
the guillotine in the Place de la Revo-
lution, and among those. who stepped I
out was Judge Curier. He died on the
engine of death from which be bad
tared the Marquise de Bellair.

How I Became an
Archaeologist

By ARNOLD L. TINKAM
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When I was a boy and studied Latin
I read stories about ancient Koine that
gave me an unconquerable desire to
see the Eternal City. 1 wished to visit
the chasm, or at least the place where
it was, into which Quintus Curtius
leaped on horseback, the remaining pil-

lars of the temple erected to the two
beautiful strangers, Castor and Pol-

lux, who watered their horses In the
forum after the battle of Lake Kegillus.
and the bridge that Horatius defended
so valhtntly. There was no prospect
of my ever visiting Italy, for I had
not the means even to take me to col-

lege.
But I was a good deal of a dreamer.

and. my fancy getting fixed on my ob--I

ject, I couldn't turn it upon anything
else. The only practical result was a
resolve to "save up," as children put
it, with a view to getting enough mon-

ey to take me to Rome, keep me there
long enough to get a hurried view of
what I wished to sec and bring me
back to America.

By the time I was eighteen years
old I had acquired this amount. I sup-

pose I should have spent it in starling
nie upon a college education, but I did
not. I bought a second class ticket on
a ship crossing the Atlantic and pro-

ceeding through the Mediterranean to
Naples. I remained at Naples long
enough to visit Pompeii, then went by
rail to Home.

At first I was disappointed in getting
Into a modern commercial city, but
when I struck some of the landmarks
of ancient Home- - the Pantheon, the
arches of Constantine and Til us. the
Coliseum I was not long in forgetting
the modern in my rapture over the an
cient. When I had exhausted Homo
Itself I was seized willi a desire- to
visit its environs. I had read of the
Camps gna as it was when covered
with farms and villas.

Bat by the time I had seen Rome it-- !

self my money was all gone. I hadn't
enough even to buy a return trip ticket
to America. I was stranded in a for- -

eijrn country. What could I do?
What did I do? 1 followed the genius
of archaeology that was strong within
me. Heading a notice in a newspaper
that an excavating party was to make
a search for the ruins of a certain villa
some fifty miles from the city, I hired
myself as a digger to the archaeologist
in charge, went with him and dug with
the rest. In his reading lie had hit
upon a description id' the site, but
could only confirm his views by bur-
rowing in the ground. In other words,
he must hunt for that for which he
was looking.

We dug three days, at the end of
which time my employer gave up the
search. Iuring this time I put in my
spade here and there on' my own ac-

count, with no result. When the par--:

ty went back to Home I asked for my
pay. a few lira, and they returned
without me. I had seen .a stone pro-
jecting from the soil at some distance!
from where we were digging that seem-
ed to me to have been artificially shap-
ed, and I wished to investigate it.

As soon as the party were gone I
began to dig about this stone. 1 found
that it rested on another, to which it
was fixed by mortar. This in turn
rested on another. Then I came to a
wall. 1 followed the wall for a dozen
feet and came to an angle. The top
of the w:ill was five or six feet from
the surface, and I was not likely to
find anything of value at a less depth.
I dug all day, and as the evening was

the and got
my

this I the house.
knew that I was liable to ruin a treas-
ure. These were
with statues- - some of them very bea-
utifuland every year they tire found.
I had with me a scoop and. throwing
down my spade, began to dig about
the hard substance with the smaller
implement. It was round, in a few
minutes I uncovered a marble head.

Had I discovered a mine of inex-
haustible gold I could not have been
more delighted. I scooped away
enough earth to tell me that I had
found a statue. Hut It was by this
time too lute to look any further. I
threw back the loose marked
the spot with a stake and hurried

vay from the fever stricken Cam-pagn- a

that I might not caught there
ufter nightfall.

The next morning I went to the ar-

chaeologist who had conducted he
search and told him of my lind. It
would have been illegal for me to re-

move the statue myself, and I pre-
ferred to proceed under his superin-
tendence. He was as delighted
at my luck as I was myself. We start-
ed at once for the hole I had dug,
removed the loose earth and exposed
the marble. We could tell nothing
about it except that the face was very
beautiful.

We about the till we
could see that it was the figure of a
woman, the drapery being ancient Ro-

man.
The archaeologist before leaving I

Rome had left word for workmen to
follow, and they arrived the
statue was removed. It proved to be
of great I had struck the site
of the for which we had searched,
and other articles were in it,
though none in as good as
this. I a remuneration for
my find, but what I valued more was
being taken as a student the man
who had employed me to dig for him.

spent a number of years his
tuition and by my own efforts have
contributed to the contents of the mu-eam- a

la no small iegree.

AUNT SALLY'S
CIRCUS

By M. QUAD
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Aunt Sally Davidson had reached the
age of sixty-fiv- e and was living with a
married daughter. She was a little,
brisk old lady, and the care of two
squalling young uns and all the house-

work fell on her shoulders. She could
walk a mile with any one, and the
Monday washing was always out be- -

fore noon.
Aunt Sally was noted for her pa-

tience and good temper, but there came
a day in this her old age to try her
soul. A was coming to town,
and to the utter amazement of her
daughter, son-in-la- and all others she
expressed a determination to be a spec-
tator.

"Why, ma, you are a member of the
church!" exclaimed the daughter.

"So I am, but don't members of the
church want to see a rhinoceros and
giraffe?"

"And your minister will preach
against the whole thing," added the
son-in-la-

The was a week away yet,
and during that time the matter was
brought up again and again, but Aunt
Sally stuck to her resolution.

The day of the circus came at last,
and after a hasty dinner Aunt Sally
donned her sunbonnet and freshly iron-
ed calico dress and hied her way to the
circus grounds. One last appeal was
made to her as she was read' to go.
The daughter had a red flannel petti-
coat that had been worn only three
winters. This was offered up as a sac-
rifice, but was rejected. Son-in-la-

and daughter were so angry that they
stayed tit home. It was believe'd that
Aunt Sally had borrowed the necessary
half dollar somewhere, but in this they
were mistaken. She was going with
out money and depending on Provi-
dence to see her through.

We who have depeuded on the same
thing in advance what answer
Aunt Stilly got when she walked softly
up to the ticket takers and, putting on
her most winning smile, said:

"Will you please let a poor old wom-
an in to see the anaconder forty feet
long?"

She was, of course, laughed at and
told to go hence. "Hence" wasn't
very far with her. In walking around
the big tent she saw a boy crawl un-

der the canvas, and she lost no time
in following suit. She rose up among
the benches and took a seat, and if
any one ever enjoyed a circus it surely
was she. She didn't miss a
Bpring, and when the performance was
over she lingered and inspected the
animals until turned out. On her ar-- !

rival home she was met by sulky
looks, but nothing dampened her hap-
piness. She came near going over to
the minister's to repeat some of the
clown's jokes and ask where the wick-
edness came in, but had to be satis-
fied with saying to the daughter:

"May, I want to go to heaven with
the rest of you, but as sure as you
live if another circus comes along I'll
.attend it and have just as good a time
as I did today!"

Next morning the early risers of the
village were treated to a rare spec-
tacle. Aunt Stilly was out on the grass
in front of the house in scant attire
turning handsprings or trying to. She
made pretty fair work of it until her

son-in-la- came out and carried her
into the house, where she was given
an awful lecture on the enormity of
her offense, but she failed to realize
the enormity part.

"Look here, now," she said in reply.

lot of goose grease down cellar, and
I'm going to rub myself all over and
keep nt this handspring business. I'll
soon be able to do more work."

"I'll leave the house If you do!"
threatened the son-in-la-

"I'll send for the minister to talk to
you:" added the daughter.

"Children, I've got to limber up or
my knees will soon be like sticks. I
hain't doing nuthing to disgrace no
body, and I shan't stop for the minis-
ter. I wish I could borrow a bareback
boss of somebody. I think I'll go over
and ask Deacon Peagram for his old
gray mare."

After breakfast off she went, and
as sbe couldn't get the horse she came
back home to arm herself with a
clothes pole and attempt to walk the
top rail of a six rail She couldn't
be carried In this time, and the son-in-la-

ran for the parson. The good man
left his sermon unwritten and came on
the trot. Aunt Sally waved her hand
to him and fell off the fence and
turned cart wheels around a large
circle. Not until she was out of breath
and had kicked her heels high 'in the
air was she got into the house. Then
the parson began to tell her how awful
it was, but he had gone the wrong
way about it.

"If I can't go to heaven and the cir-
cus, too, then I'll keep up these tricks,"
said Aunt Sally as she set her jaw.

"But think of the wickedness! Will
go to heaven or not?"
"You know what it says about the

wicked."
"Yes, but will I get there or be kept

out?"
"If you repent"
"But I don't. I have done nothing to

repent of. Parson, it's either heaven
or more llmberness!"

"Well, being 'tis you, yes."
And although Aunt Sally quit her

'Tlmberness" she attended three more
ircuses before she died, and her tomb-

stone bears the legend. "Gone to Her
Reward,"

coming on, some (en feet below "I'm sixty-liv- e years old, I've
surface, spade struck something to keep limbered up to be worth any-har-

I shuddered, for by time thing around We've got a
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"Dr. Miles' Nervine
Raised Me From
the Gravew-M- r. T.fior

This is a strong statement to
make, but it is exactly what Mrs.
Thomas Taylor, of Blum, Texas,
said in expressing her opinion of

this remedy.
"Dr. Miles' Restorative Nervine

raited me from the grave and I have
much confidence in it. I can never
say enough for your grand medicines.
If anyone had offered me Sioo.oo for
the second bottle of Nervine that I
used I would have said 'no indeed.'"

MRS. THOMAS TAYLOR,
Blum, Tex.

Nervous exhaustion is a com-

mon occurence of modern life.

The wear and tear on the nervous
system is greater now than at any

time since the world began. For
sleeplessness, poor appetite and that
"run down" feeling, nothing is so

good as

Dr. Miles' Nervine
Your nerves are your life and

lack of vital energy makes existence
a misery. Dr. Miles' Nervine will

tone up your nervous system.
Ask any druggist. If the first bottle fails

to bensfit, your money is returned.
MILES MEDICAL CO., Elkhart, Ind.

SGHLANGE & YENNER

Carry a full line of

"LITTLE CHICK

FEED"
Call and see us if you need any-

thing in this line.

FRESH MEATS
A SPECIALTY.

Bardstown Road and Bonnycastle

Louisville. Ky.

CHAS. C. WHEELER,
Auctioneer

BUECHEL, KY.

General auctioneering done.
Sales conducted anywhere.
Satisfaction guara nteed.
Terms reasonable.

Cumb. phone E. 131-- a, E. 111-- m

si-- tf

LET'S FIGURE
There's a reason you should let me sell

vou wall paper. 1 handle tae liest; have
a larue line to select f mm and tnc prices
are rijrht.

I guarantee all work. Paper banging
given prompt attention.

Cumb. phone 42--

6. A. HOKE, Jeffersonfown

GUTENBERG
Invented Printing,
and Since His Day

9

has done more for theTYPE world's advancement
than any other thine. Our type
will ADVANCE YOUR BUSINESS.

Let V Vo your Trintin$

TENTS, AWNINGS and
TARPAULINS

We carry a large stock of Tents tor sale or rent.
Also large manufacturers of Tents, Awnings.

Horse Covers.
We make a specialty of supplying

Tarpaulins to Farmers Gardeners
of Jefferson County.

We carry the very best
teetl to stand the U. S. Government test.

Write, telephone or call for samples and prices.

Louisville Tent & Awning Co.
incorporated

Home Phone 78V4 116Climb. .Main 23V I -- Y.

THE SUMMERS-JOHNSO- N LUMBER CO,
Incorporated

BUECHEL, KY.
Lumber, Doors, Sash, Blinds, Moulding; Etc.
Paints, Hardware, Lime, Cement, Brick, Sand, Fertilizer.

WHY NOT PATRONIZE HOME INDUSTRIES
when it saves yon money? Wi; an- - prepared to furnish anything

in tin- - Building Line.

BE SURE TO GIVE US A CALL. Phone Highland 6 J.

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN
TO HORSESHOEING.

NOW OPEN FOR BUSINESS

J. B. FORD & SON

BUCKSMITHING and WJ5SN MAHUFA8TURIK6

All Kinds of Repair Work Done Promptly.
GIVE US A CALL.
Drive in under the horseshoe by The JelTersonian office.

We have the
REMEDY THAT CURES ALL CORNS.

40-- t

us

Myers. Jeffersontown. N.
702. I

4BU

Directors
Always

line of Cotton Dock guaran- -

South Third St., Louisville,

RUBBER TIRES
ALL

JEFFERSONTOWN, KY.

Office
Brinley Hardy Co.

Pressing and Repairing Co.

and Delivered

NOT THE TRUST.

JOHNSTON BINDERS, MOWERS,

AND MANURE SPREADERS
SOLD BY

BUECHEL, JR..
Preston and Main Sts.. Louisville, Ky.

Jeffersonfown Cleaning,

TAILOR-MAD- E CLOTHING
Get Satisfaction Save Money by giving-- your order.

Agency for First-Cla- ss Laundry
All Work Guaranteed

SHOE REPAIRING DONE

Goods Called for

HERBOLD CARLIN,

Fkku Ky.
Cumb. Phone

Funeral
Stock Complete.

Ky.

GUARANTEED

with

IN

RAKES

JOHN

and

Props.& Cumb. Phone 59
JEFFERSONTOWN. KY.

R. Blaxkenbaker. FisherviHe, Ky
Cumb. Plione 49- -4.

and Embalmers
Calls Answered Day and Bight.

MYERS & BLANKENBAKER


