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Subjects for the New Junior Contest

Pie

“Mother, don't you think that if I'm
going into the exhibit this fall 1 ought
to begin learning how to cook pretty
| soon?"

|
|
[

B THE CIRCUS CONTEST.
. Dear Juniors: Today in the cenic
the Junior page are four circus

fures grouped together. Well we want

the Juniors to write a circus story, “1

her about one of the plctures or fond of them, dear.
pout all of them. This contest willivery easy things to

n today and close September 30.
mong the following | or rice pudding wou'd be better.”
hlue-i “No, I'd rather make a pie, mother,

Select prize from a

cles: football, knife,

hook.

|

school supplies or hox of letter paper.

doubt many of the Juniors in this
nty and the adjoining counties saw
fhe Hagenbeck-Wallace circus this
week. It was a splendid one.

v THE BULB CONTEST.

" We hope all the Juniors will work
n the bulb contest which was an-
pounced last week. As we have ex-
fended the closing from Monday, Sc:,lv-
29,

We

sk

aber 25 to Friday, September
e will reprint the rules again.
know every Junior will want to work
i the bulb contest. You all know
t every little bulb planted in a pot
nice earth will bring forth a beau-
| lower. The rules as printed last
‘week follow: ;
& To the Junior writing the best let-
or we will give twelve bulbs and four
per pots.
© To the Junior sending in the best
‘composition we will give twelve bulbs
'and four paper pots.
. To, the Junior writing the best story
‘abo some event of September we
1) give twelve bulbs and four paper

| A
)

; his contest open today and closes
dMonday, Sept. 25.
{ THE SEPTEMBER CONTEST.
. Three weeks have gone by since the
lg contest was announced.
i@ there still remains one week in
ghich the- Juniors can work in this
pontest we will reprint the rules again
"N ’ e T S D
i Now that the summer vacation
fays are over we feel sure that the
Juniors are ready and anxious to work
ard again. Consequently we have
ecided to have a big contest. When
o say big contest we mean one in
thich many subjects are announced
d splendid prizes are given. Dur-
mg the month of September we will
jive four big prizes to the four Jun
sending in the best work on such
iibjects as the following:
‘8chool compositions,
& Ancestor stories
" Interesting letters,
" Book reviews,
 Unusual stories,
 Current events,

oldler stories related by veteranc

and retold by Juniors,

'he Great People of My State.

" the beginning of this announce-
we said the big contest would
airough Seotember and that we

id give away four prizes, and these
prizes will be as follows: A

camera, scout’s knife or two

ANOTHER CONTEST.
e also want the Juniors.who
jiink ‘the new -contest is too big to
grite.on one of the following sub-

iMy Best Friend.

A Pet Dog.
orn and Apples.
weet Potaces and Cotton.
Letter to Motker.

elect prizes from among the fol- !

ywing: Box of candy, football, roller
jates, doll, knife or book.
ALL ABOUT PRIZES.
e do wish the Juniors would ac-
vledge their prizes.

f any Junior has ever failed to re-
plve a prize after his or her name ap-
mred in this paper, it is because the

ng address has been given us.
fhen we say wrong address we es-
acially refer to incomplete addresses.
I} city Juniors should put their
number and all Juniors liwing
country should put their oox
E‘ or failing to have a box send

A the
A their parents’ names.

i'We:gend our prizes within one week
fter the names of the winners ara

hed.

EVEN RULES FOR THE JUNIORS.
v Use one side of the paper only.
© 2. Write neatly and legibly, using
k" or shanp lead pencil.
3. Always sign your name in full
ind state your age. :
4. Do not copy stories or peoetry
d send us as your own work.
% 5. Number your pages. (
Always state choice of a prize on
separate piece of paper, with name
address in full.
7. Address envelope to The Cour-
Junior. :

EORGE WASHINGTON
l%° George Washington was born Feb-
ruary 22, 1732.

Much of his childhood was spent on

e Rappahannock river. nearly oppo-

te the town of Fredericks burg.

When George was eleven vears old,

bis father died. During his youth he
Jlived at Mount Vernon with his elder
her Lawrence.

1759 he was married to
. Martha Custas.
He afterward became president
the United States.
" He was often called the father of
s country.
He died December, 1799.
His resting place is at Mt. Vernon.
Yours truly,
Dora Selix,

of

rof | would youn like to make first?”
pic-!

d pin, pox of candy. doll, box of |

However

i “Yes, Helen, I do, for the summer
" will go by before you know it. \What
“Oh, would be the
‘nicest.”

gUeSS

I thinle pies

heeause -you're s0
But they are not
bhegin  with, |
should think gingerbread or cookies

that's

if you don't mind—a cherry pie like
|the one we had at grandma's last

week, for I'm sure that would win a
i prize anywhere.”

“1 haven't » doubt of it, Helen, for
your grandmother is a famous pie
I maker. And you shall learn how to
| make them, too, though I haven't time
| to each you this morning. But you
l can help me with mince if you'd like
to."

“Oh, that will he fine ,mother! What
shall [ do first?”

“Well, here are some cherries that
need to be stoned. Suppose you begin
with these. Only be very careful to
get all the stones out, for it spoils a
cherry pie to bite unexpectedly into
a hard stone. Take the bowl over by
the window where it is cool. And
| vou'd better put on your apron, for
i the cherries are very juicy this vear
and you mustn't get anything on that
pretty new gingham dress.”

“All right, mother, but I don’t sece
| why you have to wear aprons if you
i cook. 1 hate them. Please, after you .
get the crust ready may I put in the
| cherries and do all the rest?” |

“Yes, if you'll hurry and get them '
stoned.”

“1 will, mother.
done already.”

Then Helen sat down by the window ;
that looked out onto the smooth green |
{lawn and the vegetable garden be-|
| vond. Her little fingers worked very
fast at their task, but her eyes would |
wander from one thing to another,
i both inside the house and out. And
quite often they res‘ed on her two|
| brothers where they were at work in
| the garden. At times she almost wish- ’
i ed she were there too, for she loved
| to be out of doors, especially whercver !
| either of the boys was. i

And seeing the boys made her think!
' of surprises. For all three of the chil-
| dren loved them better than anything
'else and had a new game in which |
they were constantly trying to think
up a new one. Today it was her turn, |
and her little mind began to work as
fast a® her fingers. After a few mo- |
ments, if you had locked at her face,
you,would have known she had hit)|
upon something that pleased her very
.much. For fun danced in her big
| bright eyes and her face laughed all
ovel, f

Then sh. said softly to herself: “I
know what I'll do to surprise the boys
today. I'll stone all the cherries but
{ just two big ones, and I'll leave those
just the way they are. Then when the

See, I've got a lot |

ir;ne Walters -Likes the
Farm; Also “Prudence
Says So”
Dear Juniors: e

As 1 have not written to the Courier
Junior for so long a time I thought

1 !

boys get their pieces of pie at dinner
they'll eat very fast, 'cause they love

would write about our farm. \We moved
here April 15, 1916, and we have a pig,
a cow, a horse and a buggy and about

cherry pie so, and all of a sudden
they'll bite on a stone and they'll be
so awfully surprise'd that it w{ll make “Prudence Says So.” Well as my let-
them mad. O, won't it be fun!” | ter is getting long I will close.

So Helen went on with her work and | Irene Walters,
finished just as her mother said she Bidwell, Towa.
was ready for the cherries. Then the |
two went into the big pantry and the,
pie making btegan. Mrg. Sanderson
had already rolled out the pie crust|
and covered a plate with it. So the ! Dear Juniors:

i first thing she had to show Helen was| [ thought I would tell you about
how to airange the cherries, Then | r;”i“i;;n'p eighteen little ducks and seven
they sprinkled m'or. them a heaping little ;._'ve::«-‘ and I have two dogs, one
cup Of, sug.:{r and a l!ttle flour to keep named Shep and one named Trixie.
the juice from running out, and over We have seven cows and flve calves.
it all they put the thin upper crust, Hazel Maugham, age S,
which they wet with enough cold wat- Eddyville, Ia., R. No.
er to make it nice and flaky. Then ———m—m——m—m—————
they placed it in the hot oven to cook much trouble.

and Helen ran out into the garden, Of course, everybody
saying it was too warm to stay in the know what had happened, and
kitchen any longer and that she had couldn't very well show them the
had enough cooking for one morppz tooth without the cherry stone. 8o

Then she got so interested in \\zu she opened her hand slowly and let
the boys were doing that she forgot

them see what she had.
all about the cherry pie and didn't ‘“Why, that's too bad, my dear,”
think of it again until dinner time,

! said father. ‘‘Biddy must have been
when she saw Biddy bring it into the

a hundred chickens,
I like to read  the new story about

Hazel Tells All About the
Farm

the

2

—

wanted to
Helen

careless and left a stone in one of the
dining room and set it down before cherries. Mother must be sure and
her mother to serve. But she was just speak to her about it.”

But mother looked knowingly at
i Helen and waited for her to say some-
thing. Then Helen, without a mo-
ment's hesitation, said bravely: “Bid-
dy didn't make the pie, father. Mother
and T made it—that is, I helped her.
While I was stoning the cherries [
wanted a surprise for the boys, so I
left the stones in just two of them
‘cause I thought they'd each get one
in their pieces and ve surprised when
they bit on them."”

‘Well, the surprise is on you
time. little daughter, isn’t it?"

“Yes, but it isn't such a bad sur-
prise after all, for it pulled out that
tooth and now T shan't have to go
to the dentist's. Mother said if I didn't
pull it myself or let her do it by Sat-
urday I'd have to go and see Dr.
| Wheeler,

“Well, it worked out all right in
your case, Helen, but it wouldn't have
been so nice if mother or auntie or |
had broken off one of our teeth on
a clherry stone or swallowed one by
mistake., [ don't think I should plan
'that kind of a surprsie very often if
I were you."

“Oh, I won't again, father, [ prom-
ise vou. But this time T think it was
a pretty good thing that there was a
surprise on me instead of on any of
the rest of you, And I'm going out-
doors and give three cheers for the
(cherry stone that pulled my old tooth.
{Come on boys, avd help me™
And upon that the three children
,ran out of the dining room and quick-
ly disappeared from sight in tha tall

and hegan ezting it quite as rapidly.

Then someone mentioned the circus
that was coming to town the next day,
and all three children began to talk
together as fast as they cou'd and got
very excited as they begged their
father to take them to see it. And
i though they knew much better. 1 am
gorry to say they tried to eat and talk
at the same tieme. And then it was
{that something happened that gave
illolvn the biggest surprise of the day.
She had only partly swallowed a big
mouthful of pie when she began, ‘O
Sather, do you suppose the baby ele-
|phants will™—when her teeth came
idown on something bhard and she
istopped short and wondered what had
havpened.

Her mother,
“What is the matter Helen?
that tooth again? You must
| somethine done for it at once."”

But Helen did not answer her and
lafter » moment went on eating her
[pie. By this time father was telling
.#omething very interesting about the
(veung elephants, and Helen interupt-
|ed with, “Now father, if you
itake"

I She got no further, for again her
~teeth came down upon something
! hard, and this time she gave a queer
| little scream and put her hand to her
mouth.
And

asked:
Is it
have

noticing it

when she took it down again,

{to her astonishment there were two

| hard objects in it one a big cherry
,stone and the other the front tooth

as anxious for her piece as the hoys |

don't !

this

|that had flately been giving her so ! flowers of the garden,

An Umbrella House

——a

Bernice loved to play in the fields and
gather (lowers. Several times she had
gone out in the pasture lot back of (he
house: hut as there was no shade there,
the sun made her little head ache bad-
ly, so mamma said she must wait until
evening to gather the pretty flowers.

One rainy day Bernice was playing
in the attic and there she found a big
umbrella which Uncle Ben had used on
! his wagon. “I will ask mother for it."
"ske said, “I am sure Brother Ben will
pat it up in the pasture lot so I can
have a little house all of my own.”

Mother gave her permission, and it
was not long before the little girl saw
her.playhouse walting for her. It was
still raining wheA Ben completed his
task, and the gréund was too damp for
little girls to play on, but Bernice stood
at the window looking out that way.

Now there were some other creatures
that saw the new umbrella house too.
Spreckle had taken her little chicks out
for a walk. She'did not think the show-
ers would come so soon, and her little
babies were all shivering and wet. She
tried to hurry, but the wet grass tar-
gled about their feet, and they fell
many times.

“Cluck, cluck,” she called. “Come to
this nice house, children, and we will
wait here until the storm is over.,”

Spreckle tucked the little chicks un-
der her wings and ruffled her feathers
over thelr backs, just letting their tiny
little heads peep from beneath her
feathers, and this was the picture little
Bernice saw from the cottage window.

“Look, mamma,” cried Bernice, “My
umbrella house has been of some use al-
ready, for It has sheltered the baby
chicks from the storm, T am so glad
Ben put it us for us.”

Helen Ray Writes a Most
Interesting Story About
Her Ancestors

——

Dear Juniors:

[ have never written to the Courier
Junior before, but now I will write
ahout my ancestors, The first one T
lknnw about came from Scotland to
{ America before the French-Indian war,

‘and settled in Franklin county, Penn-
Is,\'lvnn::\. His son was Richard Bard
{ who married Catherine Poe, a relative
| of Edgar Allen Poe.

' In 1758 the— were captured by the
| Delaware Indians and their baby was
killed with a tomahawk right before
them. The Indlans made them carry
heavy loads of about forty pounds on
their backs.

Theyv cireled around the house and
burned it. And when they were march-
ing they were¢ not allowed to talk to
each other and treated them cruel. Aft-
er several Anvs he cscaped.

It was early April and snow was on
the ground, and he nearly starved. He
ate berries and roots of trees and four
snakes. And he sald “meat never tast-
ed =0 sweet.” His shoes wore out and
he ran a thorn In his foot. which made
it so sore he had to crawl part of the
way. And he almost froze to death one
nizht, but he found a few coals of fire
where some one had camped. So he
huilt a fire. He finally reached Fort
Duquesne, Catherine his wife was a
captive three vears, and was the adopt-
ed sister of two of the Indians.

Richard bought her from them at the
¢nd of the three vears and paid them a
large sum of money. She had rheuma-
tism from living with the Indians, but
she lived to be an old lady. He was aft-
erwards a soldier in the revolutionary
war

Richard and Catherine Bard were my
great, great, great grandnarents.

My home is in Knoxville, Ill., and T
am visiting at Hedrick, Ia.. and read the
Junior page, so I thought I would write,

Helen Rae, age 9,
Knoxville, Il

"

Peggy

By Francis J. Yates.
Just a small livery mare,
White-stockinged bay;
Battered and travel-worn,
Far spent her day.

Dawn to the fall of eve,
All her life through,

Hard ridden and hard driven,
Rest seasons few,

Winter or summer-time,
Sunshine or rain,

Eeaten by thoughtless boys,

Hard-handed men.

Out starting, knowing not
What comes by night,
Touch on reins guiding her

Heavy or light.

Up hills and down the dales
Feet clattering swift,

Of the far rolling miles
Making short shrift.

Lost shoe, or harness gall,
Stone-bruised feet,—

Hard through her weary way,
Peggy keeps sweet.

Some horses vicious grow
From livery life, —

Snapping teeth, rolling eyes,
Bad tempers rife.

Soured by lack of care,
Stiffened by rain,

Thirsting for water and
Hungry for grain;

Shivering and unblanketed
In the cold wind,

Mouths lacerated by
Drivers unkind.

Not so with Peggy brave,
She meets ev'ry test,

Brave hearted optimist,
Giving her best.

Ears pricking forward,
Eyes steadfast set;

On the day’'s journey each
Need much be met.

Old age creeps o’er her,
Stealg unawares;

God knows her ending- but—
Surely God cares!

Beavers, and How Hard
They Work

The beaver is a wil dand large ani-
mal, It is about three feet in length and
welghs forty or fifty pounds. Its fur is
a kind of a grayish brown.

A bheaver cannot bear to live alone,
He is very happy when a large number
of beavers are close at hand.

Beavers are kind nelghbors, they are
ready to help one another.

When they are going to build a new
house or a village they get a place
where a large pond or a low plain with
a stream running through it. The beave-
er puts a dam across the running
stream to make a pond out of it. They

get sticks and logs about five feet long |

and put them into the streams. Other
beavers carry green branches of trees,
The branches of the trees are piled
upen the sticks and logs. Then the dam
is finished and reaches entirely across
the stream. After the foundation of the
dam is finished, the beavers pile stones
and mud upon It until they have built
a wall ten or twelve feet thick at the
bottom and two or three feet thick at
the top. After all of that has been done
the older and wiser beaver looks to see
if every part of the dam is strong and
safe. Beavers do not llke poor work,
and they know that a weak dam is eas-
ily washed away.

When the dam has been finished and
the pond made the beavers begin to
think about their houses. They llke to
have their rooms dry. They raise them
above the water, 8o that when the
stream rises during the rainy seasons,
they will not be flooded. When the
Leavers are in the water they are as
happy as they can be, but when they
are out of it, they like to be in the dry.
It takes them about two or three
months to get a village done, All that a
beaver does is done well,

Once a Frenchman who was traveling
in Louisiana spent a great deal of
time in watching the beavers and learn-
ed about their ways. He hid himself
close to a dam which the little creatures
had built, and In the night he cut a
hole about a foot wide right through
it.

He had made no noise while cutting
through the dam, but the rush of the
water aroused one heaver who was not
gleeping as sound as the, test, This

The Wonderful
Basket

“I've just told you one, Pussy.”

tell me a nice, long one.”
“Run away, that's a dear!
read.”
“But I want a story.”
“I'm tired.”
“You ain't as tired as my papa.

says ‘Run away!’
stories.”
“If T'I1 tell you one more story, wil

bother me any more?”
“If you'll tell me —two, three"—
“Not another word, Miss!

promise.”
“Well, 1 promise.”
“All right.”
“But I want to sit in your lap,”
“A great girl like you?
tired.”
“I—want—to—sit—in—your—Ilap!"”
“Come along!

ask a single question or I can't tell the
story.

“Once there was a wonderful basket.
It was most as big as the world. And
it was full of —of crabs! And they
were all —jumping!*”

“What for?”

“Because they were so happy. Now,
not another word. Didn't I say 'Keep
that little mouth shut?’

“Well, the crabs got happier and
happier, and at last one jumped out.

“Where did he jump?”

“‘Out, goosie! Didn’t T say ‘out? Now
you just listen. It's going to get ex-
citing. Then another jumped out and
| another jumped out and another —"

“l don’'t like that story! Tell me
| "bout"—

“You keep still, Pussy, and hear this
lovely story. It's going to get excit-
inger and excitinger. Then another
jumped out, and another jumped out
and another”—

“I want to go and play.”

“Play, when I'm telling you such a
fine story? Why, you couldn't be so
impolite. Just listen — then another
jur(r;ped out and another jumped out,
1an i
“Wasn't it really wonderful

1 how
th

er jumped out.”
‘ “I want a drink of water.”

“By and by, when we have finished
this beautiful story. And another
Jumped out, and another jumped out!'
Then another.”

“I feel sick” —

“Too bad—too bad! So digthe crabs
With joyful excitement! ngl anofher
jumped out and another jumped out,
then"—

“Edward!"”

Grandma stood in the doorway.

She saw her son mumbling
thing in a great hurry, while Pussy
sat on his lap, her two hands firmly
clasped in her uncle’s. Pussy’s cheeks
were very red and a big tear glistened
on either one.

“Edward, have you made that bless
ed child ery? Aren't you ashamed?"

Then Uncle Ned put his lips to Pus.
sy's ear and whispered—

‘“Then they all jumped out!™

beaver left his hut quickly, and swam
to the dam to see what was wrong. As
soon as he saw the channel that had
been dug he struck four loud blows
with his tail and every beaver in the
village left his bed and rushed out in
answer to the call, When they reached
the dam and saw the large hole In it
they took counsel as to what they should
do. Then the head beaver gave orders
to the rest and all went to the bank to
get sticks and mud.

When they had gathered together as
much as they could carry, they formed
in line and marched with their loads to
the dam. The sticks were thrown Into
theé hole and mud and stones were
packed upon them. They worked hard
and in a short time the dam was as
good as ever, Then one of the old
beavers struck two blows with his tail,
and in a few minutes all were in bed
and asleep agalin. -

Nettie Miller,
Ottumwa, Towa.

Ardath Meader Tells of Her
Trip to Chicago and to
St. Joseph, Mich.

Dear Juniors:

I will write about my trip to Michi-
gan. Mamma and my sister and I left
here on Sunday night August 20 ,1918
on No. 12 at 1:30 for Chicago. We got
to Chicago at 8 o'clock in the morning.
We got on the steamer called “The
City of St, Joseph’” and rode 60 mlles
across Lake Michigan. We landed in
St. Joseph, there we took the interurban
car and went to Eau Claire, Mich,
Then we took an automobile to my
mamma’s cousins. They have two dogs,
eight cats and four goslings, and all
eat out of the same dish peacefully, We
stayved there four days and then we
took an auto and went to another cous-
ins 4 miles from Benton Harbor, Mich.
They have a large fruit farm. I had all
the peaches I wanted to eat. We stay-
¢d there two days and then we went in
an automobile to Benton Harbor and
went through sthe House of David, 1
saw birds and other kinds of animals.
Then we took the train for Chicago and
stayed there all day and we went In a
big flsh market and saw all kinds of
fish and live crabs, Then we took the
train at 5:30 for Ottumwa and got here
at 12 o'clock at night.

Ardath Meader, age 10,
§05 West 3d St., Ottumwa, la,

JEAN MILLET

Jean Millet was a great French
painter. His father and mother were
poor peasants. When .Jean's
and mother would go out in to the
fields and work, they heard the bell
or angelus they folded their
and prayed. Some of his paintings
|are. “Water Carriers,” “The Glean-
ers,”” and the best one is the “An.
gelus.”

Madeline Johnson,
Ottumwa, la
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“Uncle Ned, please tell me a story."”
“That was just a little speck. Please

I want to

He ' was fishing in Cedar
works all day at the bank, but he never | one-half miles north of Batavia he dis-
He always tells me | covered in a state of nudity, the dead

yvou promise to run away and not

I'll tell | ynder a log.
you one story and one only, if yvou'll | frightened, spread the alarm through-

I'm too

|
come along! There n,.rqered Friday
now, shut up that mouth tight! Don’t thq hnd;psm{hr:::’

ey all got to jumping? Then anoth-l

some- |

father !

hands |

- -

‘Mary Gonterman Tells an
Unusual Story; Happen-
ings Occurred Near

| Batavia in 1860
|

—

i Dear Junlors:
As I have not written for a long time
I will write you an unusual story which
ilmm:wnmi a few miles from my home
{In the spring of 1860.

| One Saturday while T. B. Barnett

Creek one and

,body of a woman, a little girl about six

]| vears old and a boy aged about twelve

years. The woman and the girl had
drifted partly under some roots of a
| tree that had fallen Into the creek. The
i boy was found a short distance below
Mr. Barnett, very much

out the neighborhood, and a messenger
was sent to Fairfleld about midnight
after the sheriff and coroner. The county
‘Yjudgv. Willlam K. Alexander offered a
| reward of $200 for the apprehension of
lthe murder or murderers and sent out
Ythe following description:

A woman and two children were
evening last, and
into Cedar Creek
| about nine miles west of Fairfield. The
Imurderer is supposed to be about six
feet high, of ordinary weight, dark com-
.plexion_ without whiskers, and when
seen on Friday afternoon, was un-
shaven and was wearing a half worn
Leghorn hat and dirty white shirt; he
was without a coat or vest. He was
'drivlng two yvoke of oxen to a wagon,
| which was old, with a dirty muslin
cover, From the track where the
bodles were carried to the creek it was
supposed that there were two_persons
concerned in the murder. An addition-
al reward was ralised by subscription
among the citizens of Fairfield. Sheriff
Robb started at once for Batavia,
where he learned that an old man and
a little boy with an ox team, answering
to the description given in the hand
bill issued by the judge, had been seen
on the road on the day of the murder
near where the bodles had been found.

The sheriff and a number of other
men started in hot pursuit the Sunday
following. They tracked the party de-
scribed to Upton, Scotland county, Mo.
Four miles south they found the yoke
of oxen, man and boy. The old man
| whose name they learned was Jobhn
{ Kephart, aged 60 years, gave up with-
[out resistance. The little boy seemed
| alarmed and fled, crying to one of the
party for protection.

The little fellow told the sheriff that
| his name was Willis, that the dead
woman was hi; mother, but he did not
| see her killed; he awoke in the night
iand saw her lying in the wagon dead,
;wlth a large gash in her head. He saw
| Kephart klill his little sister and broth-
er—they had wakened when his mother
| was kflled and jumped out .of . the
wagon and Kephart had some _trouble
;to catch them as they ran under and
,urou}r!xd the wagon to keep.out of his
! reach,

The boy first remembered  seeing
Kephart in Muscatine, Ia., when he
!came to move the family south. His
father’s name was William Willis. It
wag ascertalned that Kephart and the
Willis family ltved in Cherokee county,
Missouri, for a time where he kept a
grocery and sold whisky to the Ind-
fans. In the spring of 1860 he started
for Towa. The boy further stated that
his mother whose name was Jane
Willis, and his brother and sister, Jos-
eph and Maria, aged 12 and 6 years,
were killed near  Eddyville, Ia., and
that the bodies had been hauled at the
distance of thirty miles.

Kephart was at one time a preacher
in the church of the United Brethren,
and at the time of the murder had a
certificate or license to preach with
him. He was the father of nine children
all respectable citizens and had a wife
living in° Washington county, Iowa.

When they bound him with rope and
took him to jail he got a plece of the
rope he was '‘bound with and tried to
hang himself in his cell, but the
sheriff cut the rope.

On Thursday morning after the mur-
derer was secured, a large body of wall
armed men, on horseback, in wagons,
and on foot marched into Fairfield and
proceeded directly to the jaijl. surround-
ed it and called for the Keys. The
lynchers were mostly from Wapello and
Jefferson counties, Fairfield being op-
posed to their mode of procedure, The
Judge talked to the crowd and tried to
satisfy them, to give the prisoner a fair
trial, but they only cried louder for the
doors to be opened.

The mob procured posts as their bat-
ering ram against everything that
stood between them and thelr victim.
Down came the barred door and the
prisoner was seized by four men who
:-arrled him off to a wagon under guard.
I'he wagon containing the prisoner
stopped at nearly eyery house on the
road in order that all might see the
flendish murderer. He was so faint dur=-
| Inz the trip that buckets of water were®
'thrown over him. When they arrived
| with the murderer at the place of embe
i cution there were 2,500 people, some
{from a distance of thirty miles. There
| also gathered 1,200 people along the
! road from Fairfield.

l . They were murdered because they
:would not tell where their money was
!and he kent this one little boy thinking
the would make him tell where the
 money was hidden but he did not do so
tuntil Kephart was arrested, then he
itold them that the money was hidden
in a keg of soap grease. amounting to
|$428.  This amount, the wagon and
oxen were kept for the benefit of the
livine boy. This boy was taken care of
by the people of Fairfield and grew to
manhood and afterward went west and
(i an officer on one of the boats on the
western coast,

Mary Gonterman,

Batavia, Ta.,, R. No. 3.

|
| A Practical Love Potion.

A young woman who thought she

t was losing her husband's affection

went to a seventh daughter of a sev.

. enth daughter for a love potion. Tha
. mystery woman told her:

“Get a raw piece of beef, cut flaf!
_about an inch thick. Slice an onion
in two and rub the meat on both sides
‘or it. Put on pepper and salt, and
| toast it on each side over a red coul
 fire. Drop on it three lumps of butter
rand (wo sprigs of parsley, and cet
| him to eat it."”

The young wife did so a=d . R
band loved her ever aZt:q R

ek




