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LOCAL NEWS EVENTS OF THE PAST WEEK AS DEPICTED BY
UOHDAX

Mayor Cofran offers more than
market prices for prime No. 1 flies.
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sunblix

Topeka walks to Gage park aecom- -
pan ied by Hon. Heat Record.
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This is the time of the year that

the sweltering man be he slave or
master comes home in the evening
with summer resort literature in his
pockets and over the supper table,
groaning under the weight of an un-

paid grocery bill, plans a trip to the
lakes, to the mountains or to the cool
sea breezes, one hundred and twenty
dollars away from home.

We all do It.
There isn't a man in Topeka who

has not at some time or other caught
glistening trout right off trora the
front porch, or sniffed the salty ocean
epray through the window of the
south bedroom in a pipe dream.

Vacations are simply a matter of
anticipation to hundreds of persons
who cannot even afford to take the
children to a Fourth of July picnic.
Scores of Tftpekans have spent the al-
lotted breathing spell of two weeks
from the office or shop, in aiding
their wives during house cleaning
season, pushing and cursing a stub-
born lawnmower, and killing the hot
days reading old magazines.

If a man lives in California, he
must vacate by coming east, going to
the gulf or tripping it around to the
Atlantic. If he lives in New York he
must buy a half interest in a yacht
and cruise. If he resides In the lake
district of cool Wisconsin and Michi-
gan well it would be a disgrace to
spend the summer in such a spot
probably to Kansas for the open sea-eo- n.

It's man's inherited ingrown de-
sire to migrate with the seasons
and the customary two weeks vacation
has developed the mania.

Spend a Vacation In Kansas.
Suppose a man would approach

you some hot, day
and suggest that you spend your va-
cation in Kansas?

Murder, you say? Oh, Just plain
assault!

If that is the way you feel about it,
you might as well turn over this page
of the paper and read about Mutt
and Jeff or peek shyly at Nell Brink-ley- 's

girls in summer attire.
This little story is about a beauty

spot in Kansas a beauty spot thathas never been painted, never has
been colored and decorated in railway
literature, never has been exploited in
dazzling attractive adjectives by sum-
mer resort artists.

This story concerns a valley a
wooded, watered lowland li'ng be-
tween a part of the highlands .n Cen-
tral Kansas.

No brass railing cement steps are
built down the sices of these lulls, no
lawnmower has leveled the viM grass

nd shrubbery of the woods, no hand
cut approach has been whi.Uod out
of the native stone to lie c.l outlet
of the trickling springs. And here

nd there it Is barely possib'y yes,
maybe probable that you will see a
little happy water snake siicU off the
banks of the stream intc the r'ppling
mater and lash its tail as it .'lets fromyour footsteps.

(The heartless city editor undoubt-
edly by this time has sharpened his
blue pencil that is. If he possesses
such an historical instrument of tor-
ment and has svorn by all the gods
of mythology that this tale is leading
tip to nothing, tbat I have written a
third of a column and haven't arriv-
ed at the point. Ho I'm goii g to stop
raving about hiUs. valleys, brooks and
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Captain Joe Waters starts proceed- -
ings to release patient from asylum.

touched in that overland guide.
"Not on a trail or recognized route!"

you ejaculate.
Not a printed sign on its fences or

posts.
"Not dragged, graded and given con-

stant state attention!"
And here is another story.
The road is an ideal grade. The

drainage could not be improved. The
surface is as hard as a pavement. The
few hills are gradual and easily as-
cended. No sand ruts, no dust, no
sharp tire cutting ruts and rocks, no
washed out bridge and culvert en-
trances.

Here is the road, Mr. Motorist, that
you have dreamed about.

Who maintains this highway?
The answer is easy the good old

Dutch farmers aided and encouraged
by Mother Nature and her gentle
rains, her hardened soil, her falling
grades and her shade and shrubbery.

Now you have it you have the dis-
covery of the unknown beauty spot of
Kansas.

Only Five Honrs From Topeka.
It can be reached In a five hour

drive from Topeka. When night
comes, go up into the hills a few rods,
look around you and listen a bub-
bling sound will lead you to a spring
of sparkling clear water right out of
the rocks. These springs are to be
found anywhere along this valley. A
camp for a night or a week or a month

no end of walks and drives and ber-
ries and fishing.

Throw away your colored railroad
maps and pictures of music with your
meals hotels. Forget that Pullman
car, lake steamer, $25 a week cottage
financial investmenet In search of
amusement and in satisfaction of the
vacation desire.

Kansas is calling you!
Kansas with her reputation for

grasshoppers, hot winds and biograph-
ical senators, has in realization all the
glory of the woods, the streams, the
hills, the valleys.

Kansas Is sorely in need of a pub-
licity agent, a hand painted railroad
folder, and the confidence of her own
people.

P. S. Oh, yes, Just one more thing
Kansas needs another tribe of those
old fashioned German farmers along
the Lyon creek valley farmers who
do not wait for Santa Fe trails and
Golden Belt routes and guide book
recognition farmers who believe that
the development of the highways along
their farms is as valuable as the cul-
tivation of their crops.

A. J. C.

MRS. BOWSER TELLS IT.

There Are Times When Bowser Is Not
Bowser.

I have been asked if there are ever
times when I think Mr. Bowser off in
his head.

I can't quite say there are, but there
are occasions when I might get three
alienists to swear that he was acting
very queerly. Of course, three other
alienists would take the stand and
swear that he was acting perfectly
normal, so there you are.

I was standing out on the front steps
when Mr. Bowser dropped off the car
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The alleged ball game betweea
Santa Fe and State Ho users today.

apple green with Empire furnishings
brought by ancestors of the present
family from the land of Napoleon I.
The heavy bed, couches and tables are
inlaid in gold with torches and stars,
symbols of the empire. Everything
in the room is French the prints on
the walls, the andirons, the graceful
couch. Beyond the enameled bath withits tubs and showers is the most con-
venient dressing room imaginable! the
wardrobe is as large as a room. Mr.
Dillon's shoe closet is a high cup-
board encased in glass contains doz-
ens of pumps, ties, boots, shoes anduppers.

The colonial room with Its graceful
mahogany furniture, three cornered table
and antique gewing table belongs to Mr.
and Mrs. Jack Dillon.- - Across the hall are
apartments of Miss Margot and Master
"Bully."

A Pink and Dainty Bower.
Miss Margot'g room is in pink and blue
"Mostly pink." Never was daintier

bower. The rugs and the window seat
are pink. The head boards of the wee
white beds are painted with sleepy young,
sters carrying candles and trailing away
to the Land o' Nod. The hand carved
mantel came from Far Hills, N. J., and
belonged to little Margot's

In the room is a doll cab-
inet ever hear of one? It contains dollies
from all over the world; a small lady who
once lived in a Turkish harem; a lass
from the bonnle hills of Scotland: a stolid
Dutch baby; a kindchen from Germany;
a debonair demoiselle from France; a
Spanish dancer; a cute little "Joke of a
Jap;" and a soft eyed doll from Bethany
near Jerusalem. Opening out of the room
is a bath and wide closet with drawers
Just the length of the little girl's dresses.

On the third floor is the card room with
coaching prints on the wall: servants'
rooms and baths; best of all, the play
room.

There's everything to make small per-
sons happy on a rainy day; a bard wood
floor to dance on, & piano to play; a
racing game that once belonged to
'daddy;" all sorts of dolls more lovable
than the ones that live in the cabinet;
soldiers; books; blackboards; games. Step
Into the Dillons' playroom and the years
slip from one like a cloak.

"What do you mean by a strange
spell?"

"Why, he won't find fault with any-
thing and I can't make him mad. He is
as complacent as a clam. Do you think
he has a presentment that he Is not lone
for this world?"

Oh, -- e's all right!" laughed the doctor.
"Such spells come to all men. He's Justresting up to get a better hold. Look out
for him when he breaks loose again.
Don't be at all anxious. I've known a
thousand cases of it. Good-night- ."

(Copyright, 1913, by the Associated Liter-ary Press.)
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Lady golfists break records, clubs.
et cetera, at Country club. .

Curio shops of two continents and
years of careful study have made per-

fect the Hiram Price Dillon residence,
corner of Ninth and Harrison, which
was thrown open this week to
several hundred guests. The house, de-
signed by Charles E. Burge, of New
York, architect and Interior decorator,
was completed last year; it is of buff
pressed brick In modified colonial style.
The entrance, on Ninth, Is guarded by
two crouching lions from the Diilon
home in the east. Facing the sweep
of the state house grounds are the
piazzas and pergolas, rich in vines,
ferns, flower boxes and deep wicker
chairs.

There are all sorts of interesting fea-
tures in the house seven baths, for in-
stance; a doll cabinet with bisque ba-
bies from six continents; a white and
gold elevator; a play room that makes
one young; treasures from the Orient
and the Land of the Midnight Sun.

The Ninth street entrance opens into
a wide hall with a massive double-branch- ed

oaken stairway. On the right
is the library, on the left the rose draw-
ing room and dining room in old blue.
The hall Is in Medici red with paneled
walls In brown oak; the Caen stone
mantel before which a leopard skin is
thrown, is copied from the one in the
Doge's palace and bears the hospita-
ble inscription: "None come too early.
None stay too late." On either side
the door are Florentine columns bear-
ing clusters of electric lights. There
are chairs stamped with the Medici
coat of arms, a curious carved Vene-
tian box. and a great chair where a
Roman bishop, wrapped in crimson and
gold, once sat and issued pardons.

A Library Beats a Dukedom.
The library is long and deep and

luxurious; wide fireplace, soft rugs, big
chairs, books, books, books; heaven
for a bibliomaniac. The fireplace bears
the motto of the room, a quotation
from "The Tempest," "My library was

over with:
"Of course I'll help you and be glad

to do it."
Now, two weeks ago that same

tramp called and asked for a nickel,
and Mr. Bowser ran him out of the
yard and across the road and threat-
ened him with state prison for life.
When he had returned to the sitting
room I asked:

"Did you have a fainting spell at the
office today?"

"A what!" he exclaimed. "Why, of
course not. I told you I never felt
better. What made you ask such a
silly question?"

"Because I have a bit of news, and
if you were not feeling well I wouldn't
break it for a day or two."

"Let us have It now. Tou can hold
the camphor bottle to my nose if you
see me fainting."

"Mother will be here the middle of
the week." .

"Will she? That's good. I was
thinking of the dear old lady this aft-
ernoon. I shall be glad to see her."

"She is your mother-in-in-la- y, you
know."

"Of course."
"When she is here she she rather

bosses you."
"Of course, but I don't lay that up

.erainst her. I'll meet her at the de
not with a carriage, and she shall stay
all the summer with us!"

For the next five minutes I didn't
know whether to telephone the doc-
tor, ring for the ambulance or send
out for the police. Mr. Bowser's de-
meanor fairly frightened me. It was
plain that he was acting under some
sort of a spell. By and by I deter-
mined to bring up a subject that has
never failed to arouse his anger and
bring him back to Bowserdom. He
was smoothing the cat and praising
the color of her eyes when I said:

"Mr. Bowser, do you ever recall the silly
love letters you wrote me before we were
married?"

"Once In a while," he replied, followed
by a laugh.

"I have kept them and was reading
them over the other day. It doesn't seem
possible that you could have written suca
rot."

"But I was like all other young asses. I
thought you were the sun, moon, stars
and all else."'

"You used poor grammar and spelled
many of your words wrong."

"No doubt, my dear. When a fellow Is
in love he doesn't stop for grammar or
orthography. Lord, but how I did want
to die for you!"

I had brought up the most painful sub-
ject in our lives, and the one to pricK
him hardest, and yet he had not winced.
He had even smiled complacently. I sat

Heavily armed posse leaves city hall
in search of street railway company.

water snakes and wade into the facts.)
Here they arai

Valley Without a Xante.
The prettiest "alley that God has

allowed His elements to mold with
centuries of seasons lies today within
75 miles of Topeka by road. The val-
ley has no name its residents teem-
ing with its surroundings seeing no
cause for display. Ask any of the
good old German farmers sitting in
the doorways of their stone homes in
the evening and they will explain:

"This country? Oh, this valley? It
is a valley? Just a rich bottomland
to us."

"But what Is the name, what do you
call it, how "

"Oh, yes. I see what you mean," he
begins as he removes his pipe with the
colored brass cap, "This is Lyons
crick yes, Lyons crick."

And that Is all that civilization In
modest Central Kansas knows about
that beautiful pleasing, blossoming
valley Lyons "crick."

Lyons creek in all Its beauty runs
from Woodbine a small town on the
Rock Island near Herington to Junc-
tion City. It empties into the river at
Junction City, I guess I didn't have
time to investigate anyway, who cares
what becomes of the water from Lyons
creek ?

The best way for Topekans to ap-
proach this Lyon creek valley is to take
the Golden Belt road from Topeka
through St. Marys, Wamego, Manhat-tan, Fort Riley and Junction City.

From Junction City take the main
traveled road to the west that is the
best way to explain it. The road is not
marked by colored painted telephone
poles. No monograms and monumentsgrace Its highway. No yellow ironsigns with "danger" in bright letters
tell you that a bride or corner is ata short distance. No elaborate system
of ocean-to-oce- an guide posts remindyou of cold civilization. Pick up the
Blue Book or any other tourist printed
guide of the later day motor car times
and that Lyons valley road Is not to be
found.

No, sir, none of these repulsive signs
of the times to ruin the virginity of
the Lyon path of nature.

Unkept, rough, washed out, rocky
roads, you say?

Aha! Here is the seory.
Now listen to this statement if you

have your doubts, there is a way to
prove it listen:

Best Motor Drive in Kansas.
The most picturesque drive, the

smoothest drive, the safest drive, the
coolest drive, the most enjoyable drive
by automobile or horse, in Kansas to-
day is the green clad stretch along
the foothills and the valley of Lyons
creek between Junction City and Her-
ington.

"Impossible," the motorist who has
toured up and down the Kaw valley
from Kansas City to Topeka and on to
Manhattan, will say.

"Never!" will remark the lover of
the old Santa Fe trail or the new Santa
Fe trail and its prairie prosperity.

There is only one retort.
Go over that thirty-thre- e miles of

nameless nooks the trip will tell the
story.

"Not marked in the Blue Book?"
you exclaim.

Not an inch of this territory is

Bondsmen of the missing Mr. Hecht
begin to view with alarm.

half a block away the other evening,
and I saw at once that something was
the matter with him. He did not turn
and shake his nst at the conductor, and
when a tramp asked him for money
he did not grab the poor man and
throw him against the fence. Between
the corner and the gate a boy was
driving a goat hitched to a wagon. The
goat ran against Mr. Bowser and
crowded him into the ditch. I looked to
see that goat lifted high in the air and
flung into a shade tree across the
street, but nothing of that sort happen-
ed. Mr. Bowser simply smiled, patted
the - frightened boy on the head and
came along.

"Are you 111 tonight?' I asked, as he
came up the steps and playfully pinch-
ed my ear, something that had not
happened before in 15 years.

"111? I never felt better in my life!"
he answered.

"The girl went to bed with a head-
ache this afternoon, and I'm afraid we
won't have a very good dinner."

"That's all right dear. Headaches
will happen, and we must put up with
them."

He might have complained of the
roast, the coffee, the pudding, and the
other things, but not a word did he
utter. I encouraged him to do so, but
he did not. His attitude puzzled and
alarmed me. When we were halfway
through the meal I observed that the
butcher was again sending too much
bone with the meat, and that many
of the last lot of potatoes were bad,
but he did not break out into threats
against the butcher and grocer. On the
contrary he smiled and replied:
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"We must not be too hard on them,
Mrs. Bowser. The butcher must sell
the bones to some one, and the pota-
toes are not always what the grocer
buys them for."

'I'm afraid the cook can't keep the
place here," I continued, a moment
later. '

"That won't trouble us, dear. It Is
easy to get another."'

"I must tell you that a boy in the
alley threw a stone and smashed a
pane of glass in one of the back win-
dows this afternoon."

On two previous occasions when we
have had windows broken in the same
way Mr. Bowser had got red in the face
and Jumped up and down and declared
it to be my fault. If I replied that I
was downtown when it happened he as-
serted that it was my duty to remain
home and watch the windows.

"Smashed a pane of glass, eh?" he
queried. "Oh, well. It was probably an
accident. He - as throwing at a cat. I
was a boy once myself, and I know
how reckless I was with missiles."

I looked at him across the table and
wondered if he wasn't going to drop
dead. I said nothing further until we
went up to the sitting room. He sat
down and lighted his cigar and had
the cat on his knees when I observed:

"We might take a ride on the open
car this evening."

"With the greatest of pleasure, dear.
I think the ride would do both of us
good."

"Did you know that the gas bill is
Just as large as last month?" I asked
directly, determined to move him.

"I didn't know it, but our bills are
always so reasonable that we have no
kick coming. I used to think a gas
company full of tricks, but I have
changed my mind about that."

"The range coal is cut again. It
went so fast that I believe the coal
man sold you a short ton."

"I hardly think so. Of course there
is lots of talk about dishonest coal
men, but we must take it for what it
is worth. We no doubt got all that
was coming to us, and I don't suppose
any of it has been wasted in the
house."

Six weeks ago, when in fear and
trembling I had informed Mr. Bowser
that the coal was out, he had got up
and fairly howled. He charged the
coal man with cheating him out of a
quarter of a ton, and he charged me
with having sold another quarter to
tramps. I sat and looked at him and
wondered if he could be my Bowser.
I was still looking when a tramp came
to the door. Mr. Bowser answered
the ring, and when asked for a dime,
lie pulled out a quarter and handed it

dukedom enough." Dull green Is the
predominating color leather walls
studded with antique brass tacks; Eliz-
abethan ceiling with corroded bronze
chandelier. The library is 46 feet long
and 24 feet wide the largest living
room in town. And the books there
are 4,000 of them. The windows are
decorated with diminutive medallions
of ' Mr. Dillon's favorite authors
Shakespeare, Milton, Hugo, Dickens,
Thackeray, Scott, Burns, Tennyson,
Byron, Longfellow, Irving, Poe. There
are Chippendale chairs, a colonial sofa
and stool, a Dutch desk with handmade
nails.

The Louis XV drawing room is
paneled in old rose brocade and hung
with old rose velvet; the woodwork is
white. A French vestment is thrown
over the gilded Grand piano. The
furniture came from Paris long ago
and was purchased in New Orleans;
the chandelier is Versailles, of flatcrystals.

Brave Old Francis I.
The Francis I dining room Is in

Flemish oak, old blue and silver, with
a two-tone- d rug and tapestried walls.
The chandelier, the andirons, and the
buffet handles are silvered. It's a
room where might have lived the
daughter of a thousand earls. The
circular window seat is cushioned in
blue. The buffet and the cabinet are
full of handsome silver.

One enters a tiny white and gold
elevator to ascend to the second floor.
The upper hall, or balcony, is charm-
ing; a costly vestment, which once
draped the shoulders of a Roman
priest, is thrown over the balustrade.
The walls are of old gold silk with an
oaken frieze.

To the left Is the guest room in dull
yellow with a blue rug. Marie An-
toinette might have tripped about it.
On the bed is folded an eiderdown
quilt brought from the north by Pro-
fessor Dyche; one could curl under its
soft warmth on a wintry night and be
blissful.

The Hiram Price Dillon room is in

there and tried to think of something else,
but gave up In despair. By and by he
nodded and yawned and after a minute
put the cat down and said:

"Dear, if you don't mind I'll lie down
on the lounge for a while, but don't let me
sleep more than an hour."

In five minutes he was snoring. Then I
went to the telephone and softly rang up
the doctor and said:

"Doctor, I wish you would come over to
the house for a minute."

"What is it?" he asked.
"Mr. Bowser has got a strange spell

on."

.
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FAIR CANOEISTS STRUGGLE FOR HONORS ON

4

Thonsaxds cheered the fair canoeists of the Lasetl Seminary of Boston in the war canoe race a few days
fro between the Reds, captained by tdna Mathtas of Joliet, III., and the Blues, captained by Mildred West-rve- lt

of South Bend, Ind. All alone the banks of the river over the mile course of the race friends and
relatives of the girls, waving pendants and the favorite colors of the crews cheered londly for the young
ladies. The girls were dressed in white middy blouses and wore hair ribbons according to crew. The Red,

--Hpgwn in the accompanying picture, were the wiaxtsra


