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In the House O

BY FLORENI

f Many Flowers

E WILLARD

N THE MIDST of the dlet, 1:':
l flith, the squalor that mark L

very poor of a r;'»‘“"-';T T""‘ "_;':1
elty, stands n low white house sur
rounded by & tangled garden ‘_":_r\““"l':
and flowers. To left, to ri=hf,
every #ide, gtreteh Uhe shacks ol | el
t-rl.r,- erusted with grime nm!""t'h“.“-_
with foul odors; but the white Im." E
In Its circle of Ereém sceoiis “'“"“f
falr and lovely, like some lttie poo
that reflects the shy In the mldrl”:il
muddy streot. Some call It the “"Set-
tiement,” but to the ehildrén of ’lrl"'
poor, those tor whom It is ;-l:"!-!l- J.‘_
fntended, It ls “The Honsc ol .“-lrl.‘
Flowers." Here, in the great gunng
rooms, they moest togethor, all axes,
all nutionalitfes, held together by the
common bonds, 1BnOrance aod poy-
Sk
. TIFL. wns & warn Saturday afternoon,
and the Settloment was fnll of chiifl-
dren. Litile Miss sighed ns she bent
over Panca and adjusted the tangled
floss with which she was striving o
embroider & bt of cardboard. The
girl looked up with a grateful smile
as she dug her needle Into T'.f"' work.
Little Mise turned away. The child
who had given her that name had
long sinee loft the cirele and was
dead, or gone, no one knew wherd,
but the name still clung to her, 8he
was o slight Httle woman of perhaps
fifty yenrs, Her halr was gray and
wn\:mi about n face n little worn, &
Nttle lined with eare, but full of n
swoetness that mirrored the soal
within. The twenty years thal Little
Miss had spent In the Settlement had
glven her more things than her name,
There lad been joys that almost
erated the thought of the tragedies
she had witnessed: but today—some-
how, today seemed different.  After
twenty yenrs Little Miss had paused
to think, and today she was pussing
Judgment on her work.

It had begun that morning when
Little Migs, at hor solltary brenlkfaet
had picked up the papor and on the
front page had found the story of n
conviet's escape. Little Mlus rarely
read the more sensational parte of
the paper, avolding them with the
nice distinetion of long practice, bat
today the pleture of the convict had
bean  published, aond Little Miss
caught and held by the oyves, The
young face reminded her of some-
thing, someone—she searcely know
what, aud she paused to read the ¢ol-
umn beslde it.  “Patriek O'Harren"
~—the name was familiur, Her mind
worked back along the years, and
suddenly she remembered. 8o he
was a conviet now, the little Patsy
O'Harren who had worked and played
In this very house ten years before,
She remembered with a pang that he
had committe some small offense and
had left her for the reform school, a
lad of ten or twolve. She bhad lost
track of him, and now—now he was
un outlaw, belng hunted like an anl-
mal. Bhe searched the column for
his crime. Some jewelry, a matter of
a yoar, He was an “old offender,” It
seemed-—an old offender at twenty-
two! It was on his way to prison
that he had made his eseape, and now
it was reported that he was In the
Bouth, Little Miss had throws nalde
the paper and risen from the table.
She felt tred and very, very discour-
aged. Bhe tolled with thom, tanght
them, loved them, and they ended In
prison, or worse. Bhe had worked
for twenty years and falled, and yo

she woadered whereln the fanlt Iny

what she conld have done Lo make
her Influonoe more lusting

Somewhere within, the clock
chimed the hour, and Little Misd bur-
rled about her accuntonod tnaks, Iop
ansistants Joined, and soon alter came
the chlldren. At thelr advent the
rooms seemed to hlossom nto e

There was lttle thoo for thinkiog
now, and yet the wmiles on the faces
of the chfidren bromght n sart ol
pain to Little Miss, and us she bent
over them, directing thelr awkwird
fingers, putting s stited here, o
stiteh there, the same question rose
Agaln and agaln in her mind. How
long would they remember?

Little Guiseppe with the #oulful
oyes and the grimy flugers, would he
KO out of her lfe forcver and Joave
bebind all that he had gnlned? Lud
wig, b“'“d“lu over his \iuullh'u:lg. Pe
dro, wiclding his brush with rowanle
skI—would they, too, pass on pud
forget®

Bhe called horsell {rom Ber 1ot vlo
with & wtart lu tme s pravent |

scissors from dlsappearin lite th
cavernous pockets of Kanak i, hil L
mure. Kanakitebl recolved hee wa iy
of admonishinent with pn fne niahle
expresslon in his pluni oyvis Usugl

the Incldent would no have woirled
her; she was oo well n Quainied w g}
oriental tdeas of moryll ol .

prised by anyihing, but today g

i = S

' Rlwost forgol, an' | aln’t got

* wiways be g fugitive, Patsy,
3

spented of moment. 1 hnd ey ‘.‘“ |-rr|:l
into her clakses, this sinister 'I|I1|llll.-.
No wonder Little Miss sighed as she

h - ‘anen's wewing,

& !'lr'f :l“r: []sm-. and the children I“T]"
by one gathered (helr work Into t “| I:
tockers and ran laughiong into '“l
streets without. Lilttle AMiss mm.]lhl[
them go, and & pain stabbed nl' ull'
neart us they turned to wave E( I-.lllll'.
by to The House of Many Flowers.
Sometime they would leave It for
ever and forget.

It was almost ke a dirge ’“'5'"“
in her ears again aund again.  They
would forget, forget. Bhe tried to
shake It off, and, leaving the house,
stepped out of the Prench windows
fnto the garden. Dusk had come, and
the tangled shrubbery was all nguiver
in the lght breese. From without
came the sound of oalling, of busy
wagonk, of clanglng bells, but within
overything was quiet, Suddenly Lit-
tle Miss henrd n step, and looking up
found that she was not alone. A man
gtood before her, He was poorly
dressed, even ragged, but he was not
# man of the neighborhood. e
loomed bofore her, large, shambling,
evidently 111 at ease, Little Miss was
not f(rightened. Bhe was used to
ealle of help nt any hour of the night,

“Well," she sald kindly, “i& there
anything 1 ean do to holp you?"

The man took a step forward out
of the shadows, “Little Miss," he
sald, "I'm Patsy, Patsy O'Harren."

The woman's heart gave a leap
within her. He was one of her boys,
and be had come back! She took a
step toward him and held out her
hand. “I'm glad io see you, Patsy,”
shie sald, "so glad!™

The man looked at her furtivels.
“You've seen the papers?” he asked.

Little Migs made oo answer, but
motioning him to (ollow, entered the
house, where she drew the curtaln
and lighted the lght. Then she spoke,
“You must be hungry,” she sald
quietly, “I'll make you some Lea."”
She hurried about her preparaiions,
The man stood In the center of the
room and looked about him as though
he would drink In his surronndings
He put his hand almost lovingly on
one of the lttle low tables that stood
around the wall,

“We uster call it The House of
Many Flowers," he sald lowly, *Some
lttle dago named it thats 1 bet Thoy
wosn't so bad in them dayvs, the da-
Bou." He turned to Little Miss with
the ghost of a smilo on hip face, “Do
You remember Pedro Hafael?” he
nsked, “and Tonl--1 disremembered
hig other name?"

Little Mius, looking back through
& myriad of Pedros and Tonis re-
turned the smile. “'Yesa," ghe said,
“l remember them, and I romember
you, too, You were such a floe lt-
1.1:-‘rvlluw, and you enjoyed the work
8o,"

The man turned on her nlmost
flercely, “D'y know,” he sald, “'twas
the only (hing | had that wasn't bad,
roiten bad, the only thing." It wil
Cale out In & torrent, a stream of
almost Incoherent words, “My moth-
er—well, I'll not say anything agin
her, tor ‘twas not her fault, but the
old  man—" his figig clenched.
“Many's the time I've come here with
my back raw from beatln', Thay
was all bad, rotten bad, but this wuz
Jnst—heaven, Bome might have
stood the other without goln’ down
Lot | wog roiten, too, 1 Eutss, ']'h?
Judge said so, ‘tany rate, an' 1 gol
sent up for thievin' an' genoral dey-
Hitry When I came oni, they ull
kunow, "There weren't nothin' o o,
7o 1 soltched some wtuff nn” got pent
up for threw months, un' then I didu's
cure When they caunght me this
Hine 1 took my chanet un' I out, an’
then, somehow, | just come here "
He ;'!Ilj"li slmply, ‘

“Poar bho R f » UL
mek sald Litile Mjss, you

The man doubled ki length awlk-
wardly into the chalr she drew up to
the table and feoll 10 valing ravey-
oualy of the things it contuined. Sud-
denly there way clanging from wiih-
out, and he sprang from his chalr. A
eup  dropped  from his hand nn.d
crashed on the floor unhoeded.

The Black Maria'* bhe orled
breathing hard
h”'ll”l:l:hl.;:!ll:';:}. :limm‘f'l Pt and the

uh o ¢ rects subsided grady.
ally.  Nelther the man nor the wo-
man had moved gr spoken, but pow
ke turned to her, ! ]

“They're wfter me" e sald, “I'q
He w 1 o

‘as no longer
Bian, he war a child, o I:'iubt‘vn--g
ollld, coming to her for help, Litte
.\1!.-: Il-u‘ her hand on hig arm :
. MwonC she  sadd, “Listent |
Koo o sty o oyl BB evon

| R LOT & time, but you'd

JOu ny Yeg

biace to go'"

could he anything but an esonped con-

viet while if you go back de 3
‘Up buek!" eried the mun o L]

”I'-'-'|,|,q.»||_ Patey.” she pleaded. *'Go

back and take yvour pupishment ke

o man, go back, and then come out
art afresh—"

Imi‘-s';:m frogh!” eried  (he n'flw‘r.

breakiog In on her words, ““ ho'd

give me the chanel after this?

It was n quostion that had puzzled
wiser theorlsts than Little Miszs, and
ghe wus silont for a minute, Theore
were stops on the walk, and some
one rapped heavily on the door.  Lit-
tle Miss woent white, Suddenly sht
turned to the man.

“Don't you see,” she cried, “your
chance I8 here, among your own peo-
ple? Come back to me, nnd 1 will
give you work here ln The House of
Many Flowers."

The knocking was repeated, and
alie hurried down the hall and un-
bolted the door. On the steps she
found n policeman of the bent with
gevelral others,

“"Pardon, Miss,"” sald the officer,
ACraping, "we BawW A man come in
hore awhile ago., Is he still here?"

For the fraction of & second Lit-
tle Mise paused, uncertain of her
réply.

Then a volee rose behind her, “I'm
here,” sald Patriek O'Harren, us he
stepped Into the hall, “And If you
want to take me, be qulet and don't
alarm the Indy."

The mun behind the officer put bhis
hand do his hip, but his companion
arrested bis arm, “He's gurrendered,
you fool,” he sald gruffly, sand drew
from his pocket a couple of metalile
objects that gleameoed In the lamp-
light, The man winced as the hand-
cuffe touched his wrists, but sub-
mitted guletly, The detective beslde
him put his haund on his shoulder.

“Better get 1 move on,” he said
ourtly.

Paltriek ralsed his head and looked
about him from the chalrs and low
tables to the flower pols at the win-
dow. Then he turned (o the woman
who stood beslde the table stariug at
him, white and fslent.

“I'll rome back, Little Miss,” he
sald wlowly, “I'll come back In a
year,"

The woman ptaried forward, her
hands outstretehed. “You woo't fors
gel?” ghe pleaded. “Oh, vou are
very, very sure you won't forget?"

The man turned and looked down
al her, and his eves were the cyes of
the little Patsy of long ago

"No, Little Miss,” he sald, *'I'll not
forget,"

Then he passed Into the hall be-
yond, the burly pollicemian at hils of-
bow,

The trampling stops passed down
the hall, the door slammed, the galo
clicked, and Litile Miss was alone in
The House of Many Flowoers.
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The Sliver Linlax.
There Is no cloud can hide for long
The benuty of the bresth of NONK;
In diark snd heavy folds, we ery,
They hang above us in the Ky,
But sweetness through the silver duy
#Hoon blows the dreariest pall awny
Afd upward to the sun we shine
‘Mid old revealings grown divine,

AL Nife the milver linlngs run
Behing the shadows gray and dun,
Aud there amid the heaviest mloom
A dudden beauty bursty In bigom.
Transmuting wil our Rrief and wue
Into 1he old, angelle Flow

Of joy nud cheer and lviug grace
Bereath the glory of lis face,

The #torme, however flepee they roar

Bhall soon pase ver, shill spon T
o'er;

Ard there the sanny hille 10 up

Their peaky and W¥ery vale a cup

To hold God's beauty, brim to brim,

Bhives with (he utmokt sweet of hikm,

T pong and sunshilne horne towether,

Dring back the dream of pleasant
weather

The slivor Holng—=It (s therw,

"Mid ald our FOrmow and our care

Bo awoel, a0 trus 80 bright, po PUPE -
Be bLrave, ob, heart, that we maowv wen
Through all we have to know and be
That they are hesi who best endure
The cross of sach day's enlvary,
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A Bleot Non-Sectarian ‘
Day School *for Noya Milltyy
cipline; Bmall Clanses; Man Tes
Careful supervision Atclirey
that mre not attalned elaewiay,
for catalogue,

N2 Marahnll Street, Parilaag

SALES MANAGER Wi
A newly ortgnanised Pop "
rnurknlinf A mont ance
household articls, requlrey

of a salesmanager for hbh
tory, Either a man or
sood stunding and ability te ¥
could Ml this position
tlovlars In first intier. &
Compnny, Morgan Widg., Parflay

Ear-Rings and Hai
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EAR-RINGS, choico of jot &
or & TANGO HAIR K
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1220, Los Angeles, Cal.
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