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In the House of Many Flowers

BY FLORENCE WILLARD.

N THE MIDBT of the dirt, the
I filth, the squalor that mark the

very poor of a cerlain southern
city, stands a low white house sur-
rounded by o tangled garden of vines
and flowers, To left, to right, on
every slde, streteh the shacks of pov-
erty, crusted with grime and recking
with foul odors; but the white house
In its ecircle of green seems always
fair and lovely, like some little pool
that reflects the sky in the midst of a
muddy street. Some eall it the "Set-
tlement,” but to the children of the
poor, those for whom it is primarily
intended, it is "The House of Many
Flowers."” Here, in the great sunny
rooms, they meet together, all ages,
all nationalities, held together by the
common honds, ignorance and pov-
erty.

It wag a warm Saturday afternoon,
and the’ Settlement was full of ehil-
dren.  Little Miss sighed as she bent
over Panca and adjusted the tangled
floss with which she was siriving to
embroider a bit of cardboard. The
girl looked up with & grateful smile
as she dug her needle lnto her work.
Little Miss turned away. The child
who had glven her that name had
long since left the circle and was
derd, or gone, no one knew where,
but the name still clung to her. She
was @ slight little woman of perhaps
fifty years. Her hair was gray and
waved about a face a little worn, a
little lined with esre, but full of &
gweetness Lthal mirrored the soul
within, The twenty years that Little
Miss bad spent in the Bettlement had
glven her more things than her name.
There had been joys that almost
eraged the thought of the tragedies
ghe had witnessed; but today—some-
how, today seemed different. After
twenty vears Little Miss bad paused
to think, and teday she was passing
judgment on her work.

It had begun that morning when
Littla Miss, at her solitary brealifast
had picked up the paper and on the
front page had found the story of a
conviet's escape. Little Miss rarely
read the more sensatlonal parts of
the paper, avolding them with the
nice distinction of long practiee. but
today the pleture of the conviet had
been published, and Little Miss
caught and held by the eves. The
voung face reminded her of some-
thing, someone—she scarcely know
what, and she paused to read the col-
nmn beside it.  “"Patrleck O'Harren”
—the pame was faniiliar. Her mind
worked back along the years, and
suddenly she remembered. BSo 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, &
fad of ten or twelve, She had lost
track of him, and now—now lhie was
an outlaw, being hunted like an anl-
mal. She searched the column for
his erime. Some jewelry, a matter of
a year. He was an “old offender,” it
geemed—an old offender at twenty-
fwo! 1t was on his way to prison
that he had made hig escape, and now
it wag reported that he was In the
South. Little Miss hid thrown aside
the paper and rison from the table,
She felt tired and very, very discour-
aged, She toiled with them, taught
them, loved them, und they ended in
prison, or worse. She had worked
for twenty sears and failed, angd yeu
—she wondered wherein the fault lay
—whut she could have done to make
her influenee more lasting.

Bomewhere  within, the clock
chimed the hour, and Little Miss hur-
ried about her accustiomed tasks, Her
assistants joined, and goon after came
the children. At tbeir advent the
rooms seemed to blossom Into life,

There was little time for thinking
now, and vet the smiles on the faces
of the children broughl a sort of
paln to Little Miss, and as she bent
over them, directing their awkward
{ingers, pulilng a stitch here, o
stiteh there, the same question rose
ngiin and sgain In her mind., How
long would they remember?

Littlo Guiseppe with the soulful
eves and the grimy fingers, would he
go out of her life forever and leave
belind all that he had galned? Laud-
wig, bending over his woodwork, Pe-
dro, wielding hig brush with romanic
gkill—would they, too, pass on and
forget?

She called herself [rom her reverle
with a start in time o prevent her
gclsgors [rom dlsappearing inta the
cavernous pockets of Kanukitehi La-
muro. Kanakltehl recelved Ler words
of admonighment with an [nscrutuble
expresgion In hig slant eges,  Usnally
the ineldent would nol have worcied
her; she was too well acqualnted with
orlental i¢=as of morality to be sur-
prised by anything, -but today it

seemed of moment. It had even crept
into her classes, this sinister thing.
No wonder Little Miss sighed as she
bent over Panca's sewing.

It grew late, and the children one
by one gthered thelr work into their
lockers aud ran laughing into the
streets without. Little Miss watched
them go, and a pain stabbed at her
heart as they turned to wave o good-
by to The House of Many Flowers.
Sometime they would leave it for-
ever and forget.

It was almost llke a dirge ringing
in her ears again and agaln. They
would forget, forget. She tried to
shake It off, and, leaving the house,
stepped out of the French windows
Into the garden. Dusk had come, and
the tangled shrubbery was all aquiver
In the light breeze, From without
came the sound of calling, of busy
wagons, of clanging bells, but within
everything was qulet. Suddenly Lit-
tle Miss heard u step, and looking up
found that she was not alone, A man
stood before her. He was poorly
dressed, even ragged, but he was not
4 man of the neighborhood. He
loomed before her, large, shambling,
evidently 11l at ease. Little Miss was
not [frightened. She was used to
calls of help at any hour ol the night.

“Well,” she sald kindly, “Is there
anything I can do to help 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 he had come back! She took a
step toward him and held out her
hand. “I'm glad to see you, Putsy,”
she said, “so glad!"

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

Little Miss made no answer, but
motioning bhim to follow, entered the
house, whero she drew the curtain
and lighted the light. Then she spoke,
“You must be hungry,” she said
quletly. “I'll make you some ten.'
She hurrled about her preparutions,
The mau stood in the center of the
room and looked about him as though
he would drink In his surroundings.
He put his hand almost lovingly on
one of the little low tables that stood
around the wall,

"We uster call It The House of
Many Flowers,” he sald slowly. "Some
little dago named it that, I bet, They
wasn't o bad in them days, the da-
ks  He turned to Little Miss with
the ghost of a smile on bis face, “Do
you remember Pedro Rafael?” he
atked, “and Tonl—I disremembered
his other name?"”

Little Migs, looking back through
a myriad of Pedros and Tonls re
turned the smile. “Yes,” she said,
“1 remember them, and [ remember
vou, too. You were such a fine 1it-
tle fellow, and you enjoyed the work
s0."

The man turned on her almost
flercely. D'y know,” he said, 'twas
the only thing I had that wasn't bad,
rotten bad, the only thing.” It all
came out in a torrent, a stream of
almost incoherent words, “My moth-
er—well, I'll not say anything agin
her, for ‘twas not her fault, but the
old man—" his fists elenched.
“Many's the time I've come here with
my back raw from beatin'. They
was all bad, rotten bad, but this wuz
Just—heaven.  Bome might have
stgod the other without goln' down,
but T wuz rotten, too, 1 guess, Th'
Judge =ald so, 'tany rate, an” 1 got
sent up for thievin' an' general dey-
fitry, When [ came oul, they all
know. There weren't nothin' to do,
so [ =nitehedl gome stuff an’ got sent
up for three months, an' then I didn't
care.  When thes caught me this
time I took my chanct an® It out, an’
then, somehow, I just come here.”
He ended simply.

“Paar boy,” sald Little Miss, “you
must eat."”

The man doubled his length awlk-
wardly inte the chair she drew up to
the table and fell to eating raven-
onsly of the things It contained, Sud-
denly there was clanging from with-
out, and he sprang from his chair. A
cup dropped from
crashed on the floor unheeded,

“The Black Marla!" -he
breathing hard.

The patrol clanged past and the
hubbub In the streets subsided grado-
ally. Nelther the man nor the wo-
man had moved or spoken, but now
he turned to her.

“They're after me,” he gald, “I'd
almoat forgot, an' I ain't got uny
place Lo go!*" He was no longer a
man, he was & child, a frightened
child, coming to her for help. Little
Miss put her hand on hig arm,

“Ldsten,” she said, “Listen! 1
eould hide you—yes, I might even
keep you safely for a time, but you'd
always be a fugitive, Patsy, you never

eried

his hand and °

{ could be anything but an eseaped con-

viet ,while if you go buck—""

"Go back!™ eried the man——"to
that?"

“Listen, Patsy,"” she pleaded. “Go
back und take your punishment like
# man, go back, and then come out
and start Afresh—"

“Start fresh!” crled the other,
breaking in on her worde. *“Who'd
glve me the chanet after this?”

It was a question that had puzzled
wiser theorists than Little Miss, and
she was gllent for & minute. There
were steps on the walk, and some
one rapped heavily on the door, Lit-
tle Miss went white. Suddenly she
turned to the man,

“Don‘t you see,” she cried, “your
chance Is here, among your own peo-
ple? Come back to me, and I will
give you work here in The House of
Muny Flowers,"

The knocking was repeated, and
she hurried down the hall and un-
bolted the door. On the steps she
found a policeman of the beuat with
several others.

“Pardon, Miss,” sald the officer,
etraping, “we saw a man come in
here awhile ago. 1Is he still here?"

¥For the fraction of a second Lit-
tle Miss paused, uncertaln of her
reply.

Then a volee rose behind her. “I'm
here," sald Patrick O'Harren, as he
stepped Into the hall. “And il you
want to take me, be quiet and don't
alarm the lady.”

The man behind the officer put his
bhand to his hip, but his eompanion
arrested his arm, “He's surrendered,
you fool," he sald gruffly, and drew
from his pocket a couple of metallic
objects that gleamed In the lamp-
light. -The man winced as the hand-
cuffs touched his wrists, but sub-
mitted quletly. The detective bheslde
him put his hand on his shoulder.

""Better get a move on,” he said
curtly.

Patrick ralged his head and looked
about him from the chalrs und low
tables to the flower pots at the win-
dow. Then he turned to the woman
who stood beside the table staring at
him, white and {slent.

“I'l eome back, Little Miss," he
said mlowly, “I'll come back in a
year."

The woman siarted forward, her
hands outstretehed. “You won't for-
get?” ghe pleaded, “Oh, you are
very, very sure you won't forget?”

The man‘turned and looked down
at her, and his eyes were Lhie eyes of
the Hitle Patsy of long ago.

“No, Little Mlss," he sald, “I'll not
forget.”

Then he passed into the hall be-
vond, the burly pollceman at his ol-
how.

The trampling stepz passed down
the hall, the door slammed, the gate
clicked, and Little Miss was alone in
The House of Many Flowers,

—— e e ——

The Sliver Lining.
There 1= ne cloud ean’ hide for long
The beauty of the breath of song;
In dark and heavy folds, we cry,
They hang above ua in the sky,
But gweetness through the gllver day
Soon blows the dreartest pall away,
And upward to the sun we shine
‘Mid old revealings grown divine,

All life the silver lininge: run
Behind the shadows geiy and dun,
And there amid the heaviest gloom
A sudden beanty bursts In bloom,
Transmuting all our grief and woe
Inte the old angelic glow

Of joy nnd cheer and Hying grace
Beneath the glory of his face,

The etorms, however flerce they roar

Shill soon pass o'ar, shall soon puss
oer;

And thore the sunny hills Hft up

Their peaks awd every vale n eup

To hold God's beatty, brim to brim,

Shines with the utmost sweet of him,

Tiil song and sunshine borne tpgether,

Bring back the dresmn ‘of plonsant
weather.

The silver linlng—it = thers,
‘Mid all our, sorrow and our ¢nre,
So sweel, 50 true, mo bright, so pure—
Be brave, oh, heart, thit we may sep
Through all we have to know and bi
That they are best who best enflore
The cross of ench day'y calvary,
To benr it with an oarnest will—
The sllver lining gloweth siill
—Baltimore &un.
e

A War Transfermation.
In additlon to its work of earrying
the troops, the Great Eastern Rail-
way of England is converting Ita res-
taurant and kitchen cars Into ambu-
lances. ‘The Interlor fittings are re-
moved and the In the interlor ar-
ranged with ambulance materials,
everything belng done on the most
approved principles.

IMPORTANT, that
you mention this
paper in answering
advertisements,

'POPULAR HOTEL.

|
i Ideally located at Tenth and

opposite Olds,
Wortman & King's blg depart-
ment store New, moder n und
homelike. Courteous treatment
Rates §1.00 and up.

Bus meets all trains

W, M. SEWARD,
Proprietor,

Alder streets,

Buy it now

Get what. you will
need in the Spring,
now, and help “pass
prosperity along.

L %
MILITARY
HLLLACADEMY_

A Elect Non-Sectarian Boarding and
Day School for Boys. Military Dis-
cipline; Small Classes; Men Teschers
Careful supervislon secures results
that are not atlalned eslsewhere. Bend
for cutilogue.

K21 Marshell Street, Portiand, Or,

SALES MANAGER WANTED
A newly organized Portlind company,
marketing 'a most successful putunlrr.l
houschold article, requires the services
of a snlesmannger for his home terri-
tory, KEither a man or womnan, with
goml cinnding and abllity to work hard,
cottld 111 this position. Write full par-
tleulars In Cirst letter. Utliity Sales
Company, Mergan Bldg, Portiand, Or,

Ear-Rings and Hairpins

For 25¢ we will send you a pair of
EAR-RINGS, choiee of jet or pearl,
or & TANGO HAIR PIN. All the
rage now. M. M. Greene Co., box
1220, Los Angeles, Cal,

SUDAN GRASS

Pure, officially inapected, recleansd
Sudan Grass S¢ed In senmless cotton
bugs, prepald, G-pound packages $2.50;
1h-pound, $4.50,  Cush to accompany
order, Write us for prices on 100
puunids or more, Our prices are right.
DE TUHNER PURE SEED COMPANY
Lubbock, Texna,

Cash Register Bargains

Our prices are about hall other deal-
ers’. We pay highest prive for sevonde
hand veginterd, Wao do expert repualre
Ing and guarnntee our wor Witl ex-
cliange o 501t YOUtr requlrements,
SUNDWALL €D, b05 24 avenue, Beal=
tie, Wanh, Phone Main 1150,

ELECTRIC LIGHT
Plant Com?lete $100

Frelght Allowed to Partland or Seattie,

Nickerson-MacFarlane Mach. Co,,
Taramn, Wanh,

HOTEL EATON

W, Park and Mor. Sis, Portinmd, Or,

Hates, $1 up: with bath, §1.00, Bpe-
einl rates by the week. Loeated in the
heart of the city.

AGENTS WANTED

To Sell Hizh-Grade Nuorsery Stook, Wrils
for Termu, Juod Men Make Pl Monay.
DONALD NUNSERY 0.,

hmial;

English Tesied

Oregon,
SEEDS

m Send for Cat. N

Dean 1. Hallard, Arcade Bldg, Scatile, Wa.

ARTIFICIAL LIMBS
Guaranteed to flt and ﬁ.o eomfore to the
usir. OREGON ARTIFICIAL LAMB OO,

128 Washisgton &, Portland, Or.




