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Saved by a Sewing Machine.

| Allen was to start
for ( I | l \ .
H ( I al ! “W I
she con ded 10 \ X
nd digpose of v rafl ~hi
readily ld fifty tickets at a do '
Aplecs and Wednesday evenin
was to witness the drawing of the
Jucky number The time cames
and Jack Hopkins was discovered

to be the holder of the fortunats
figure,

“(yood Lord!” gaid he, when the
fact was made known to him,
“what under the sun schall 1 do
with a sewing maching

“Why, get yvon a wife, or go into
the tatloring business and make a
fortune,”’ said Isabel Allen’s bro-
H'l"!'.

“Bother the wife! and as for tai-
loring, can’t do my own sewing,”
was his reply, as visions of torn
ht;'!Ter-}lllir'--1 buttonless shirts, rag-
ged wristbands and worn sleeve-
I

ININgs  1rost by fi'il‘ }.':llll,' f.r']' .'|:-
though ”n}u]\ir.- was a “man-of-
war’s man’’, he never could see
into the art of ltl[r-ri'\\'illg and her-
l‘i]l;_[—llt-l!ill'_r, He felt like the man
who drew the elephant, and what
to do or where to store his sewing
machine he did not know. He had
no time to look ill'lﬂll[, for he was
ordered on board ship the next
morning. As he =auntered along
whistling,

““A life on the ocean wave,

A home on the rolling deep”’,
suddenly he caught the wicked,
serpent _t,_']r-;nn that flashed from the
sinister eyes of a fashionably-dress-
ed man, as he whispered to his
companion, a poorly-clad but hand-
some ;_'iri of not more than sixteen
summers, A slrange impulse
prompted Hopkins to turn and fol-
low the couple through many wind-
ing streets until they paused before
an elegant mansion, from whence
issued sounds of music and laugh-
ter. It was a cloudy night, misty,
dim and dark. a night well adapt-
1‘1] Lo \\it'ixlllli‘-'ﬂﬁ and crime. 'I‘h{'
street lamp shed its light full on
the faces of the 1'1'li[1.lt‘.

" hissed Hopkins. “My

little sister, my only remaining rel-

TT*1

“Villain!’
ative, as fair a bud as ever blos-
somed under summer skies, lies in
the chill and

churchyard tonight, and you sent

mould of yonder
her there! It was years ago, but
I’ve not forgotten her or you. And
now you seek the destruction of an-
other with the }lli.‘tlll of your de-
ceitful tongue, you smooth-faced
murderer! T.tl\'t' that, and IIHU,
and that!” and the heavy blows
fell thick and fast upou the de-

< 1 i ) i "\_' |
‘ ] tiger
\ vonder that } 1ot
¥ '] | |
aimmg, wounded Nl
Vil carce |y [ breath O] | fe I
il W 1idd Ly l ’ LV e done th
2 t [ Nnael nlilar circun Lanc-
A | i | L Vi it | 11 1
il a 1
[ ] frembling g fainting
frightened, stood spell-bound, =ole
R L
|

he scene,

wiliLiicoss Ol

“Here, come with me, and don’t
be afrald,” said the honest-hearted
“I’d not harm a hair o

IIIIJ‘\ young i ad for all !in' \\':';ll[fl
of California’s gold mines. Come
with me Thou art as safe as
[};..I];_-;'. asleep upon If|_\' mother’s
}r-r'-wh:

Roungh, hard, profane, ferocious
Jack Hopkins that was the side
the world saw; but that night re-
vealed him gentle, tender as a wo-
man, jure as a star,

Rosa Grey, with trusting confi-
dence, put her hand confidingly 1n
his, ai d he hastily led her from the
-}.rrl where her innocence and -IJ.I.iJ
l'ili".—-‘ }l.ltl }J!‘!'H =0 hr-;lf'll\ “.I'*f‘i\l'li
for life.

“Poor little girl!” said he, scoth-
ingly. “Don’t cry.” Aund then
torrents of oaths escap d him as he
remembered the wretch he had left
bleeding upon the pavement, Sud-
denly he thought of his sewing ma-

l’}lilw‘ 'i__rul 1!5;{! H !!-:;u‘rf

.h.'l\ i\llq.-..i*}l“‘

benefit the weeping girl beside him.
“Can ye steer such a craft as a
he asked.

“Do you mean, sir, can [ run a

sewing machine?”

sewing machine —can I make it
sew 7"

“Yes, that’s what I mean.”
“Why, no, but I could learn,
maybe, if I had one to work with.”

“What’s your name?”
“Rosa Grey.”
[Leaning ;lr_'.tit::-? a | imp post, the
sailor wrote an order to Isabel Al-
len, instructing her to deliver to
Rosa Grey his sewing machine, and
signing the paper, handed it to the
bewildered girl,

“Here, take this.” said he. “and
go o L your ]I'\"[Tug‘“ and then with
the I?l\'i"*}l ;f:'flvr'-.»-il\ of ""l'flif‘i::;
men, he placed in her hand a burch

of crumpled greenbacks., ‘“Better

that she should have it than the
grog shop,” he muttered, as he
turned and went his way, leaving
Rosa Grey almost petrified with
astonishment. Great drops of rain
mingled with her fast-falling tears,
as 1f the heavens wept in sympa-
thy.

The poor girl was an orphan,
friendless and alone. Driven from
the miserable shelter that she call-
ed home by a merciless st pmother,
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I the i1 I .'_‘. ‘| \Mrs | ()
feet <1l ¢ | hed e R I
N\ ew [ : rage possess \ e g bhreati
F e -
} . ner « ! \ i i it his Vs
[t ving I Iillnte _;‘-': at the | were few
I '-'}jj- 1l }; ‘-;} on l!-‘-ir"] l'I‘ rently, tenderiy
'.\j._-:tg WAas Jl]f\ H--f,h-..- HAUIEd | he was watoel i \nd cared
ut from the dock. he woma he had redeemed
Industry, aptitude and patient |y In return, told him her
persistence scon placed Rosa W Influence and gervices
comfortable circumstances. St it his command Her hus
soneht and obtained all the work ned vith her 1 vod Oft
~ne Cco d do, clothed e u""il;_'f.l',.‘.'. the b I 1 f }I s wife, a

-H:'] i-_\‘ :'.rlfl ia_\ i:fili d I'-‘Il.T"-I'f.llii»
sum In the savings bank. As the
years rolled on, her sweet face and
vmiable manners attracted, among
others, the admiration of Ronald
Congdon, whose esteem ripened in
to affec -'j-rfl, .'I.II'! he r--l;il;_'::'.'i her for
his wife.

Her marriage with Ronald Cong-
don placed her at once in the best
and most refined Society, where her
native tact ana grace enabled her
to adorn the position for which she
was fitted }1_\' ratuare.

Ronald Congdon was wealthy,
a millionaire 1n heart and mind, as
well as in this world’s goods: and

it was his lIr';f'_'.'.! to lavish

luxuries that art er money could

I}I'Hltln'l‘ l]IIIJ:l ili“ ]‘I\'i'[_\' ‘.\illf'.

Une li;l-\', 1 the -;'I‘il'_f-lilla" "I‘I

the yvear, W hen the violets mads
the mossy banks E.I'.'I-_fl':ll.l with per-
fume, Rosa was returning from a

drive to the wools, laden with

. 1 r 1
ground-pine, velvety mosses, feath-

er forns and trailing arbutus. She|

rode past the General Hospital just |

as A gick man was Jifted from a
wagon, preparatory to taking him

to tin- sick ward.

“Surely,” thought Rosa, as she|

looked upon the emaciated form,
“I have seen that face before!” and
all the way home, the pale atenu-
When,

$)

where, had she seen that man?

;1!1’!1 features ll.‘illhln-li }i*‘l‘.

The dim, shadowy past, with its
wonderful (Il:!iu;_"l 8, I}Jl.“-"-lll like a
panorama before her, but still she

Rest-

could not locate the stranger.

ir----_, uneasy, she res Ived to visit
the il"‘-!nil;il, and discover, if I'”‘""i'
ble, who the stranger was, U pon
arriving there she inguired of the
v‘;r['k the name of the u--l.{f'-il;;lll

”u"'bl]l
Hopkiuns,” was the reply, after ex-

5-!"'-11,:!-1 there that forenoon.

amining his register,

[t was the name of her benefac-
tor! and in an instant she had re-
called all the scenes of that event-
ful night that had so changed the
current of her life.  Her request
that she might see him was grant-
t-li. :li.tl lll'l‘t'iﬂllr- tears of j--_\' t‘ll'uln-
l”"’ upon the old sailor's neck. He
wept, also, as she told him her
name and related how he had Ea V-
ed her from shame and infamy.

“l1 thought I was old and Joor,

WA Iriendiess and lorsaken,

¥

sured him that if health retu

he should never again feel com

led to wander in foreign lands.
f 1

1 saana 2%, - 41
all was oI no availl: the B}

}|:tll [..ii.*'la. -'—Hi I.::}H Was

proaching. Mrs, Congdon sat
a faithful wateher, and as she
called the distant past she wey
«HfIi_\'.

“Why do you weep for the ]
salt?” questioned the dying man.
“I’ve had a Jong voyage, shi

1, |

wrecked many times and often

tempest-tossed, and now I’'m cor
i:t;_{ Into port, worn, with ragged
sails and rotting timbers, but |

’
1 11 1 1
shall be glad to cast anchor in a

'Ih;lrlnlf‘ where {}u re are no storms

or raging billows.”
Pausing a moment, he said:

“Rosa, I never took much stock

In ]'I'i-:i.":l]t g or l"'-’l.\‘il"‘h', as 1t 201

on in the world, but I've praye
and fasted some after a fa~hion of
my own. Maybe it was right and
maybe it was wrong. I don’t kn.ow,
but I've tried to do as well as |
knew how, and anyway, it was

And if I should happen

to wake up in some foreign land,

honest,

and the captain calls me to give an
account of mys=elf, I’ll just tell him
how it was, and I won’t forget t
let him know how I thrashed that
miserable scamp — and gave you
my bottom dollar and — a sewing
machine, and maybe he won’t be
very hard with me. Good-Ly! The
storm 18 over, there’s blue .‘-]{‘\' Vil
der, and ’t is my wateh b low!”

John Hopking never spoke aga
Rosa reverently folded the rougi,
scarred hands above the pulseles
bosom and closed the eves of thi
brave-hearted sailor, '

She had the remains robed an
placed in an elegant rosewood cas
i\'r'l, and 1'1»|H.‘r_\'t'1| to her own bea
iilhlai }J."IH". \\hl'l*' “l'l”"‘l"'ifil" Rer
]I(‘l.'-l were ht']l] ere l}lf' }'H(l\' WaAs
placed in its Jast l't'-tfl|;,:-[u|.-|<"v_

[n Mrs. Congdon’s parlor, in
alcove, there stands today an old
fashioned sewing machine, covered
over with purple velvet, whos
fringe of gold sweeps the cost
Wilton carpet. ['i"r. the top
the velvet cover rests a solid silver
plate, encircled with a wreath
Howers., It bears this Inseriptior
“Sacred to the memory of Joh
Hopking.” '

When the curious ask why sl
L("I'lr'i that old-fagshioned I]I.{{}.'
S0 ('f.llli'e', h}p- auswers reverentl)
“It is my savior!” —[Susan H

\\Ij.'("li.



