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that. By the way, did you apply for that
positien with Crowell & Co.?’

‘Yes, cid you?

‘Two weeks ago, but have heard nothing
from it. I conclude they are mot in any
haste for a clerk. I kunow of a dozen fel-
lows who have applied.’

‘It is likely to be a pretty good placs
for the.ocne who gets it, not only in regard
to salary, but in business training. Mr.
Crowell worked up from a small beginning
and has some valuable business ideas, I
am told.’

Well, the place is good pay, that’s all
I care about,’ replied Will carelessly, tak-
ing a cigarette from his pocket. <It’s the
ducats I am after just now. I am willing
to work for them, but honest work de-
serves honest pay, I say. How Crowell
worked up, or that foot of the ladder busi-
ness, doesn’t interest me, I must confess.’

‘A permanent position with a good firm
is worth more than money to a young
man,’ Frank said seriously.
don’t smoke that,” as Will scratched a
match with which to light the cigarette.
$#You handicap yourself in the very begin-

ning if you indulge in those wvile cigar-.

ettes.”

“If yow're going to get preachy, I'm off,’
IWill reriied, his face flushing half angri-
1y. ‘I thought I told you I had taken out
emancipation papers.” And so saying Will
tipped his hat a little farther back, squar-
ed his shoulders jauntily and walked off,
@ thin curl of smoke floating back over his
shcualder.

Frank sighed and walked on toward the

~ Qittle home where his mother' was waiting

-

~ruefully,

for him on the porch. He loved Will
North, and it was hard to see him drifting
into ways where_h8 could not, dared not
follow, after their many years of friend-
ship.

her quick mother eyes reading in a mo-
ment the trouble in his. He told her in
@& few words,

‘I am so glad, dear, that you had the
courage to refuse to join that Sabbath-
breaking ecrowd. It is my heart’s dearest
wish that you become such a man as your

father was,’ and the widow’s slender hand

rested affectionately on her boy’s should-
er. ‘I know it is hard to part company
with friends where the ways diverge, but
you will never be sorry if you always
choose the right way, however lonely.’

‘It is lonely, mother,’ Frank confessed,
‘Most of the'boys I know think
I am a crank, though some of them are
too polite to say so, and even theé girls pre-
fer the boys who have more dash and less
conscience.’ :

‘Let mother be your “best girl” for a lit~
tle whils, until you have proven how much
the best ymu- way is,’ and a soft pink suf-
fused the faded cheeks.

Al right, mother,” Frank replied laugh-

ingly. ‘No boy in town will have a micer
girl to wait upon, T am sure of that.’

A few . days later Mr. Crowell and his
junior partner were Bittinv in their pri-
wvate office. A list of names lay upon the
desk before Mr. Crowell, adorned with sav-
eral check marks and private notes, which
he was levidently comparing.

‘Well sir, how does it stand?’ asked Mr,

Moore. ‘Mr. Tucker tells me the depart-
ment is badly in need of a helper.’
*“ The department can better afford to

‘Oh, Will,

‘What is it, son?’ asked Mrs. Goodwin,

wait than to have unsatisfactory help hur-
ried into it. You know my rule not to hire
in haste to repent at leisure’—Nr. Crowell
took off his glasses and wiped them care-
fully—‘and out of a dozen applicants whom
I have taken pains to prove fully, the
choice has fallen upon two, and I am in
doubt as to which of the two is the best
for the place.’

‘And who are they? His partner’s busi-
ness methods were a source of much pri-
vate amusement to Mr. Moore, though he
freely admitted they produced the best re-
sults,

‘Frank Goodwin and William North, and
you will see that the two are pretty even-~
ly balanced. North is handsome, and has
a pleasant, winning way which has its
commercial value, especially with ladies;
still I fancied I smelled cigarette smoke
on his clothing when I met him last even-
ing. Goodwin isn’t mearly so fine look-
ing, but Dr. Riggs gives him such a re-
commend as few young men could com-
mand from such a man. “Absolutely
above temptation to do a mean or a dis-
honest act,” means a good deal in commer-
cial life.’

‘Indeed it does, sir,” replied Mr. Moore
seriously, ‘and added to the sincere desire
to earn advancement which I am sure that
young Goodwin has, can hardly fail to
make a good business man of him.” Just
then the evening paper was thrown in, and
Mr. Crowell looked it over while Igz Moore
added a column of figures.

‘Ah, here we are,’ exclaimed Mr. Crow-
ell. ‘Here is our Mr., North’s name in the
list of players in a game of Sunday base-
ball.?

‘Isn’t young Goodwin’s name there, too?
They have been chums for years.’

Ir. Crowell read the list over carefully,
and with a sigh of relief. ‘No, and I rm
heartily glad of it, Mr. Moore. It is ter-
rible, actually terrible, sir, to see the Sab-
bath . desecration among the young, and
the old, too, for that matter. I was raised
in strict old Puritan style, and I am very
thankful for it. I never have brought to
my business on Monday morning a brain
and body weary and fagged with Sunday
indulgence in games or excursions. If
ever there was a wise and beneficent pPro-
vision for man it is the Christian Sabbath,
and I will have no young man in my em-
ploy who has not the good sense to appre=-
ciate it.’

‘Aren’t you a little severe, sir?’ asked
Mr. Moore smilingly, as his partner wip-
ed his brow excitedly. ‘Younz men are
thoughtless, and perhaps Mr. North has
not given the subject due consideration.’

‘Perhaps he hasn’t, but look at the fel-

lows he is associated with; the fastest set
in town. How long would ‘it be before
there are wine suppers after the games and
all sorts 6f foolishness to tempt the young
man who has npt the stamina to consider.
On no account, Mr. Moore, would I take
a person into my employ who has not self-
respect enough to “think” in choosing his
occupations and his companions,” and Mr.
Crowell placed a sign opposite the name

“of Will North which effectually closed the

dquestion of ducats for him so far'as the
grut of Crowell & Co. were concerned.

~ ‘So you got the placa, Frank. ‘Of course
I won’t pretend that I wouldn’t have lik-
ed it for myself, but I’d rather see you do
well than any one I know. The boys are
on the lookout for me, though, and every
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one of them has a rich father and influs
ence, so I'm sure to strike a job sooner of
later,” and Will North looked very confle
dent, quite satisfied to gain employment
through influence rather than merit.

‘I hope you may, Will,’ Frank answered
cordially. ‘I shall be most heartily glad
to see you prospsr.’ &

‘By the way, ¥Frank, how is Crowell to
work for? I’ve heard that he is awfully .
strict.’

‘None too much so for such a large busi~
ness. No one could be kinder to me than
“Mr.” Crowell has been,’ and Frank laid
special stress on the respectful title. ‘For
where so many are employed it would not
be wise to allow loose ends in discipline,
and the rules are not too exact.’”

From that day the path of life began to
diverge widely for the two young men.
Frank Goodwin threw all the energies of
his fine mind into acquiring a thorough
knowledge of the business in which he
was engaged, and every day advanced him
in the respect and esteem of his employ-
ers.

Will North ‘got a job’ in several places,
through the influence of his associates, but
his mind was upon anything and every-
thing rather than his work, and especial-
ly upon pay days and holidays, so it was
not surprising that he went from one ‘job’
to another with easy transition to the low-
er grades of employment. At last accounts
he was educating himself for a star pitcher
in a champion base-ball club.

Saved in a Basket, or Daph

and Her Charge.
CHAPTER VI.—Continued.’

Overpowered by the effort she had made,
and fearful there was something presum-
ing in a poor creature like herself daring
to speak to the being she so reverenced,
Daph sat down on the floor, in a position
of silent humility. A conviction that she
had been heard and forgiven for the bold-
ness of her prayer stole over her, and she
stretched herself as wusual on the bare
floor, and was soon in a sound sleep,

CHAPTER VII.
A NEW PATH.

Daph rose the following morning, at hee
sual early hour, and went to perform .
her customary ablutions beside the well,
keeping, however, a sharp look out for
Mrs. Ray, to be ready to beat a retreat as
soon as that formidable person should

‘make herself heard. No Mrs. Ray appear-

ed, and Daph’s curiosity tempted her to
take a peep into the room which served
as kitchen, parlor, and general abiding-
place for Mrs. Ray and Mary, though
they elept in the loft above,

Mary was diligently ironing, at this
early hour, giving from time to time dol-
orous glances at a great basketful of damp
clothes, which seemed to diminish but
slowly under her efforts.

‘Where’s your ma® said Daph, as she
thrust her head fairly in at the door, re-
gardless of consequences.

‘Mother’s very sick this morning,” said
Mary sorrowfully. ‘She can’t even turn
herself in bed, and all these clothes must
go home to-night; we have had to keep

‘them too long now, it has been so wet.’

‘Nebber fret 'bout de clo’es,” said Daph,



