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have his sulary raised that very night. A little maiter
of husiness had detained Mr. John Bentley, the head of the
firm, in his office, so that he would be sure to find him on
returning thither. ' : )

Mr. Bentley was seated in his office glanecing over some
prapers. He was a large, portly man, a little pompous in
manner; and a glance from his grey eyes always confused
the worthy bookkeeper, who, léng as he had known him,
had never got to feel quite at ease in his company. Jaob

had an indistinet idea that his employer was immenseiy

superior to him in every way, and locked up %o him with
distant reverence.

Jehn Bentley lifted his eyebrows in surprise 2s Jeb
shuftled in at the door, his hat unnder his arm, with an
nir of nervons trepidation which $he conscicusness . lis
errand inspired.

‘Have you forgotten anything, Warner?” deman-ied
Mr. Beutley, in a elear, commanding tone.

*Na, sir, Mr. Bentley; or rather I should say yos.
stammered the bockkeeper, ‘There was a little matier
which I wished to speak to you about. But 1 showd nob
wish to take up your time if you are busy, sir, and | wil
wait 1]l some ofther oceasion.’

“If you can say what you have to say in five minutes,
Warner, go en,’” retnrned his empluyer.

¢ It was about an ihcrease of salary, Mr. Bentlevy,” said
he, plunging into his subject and talking fast to keep his
courage up. ‘Prices have been rising of late sc much
that 1 find it very difficult to maintain a wife and four
children on seven hundred dellars a year. I do, indeed,
sir.  If you would be kind enough to add a hundred, or
even fifsy, | would thank you pratefully, sir.’

‘ An increase of salary, eh, Warner? Seven hundred
dollars nsed to he considered a fair salary. Of course,
some get much more. But you know, Warner, that you
are not a first-class man of husiness.
very satisfactorily, but !

‘I know what vou would say, Mr. Bentley,’ inter-
rupted Job, kumbly. 1 kanow my abilities are small, but
I try to be faithful. I hone I have always heen faithful
to the hest of my poor abilities.’

‘ Yes, Warner, you have. Don't think I have any com-
plaint to make; but as to an increase of salary, that re-
quires consideration.  Probably the high nrices will not
always last, and in the meantime wou ean he more economi-
eal.’

More economicszl! And this to Job, who had heen a
close econowmist all his life. However, he did not venture
to reply, but, bowing humbly, withdrew. A minute later
Lis employer, who had got through with the business which
detained him, put on his overcoat and followed. On his
way hack Job paused again before the window, which
had so great an attraction for him. Again he thought
how much little Effie would like it. But he felt sabisfied
from Mr. Bentley’s manner that there was little hone of
an ineorease of income, and without that suck an outlay
would be unpardenahle extravagance.

‘No," he half sighed, "I must give up the idea of
huying 16, and little Fffie must be content with something
less expensive,’

Mr. Johun Bentley was close behind, and heard this

speech. ‘Bo he wanted to buy that piece of finery,’
thonght he. ‘o, wonder he demanded an increase of
salary.’

The two men continued to walk in the same direetion,
Job, of course, unconscious of Mr. Bentley's proximity.
Suddenly from the darkness of a side street emerged a
little girl, a very picture of wretchedness, with ragged
dress, pinched and famished features, and feet almost hare,
notwithstanding the inclement season. She looked up
piteously in the face of Job Warner.

‘1 am very cold and hungry,’ she marmured.

‘Poor childl poor child? ejaculated Jobh, compassion-
ately. *‘Have you no home?

*No; mother died last week, and sinee then 1 have
lived in the streets.’

‘ Have you had anything to eat to-day?’

‘Yes, sir, a cracker.’

-*Oxly a cracker! repeated Job, pitifully. * And where
do you expect to pass the night??

1 don’t know, gir.’ 0

¢ Where did you sleep last night?”

‘In a doorway; but they drove me off this morning.
I wish mother were alive again.” The poor child hurst
into tears, schbbing convulsively.

‘Don't ery,’ my dear, said Job soothingly. ‘Don't
ery. You shall come home with me, an.d I will let you
sleep in a warm bedeand give you something to est. I am
poor, my child, but not so poor as yon, thank God! I
had intended to buy some little presents for my children,
but they will he hetter nleased if I spend the money in
making you comfortable, Take my hand and we shell soon
be at home.’

You do your work

During this collaquy Johm Bentley withdrew info. a
doorway. He had felt some curiosity to lesrn how his book-
keeper would deal with this elaim upon his bounty. There
was something in the straightforward simplicity and kind
heart of Job that touched him, and made him feel not a
little communction for his own bearing in the interview
which had just taken place between them.

¢ He is about to deprive his children of their Christmas
presents for the sake of succoring that poor litble onuteast,’
said John Bentley to himself, ‘He has & noble heart,
poor fellow! And he shall be no loser by it. After ajl,
seven handred dollars must be quite insufficient in thase
times. I will s what I can de for him.’

It was the merchant's better nature that spoke. TFie
was not naturally a selfish man, only inconsiderate. Now
that his benevolent impulses were excited, he would not
rest unbil they were embodied in action. HHonest J oh,
never hast thou done a better night’s work than  this.
Thy kindness to the little outcast shall he richly recom-
pensed.

With the little girl’s hand firmly classed in his, Joh
paused before the door of a small wooden tenement and,
turning the knob, softly entered..

‘Why, Job, how late you wre!’ said a kind, motherly
woman, advancing to meet him.  * And, merciful goodness !
who have you thera?’

‘A poor child, Mary, without father or mother, who
was wandering hungry through the streets. I conldn’t
help bringing her home, conld I?  Think if it had heen
little Fflie!

‘You did quite right, Job. Poor litile thing! How
thin she is. Are you hungry, little girl®’

‘Oh, =0 hungry and celd! May I warm myself 1y
your fire, ma’am 2’

‘ Bless me, child., T ouglht to have thought of it hefare.
Yes, o and sit down on the ericket, and I will bring yrou
some hread and mills.?

‘While the little girl’s wants were being satisfied Mvs,
Warner said: ¢ Well, Job, what have you got for :he
children 2’

‘1 didr’t get anything, Mary. T was just going to
get some ltile things when this poor child came wp. 1
thought mayhe we might be willing to keep her for a week
or so and fit her out with some hetter clothes, and I am
afraid we can’t afford to do that and buy presents for
tlre children too. Do you think they would be willing
to do without them for this vear ? .

‘I am sure they will. But all have hung up their
stockings; T must tell them to-night so that they mneed
not be disappointed in the morning.’

The considerate mother went upstairs and acquainted
the children that their father had brought home a poor
little girl who had no father nor mother, and asked if for
her sake they would be willing to give up their Christmas
presents.  This appeal went to the children’s hearts, They
were also delighted with the idea of a new playfellow, anad
in bright anticipations of the marrow lost sight entirely of
the steckings that were destined to remain unfilled.

‘What did the children say?’ asked Job, a little un-
casily.

‘Dear children I’ said Mrs. Warner, wiping her eves
with motherly affection and pride. * They took it like little
angels, They are very anxious to see the littla girl. I
do helieve they will regard her ss the best Christmas pre-
sent they ecould have.? ,

‘1 wish we could do something more than keep her
for a few days,” said Job, thoughtfully.

‘8o do I. If you only had = little larger salary,
Job, it might be done. Why don’t you nsk for more P*

‘I did to-night, Mary.’ :

*And what did Mr,
Warner, eagerly.

‘He advised me to economise.’

‘As if you hadn’t heen doing it all your life,” ex-
claimed his wife, indignantly. *Little he knows what
cconomy is,’

‘Hush, Mary,” said Job, half frightened. <Of course,
he can’t understand how hard a time we have to get along.”

‘No, but he ounght to inguire. What barm would it
do him to give you an extra hundred dollarsp’

‘I suppose he could afford it,” said John: ¢ but per-
haps he doesn't think I am worth any more. As he said,
sevenr hundred dollars used to be considered a fair salary.,’

¢ Bo he refused your apoplication.’ .

‘Well, no, not exactly., He said he wonld take it
into consideration. But I am sure from his tone that I
have nothing to expect. We must get along as well as
we can through the hard times, -and perhaps things will
improve by and hye, .

‘What a thoroughly good man you are, Job!l' said
Mrs. Warner, looking affectionately at her husband, who
wag dear to her in spite of his shabby coat, }

‘0f course, I have got a good wife,” he answered cheer-

BDentley say? inquired Mrs.



