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Thanksgiving.

Tur beautiful summer is cold and dead,

She has passed away like the rest—
The other fair summers, long since fled,

From the woods and the meadow-crest.
The blossoms of spring were white and sweet,
But they pale:d and shrank from the souch of the heat.

“The ficlds are shining yellow and dan,”
Where the autumn gathered its tale of grain.

We thank Thee, Lord, for the blessed sud,
We thank Thee for the rain.

Our beantiful summer is passed and fled,
We are older grown, and gray ;
The spring is gone from the youthful tread,
The laugh from the lips once gay ;
The c¢hildish hope in the childish eyes
Is darkened by many a sad surprise,
But the promise stands sure, as then it stood ;
We can smile in loss, as we smiled in gain.
And we thank Thee, Lord of the year, for the good,
And we bless Thec for the pain,

BE COURTEOUS, BOYS.
BY BELLE CHISHOLM.

Ler two boys equally endowed physically and
mentally enter life under precisely the same eir-
cumstances, and the chances for success are. always

in favour of the one in possession of the most

genuine courtesy.

A few years ago, in a floftrishing Western city,
an old-fashioned clderly lady was & frequent cus-
tomer in one of the leading dry-goods stores of the
place. No one knew her by name, and all the
clerks but one avoided ler, preferring to give their
attention to persons more elegantly attired.

The exception was Evan Rogers, a young iman
whe was conspicuous in the discharge of his duty
in every circumstance, and, although he never left
another customer to wait upon the plain-looking
stranger, when he was not engaged he served her
with as much politeness as if she had been of royal
birth. She was quick to observe the cou rtesy shown
her, and made it a point quietly to wait until he
was at leisure, though in no way did she refer to the
treatment which she received from his companions

The lady came and went in this manner for a
year or two, and then, having in some way learned
that Evan had reached his wajority, she startled
him one morning by asking, unceremoniously :

“ My friend, bow would you like to go into busi-
ness for yourself 17

“Very well,” was his reply ; “but I have neither
money, friends, nor credit, and so must be content
to plod on alone for awhile.”

“Here is my address,” said the lady, banding
himn her card. * Select a desirable situation, ih-
quive the amount demanded for rent, and then
report to me.”

The young man found a good location, but with-
out security, the landlord.would not lease his pro-
perty. Reporting the state of affairs to the lady,
she replied, quietly :

“Tell him I will be responsible.”

The name was as good as the cash, so the bargain
was closed at once.

“Now go and sclect your goods, and give this
note to Mr. Marlow.”

The wmerchant glanced over the paper a moment,
and then looking into Evan’s honest face, said :

“ Mrs. Willard’s promise is a bond that no man

in the city would refuse.  Select goods to whatever
amount youa choose.”

Evan’s store was soon stocked with the best in
the market, and his courtesy and honesty were not
long in building up a lucrative trade. He is now
a wealthy, influential man, noted for his generosity
and rare kindness of heart; while not one of the
clerks who made sport of the plainly-dressed cus-
tomer has risen above the rank of a hireling.

They are willing now to acknowledge that polite- |
TesS p«'tyS.
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