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LET THEM PASS: FORGET THEM. 

Never mind the things you heard,— 

Don’t repeat a single word,— 

Let them pass; forget them, 

Do not mind them—they are not 

Worthy of a moment's thought,— 

They have now much mischief wrought 

Let them pass; forget them. 

   

Never mind what some one said,— 

1ney were words by malice fed— 

Let them pass; forget them. 

They were junkind and untrue, 

And deintoy, (no thought from you.— 

Be among the very few 

Who will never mind them, 

Let the other people say 

‘Words unkind from day to day— 

Let them pass; forget them. 

Balance matters with them; give 

Kind words for unkind ones; live 

As you know you ought; forgive,— 

Let them pass; forget them. 

‘And if you have said a oui 

* Harsh, unkind, and some aioe. heard, 

Pass it not; but mind it. 

2 Sow another kind of seed,— 

Do another kind of deed,— 

‘Maybe some one’s heart will bleed, 

If you do not mind it. 

~—Benjamin B. Keech, in Vick’s Mugs: 

zine. oh 

“ROY'S TEMPTATION. 

Roy Greenwood is the son of poor 

parents, and it is not often that a nickol   
+ “Sunday, when - his father sometimes 

« gives him one to put into the mission- 

ary box. ‘Roy frequently sees other 

: ~boys- spend money. for candy and play- 

= things; but it is a difficult matter for 

~~ "his father to earn money enough ‘fo 

faa 5 aby for his family, and he cannot 

                        

toys. 
One Sunday, not very long ago, as 

4 was starting for ‘Sunday school, 

ows - for you to put into the missionary box.” 

finds its way into his hands, except on 

afford to give Roy money for candy and 

i i father said, “Here, Roy is a nickel 

® o 5 fe Mewas a bright, new coin, and it looked 

Tan _ very pretty to Roy as he took it; and 

THE RELIGIOUS 

of the family, but how ' miserable he 

was all the remainder of the day; ths 

nickel seemed to lie in his pocket like 

a weight; he felt it all the time. When 

his parents and sisters sang some hymns 

he could not join in them, for there 

was something in his throat which felt 

as if the nickel was there, In the 

evening his father read a chapter from 

the Bible and when he read the words, 

“A single sin will call down the anger 

of God upon us, and if not repented of, 

will bring eternal punishment,” Roy left 

his seat, went and steod at his mother’s 

side, and put one of his hands on her 

right shoulder. As Mr. Greenwood 

went on reading Mrs. Greenwood heard 

Roy sobbing bitterly. 

“What is the matter with you, my 

| boy,” she asked; but Roy buried his facz 

on her breast and wept more bitterly. 

“Are you sick, my dear?” asked the 

mother. “No, mamma.” “What is the 

matter with you then?” But Roy could 

only answer by tears and sobs. 

‘When the children retired for the 

night, Roy went to his bed, a miserabl2, 

unhappy little boy. ~~ His sisters were 

soon fast: asleep, but he tossed around 

in bed, and could neither sleep nor rest; 

a number of times he was on the poiat 

of calling to his mother and confessing 

his sin. After a time he heard his 

father locking the doors, 
“Now,”. said he, “papa and mamma 

are coming to bed, and if T do not tell 
“mamma, I shall lie awake all night.” 

- Roy sat. up in bed, and in a faint 

voice-<called, “Mamma!” “What is it, 

my boy?” Mrs. Greenwood asked, 
pleasantly. “Will you come into my 
room for a moment, please?” His moth- 
er entered the chamber and he asked 
her for a drink of water; she gave it to 
him and said, “Is that all you want, 
dear?” 

“No, mamma,” answered Roy, “I can 
not go to sleep until I have told you 
that I have been a thief today; papa 
gave me a nickel before I went to Sun- 
day school to put into the missionary 

box and I kept it.” 

Roy’s mother. sat. upon the bed, and 

spoke to him in a grieved manner, and 

then told him to get out of bed amd 

pray at her knees, ‘and confess his sin 

“to God. 
“For theugh God knows all about it,” 

she said, “He commands us to confess 

our sing to Him and ask His forgive- 

ress.” 

office-boy went into 

" boy. 

            

   

          

   

  

   

  

   
   

   

  

   

    

   

Roy knelt at his A: knee, and 
in broken sentences, mingled with tears, 

confessed his sin, and asked God to 
forgive him, When he had finished he 
asked, “Mamma, will you be afraid to 
trust me after what I have done to- 
day?” 

“No, my boy, I shall nots 1 think 

you have had a lesson today which you 

will always remember ; but you must 

not forget to pray daily that God will 

shield you from temptation. Good night 

~ tHe thought came into his ‘mind, 1 wish 

at ‘was “mine, 

% As he walked along Roy opt taking 

SEE jie the nickel out of his pocket to look af 

SA fate it* every time he saw it he wished mors 

: - ‘and more that it had been given him 
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Soa ory hile he, was in school he thought 

x “about the nickel, and kept calculating 
~~ how. many ‘marbles it would buy. Just 

“before prayers the teacher said, “Roy 
po Greenwood, will you take the mission- 

. ary box around the class, please?” 

Ji Roy took up the collection, and after 
dr the other boys and girls had put in their 

7 g time she réturned, and lobked at Roy; 

money, he pretended to drop his nickel oo sleeping his head ‘resting upon 
=m the box, and" ‘went back to his seat. hi 

og s right hand; the tears still glistening 

The teacher had gone to the library, in his eyes, but the troubled look had 

igre — sg oi i vanished from his face, and he was in 

: yw 5 a happy peaceful sleep. 
me and his conscience had quite 
ho: Boy 2nd together. “The Awe The following Sunday ‘Roy put the 
ill buy fifty marbles,” said Roy. “It new nickel into the missionary box. 

: ; He has frequently told his mother 

since that he would not be a thief again 

and suffer in his mind as he suffered 

that Sunday for all the marbles and tops 

in the world.—Chas. Stell, in Intel. 

bo e—— PPP 

God does not measure what we bring 

to Him; He weighs it. 
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mother kissed him and then went to-her 

ram to the heathen,” responded con- 

. “But I want some marbles, and 

© After school was dismissed Roy went 

o church, and then home with the rest 

my boy, and ‘God bless you,” and his- 

own room to pray for him, "In a short _ 

INTELLIGENCER. 

A PAIR OF SHOES. 

BY HAYDEN CARRUTH. 

One summer day a dozen years ago 

a twelve-year-old boy was seated be- 

hind a small desk in the anteroom of a 

New York morning newspaper office. 

He was one of the regular force of office 

boys. One of these had the day before 

gone away, a fact which had in some 

mysterious way been noised abroad, and 

during the day a score of other boys 

had been in to apply for the place, 

None of them had been engaged. 

Shortly before six o'clock another boy 

appeared, about the age of the one who 

sat in the room, 

“lI heard you want - to "get. another 

cffice boy,” said {he newcomer, 

The boy in the chait, fooked the other 

over carefully without replying. The 

applicant was a clean, manly looking 

little fellow, with frank blue eyes. The 

the inner room, 

and then the assistant editor appeared. 

“What's your name ” he asked, briskly. 

“Walter Hos, sir,” answered the 

The man rapidly PR him fur- 

ther, and looked at his letters of re- 

commendation. Ina. moment the boy 

was engaged. 

“You'll go on the night force,” sa:d 

editor. “Begin tonight at six o’clock—- 

you'll get off somewhere around two." 

‘There'll be a couple of the old bos 

here to tell you what to do.” 

he 5% sir,” answered the boy, moving 

ward the ddor. 

As he stepped from behind the Sash 

the editor-noticed that he was barefoot- 

ed. 

“Here, where are your shoes?” said 

the man, You'll have to hurry if you've 

got to go home after them.” 

The boy looked down and hesitated. 

‘Then he glanced up at the man and 

satd: : 

“I haven’t any shoes, sir.” : : 

“No shoes? Well, we" at have a 

barefooted office-boy. Can’t you get 

some ?”’ 
Again the boy hesitated, “I'll try my 

- best, sir,” he. said, “with a slight tremor 

m ‘his voice, 
“All right. Turn up here at six with 

shoes on and the place is yours—other- 

wise we'll have to get some one else,” 

and the editor hurried away. 

‘The boy walked slowly out to the 

Lead of the stairs, He paused here, 

and gazed wistfully back into the ante- 

room. Then, catching the eye of the - 

boy inside, he turned and ran down the 

steps. al | 

“Hi, there! Hold on, kid!” came 3 
“voice from the head ‘of the stairs. He 

wrned on the first landing, and saw the 

other boy looking down at him, 

“What's the reason you ain't got any 
shoes?” asked the office-boy. 

“All worn out and thrown away, I'v: 

‘Deen out of work a month, and my 
mother’s sick.” ; 

“Got any stockings?” 

= “Yes; one pair,” and he gazed down 

at his bare legs below his short treusers. 

“Well, you. must be about my size. I 

have a pair of shoes I might lend to 

you for a week till you draw your pay. 

What'd ye say to that?” 
“You wouldn't ask if you knew how 

much 1 want the place.” 
“Well, you skip home and get the 

stockings. Come right back’ and wat 

there where you are, You'll have to 

hustle if you get back by six.” 

Walter certainly did “hustle;” he was 
back several minutes before six, and 

stood panting on the landing, half 
afraid that the other. would not keep 
his word. The next moment his new- 
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Kidney Trouble. \y 
Very often they think it is Pan. po 

called ‘female disease.” There is less od 

female trouble than they think. Women 6, 

suffer from backache, sleeplessness, fo 

nervousness, irritability, and a dragging- \ it 

down feeling in the loins. So do men, hi 

and they do not have ‘female trouble.” 

Why, then, blame all your trouble to Bi 

female disease? With healthy kidneys, U 

few women will ever have *‘ female dis- RY 

orders.” The kidneys are so closely conc ~ al 

rected with all the internal organs i gl 

when the kidneys go wrong, mimo] br 

goes wrong. Much distress would be oi 

saved if women would only take Us 

POAN'S KIDNEY PILLS | 
at stated intervals. sai 

Miss Nellie Clark, Lambeth, Ont., tells mc 

of her cure in fhe fo! lowing words :—*‘1 # 

suffered for about two years with kidney sai 

trouble. I ached all over, especially in ‘ 

the small of my back ; not being able to To 

sleep well, no appetite, menstruation q 

irregular, nervous irritability, and brick- 

dust deposit in urine, were some of my 

symptoms. I took Doan's Kidney Pills. 

The pain in my back graduelly left me, 

my appetite returned, I sleep well, and 

y cured. I can highly 

sufferers from kidney trouble.” 

Price 50 cents per box, or 3 for $1.25. 

All dealers, or DOAN KIDNEY PILL Co. { 
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found friend looked ° ~down | at him. L{ 
“Sit right down there,” said the 

office-boy.' - “Put on the stockings and 

~~ Walter did as he was told, and oy 

cierbody went up and down by the 
Jevators he was not disturbed. In a 
few minutes the office-boy came, sat 

down beside him, and began taking off ~ 
his shoes. 

“This isthe only pair I've got,” he 
“Nothing very stylish abou: 

them, but if they'll do on my feet, 

theyll do on yours. They cost a dollar, 

anyhow, and you want to be careful of 
them—no skating on the floor or kick- 
ing the desk legs. Try that one.” 
“That fits all - right,” answered ar 

ter. : 
“Well, get ‘em both on ide. My 

name is Tom Bennett, and I live at 989 
Roosevelt street. There's a bakery in ' 
the basement that’s open all night, The 
boss knows me. When you get off at 
two, you go round there and leave the 

choes with him. I'll tell \him you're 
coming, See that you don’t fail," ‘cause 
if you do I'll be out of a job myself to- 
morrow. I got your name and your ad- 
dress frm Mr; Hunt, and if the .sho=s 

ain't .at the bakeshop in the morning 
Ull be looking for you” He stuffel 
‘his _own stockings into his pocket ani 
went down the stairs in his bare feer. 
The other went up and began his duties. 

For a week. this arrangement Ww; § 
kept up, Tom found his shoes eac’ 
morning at the baker’s, and each even- 
ing the exchange was made on 
the landing. At the end of this time 

Walter was able to get himself a pair 
end the partnership in foot-gear came 

to an end. But the friendship so oddly 
begun has never ended, and both boys 
proved to be capable of rising to better 
things, Tom is now in the business 
office, and: Walter is a  repogter.— 
Youth's Companion, 

  

 


