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11THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN
A USELESS MEMBER.“BE AISY, AN' IF YE CAN'T BE jng. when old and ill, he wrote to a

AI8Y, BE AS AISY AS YE CAN." friend:
“I have gout, asthma, and seven other 

*1 maladies, but am otherwise pretty well. 
“It And in one of his Last letters, written to 

Lady Carlisle, he remarked, with all Ills 
old buoyant humor :

“If you hear of sixteen or eighteen 
pounds of bosh wanting an owner, they 
'belong to me. 1 look as if a curate had 
been taken out of me.’1

With all our “fads” and systems” 
good many of which it would be wiser 
in us to cast aside—why does not some 
apostle of Cheerfulness arise# By cheer 
fulness is not meant optimism. The one 
i* sane, the other borders on Fad, on 
Insane-Land. Charles Dickens left with 

Bible o! oheerimuess, only we

“Yra,” said Aunt Sarah, surveying her 
bandaged wrist, ‘‘the doctor says it’s a 
bad sprain; and the minister says I 
know now how the church feels in not 
having the use of all members. The 
minister didn't mean that for just a 
joke, either ; he looked at me as if he 
wanted to see how I’d take it. I had 
sense enough, too, to feel I deserved to 
have him say it to me. A word like that 

home pretty straight when one of 
membfirs is useless, and

Why are we always complaining, 
ways unsatisfied # “It is too hot.” 
is frightfully oold.” “This is an awful 
climate to live in.” “Then living is so 
high.” Then the duett the snow ! the 
rain I the housework 1 the children I the 
mending 1 We are always deploring this 
or that. Why not take a braoe and study 
Mark Tapleyiem Î Of all the types in 
Dickens’ wonderful gallery of characters,
Mark Tapley stands apart as the type of 
patience and cheerfulness, of unselfish­
ness and of hopefulness. The sun never 
sets upon Mark. There was always a ray 
shining on him. Mark Tapley stands for 
all that is jolly and cheerful. No ad­
versity could put him in its gloom. The us a vw>'
worse things got, the briglHer and more do not dip into it often euoug .
hopeful grew Mark. You remember that There was a touch of Tapleyism in 
fateful day when young Martin Oh male- Lord Holland's remark, when, lying on
wit and his faithful henchman landed his deatnbed, he was told that lus friend 
in the Garden of Eden, a place foul with —George tielwyu—that amateur of the 
fever, a waste land covered with burnt cadaverous and the horrible—had called 
tree stumps, rank grass, dank weeds and to ask after him. “The next time Mr.
frowsy underwood --an d, “Martin lay tielwyu •'alls,” said he, humorously,
down upon the ground and wepAalovV' “show him up. -i 1 am alive, 1 shall
, £uI,p' to^'lim '

B»v„, Mark, You don’t know irow
you help ue when we meet end shake ^ „£ Iun Ul uie old worid.—’’Kit" in 
h*nde with you every now and then as lbe ^ ^ tapira, 
we journey on I

There have been other Mark Tap le ye, 
though none quite as human and sym­
pathetic and close to us because of it— ... . . .
as yonng Ohuzalewit'e gallant servitor. Every man living oan help hie iel- things are going to be different from now 
Goldsmith deecribea one in one of his ^ (n toe hard battle oi lile. I on.' And Aunt Sarah nodded her head , 
letters in hie “Oitizen of the World." woald sum it all op in one word: U »nlh a ten detorminahon. as ehe
Thifl Tapley waa a soldier and a sailor, yvu ^ weE Up toe iaduer, turn and looked at the church spire from her
with a wooden leg, therefore a man of give A KejwI ,as you res* a moment, to
many experienoes. He begins by saying l|MJ#e ^.cw you ; and of you «nave your
that he oould not pretend to have gone fwt m )et on the lower rungs, THE GREATEST SHORT STORIES, 
through more than others. “Except .the offered to you, but do not
loss of my limb»” he says, “and my be .tllL| those above you 

" ing obliged to beg, I don’t know any .beoaUhO God make# 4 *>. „ . .. . .
nsason, thank Heaven, that I have to ^ ^ would convert it Into If one were called upon suddenly to
complain ; theie are some that have lost a moving suwcase, upon whiuh men mention the three most exquisitely
both legs and an eye, but, thank Hea- huve Jueroly ^ «tana and the maonin- beautiful short stories in English, one
ven, it is not quite so bad with me. ^ do Uke roe(t, has a aegr-ded would^ unhesitating.y say, first, Mr.
Then he telle you his history, and if you ^ kfe'„ ipueeWlbUiüeti and uauee. James s The Altar of the Dead ; sec-
*re one of "loee (plentiful) pereoin who Gud would uk. iron, frie ohaidieu, oni,^StOTenron » Will o the Mill, and
find fault with everything that happens, eume ^ ^ striMlg to no, toe third, Kipling a Without Benefit to
pray listen to it: earnest hopeo, toe healcuy tongue, toe Clergy. In none of theae thrwi is there

He waj a workhouse boy, to begin wholesome y earn mg to go up, wliioh is aotiun, plot, or donouenient; but eaoh
with, then a farmer’s ’prentice, with a Ule gr„te31l human joy lu lile. I pity. is «o shot throught

. life dotted with working and starving. lluM£jy mnoarely pdy, the man 'arlty. Individual ty, that it lives in he
One day he knocked over a hare, and wly, lbLauce everything waa none i<* memory of a single, wonderful gem,
was transported to the American plan btai, oever knew tiie glorious eahatora- <«• once and never forgotten,
taitions. Over there he was sold to a ti «rhuili comes from lus own hard 'h® opening phrase
planter. Having done Mb time, he re «^viug 1 honestly and sincerely com- Dead,” “he had » mortal disUke.^poor 
turned to England and enlisted. He «>- man whose înucciied Stransome, to lean a"nfi.ve"^ie®*
fought at Fontenoy, and was wounded ; lti rifled the vigor and the the last, but alone with him in the
later; he wee in six of the battle# of the dusky cliyrch a great dread was ujkui
times aaved 1200 only to be press gang ^ ^ Wliiich her °f wight still happen, for his
ÏÏ^dTnt^J oce of his (IheS) To took w had the whiteness of death,” each
Msjesty’s ships. The ship wee token by to“k thTtoiwling tteLling Phr*'se '* ,hot thro“(|fr with distinction
the French the man’s money was also heights, to reoall tbe * review and individuality—no word is shop
token, ^d he wee jailed. He escaped, eenaettone of «vroy.worn, no phrase is shabby. The sto-y 
and landed, after many adventuree, in once more to® ^ joy in lt,el( concerns nothing more exott
England, minus a leg and four fingers tonUy .tlliaid in* than a middle aged gentleman pro­
of tiie left hand. Did he grumblel He that who hse «to™ ^ testing ag.in.t the univ.resl flux, In
laughed, did the day’s work, and hoped elüpe of the aeoeto ‘ e2 six ting that in a world where _• all
man " he aaye "ie born with a silver pleasure in leetoug down things move and nothing Myides, he
Zik .Uhri^outo, and another with a etruggUng, and with oh^ word and „„ild llta„ to the rtable
wooden ladle, but, bleesed be God, I an willing "T*1’ T™?.tTto, of^-tetoï lleart a,,d '"ldurmg loÿ'i"’ He *mnd
joy good health, and liave no enemy in what he hae tasted, the joy of own ** ^ comer in an out-of the way church
the world that I know of but the up to rest and iprace, even as a «ecu where he mjght commemorate his dead,
Swnnh ” father in We happy old age vevela on where he reviviâèd and relit the old

Through all hi, vioiaeltudre this man tile labor, and .ttPgKl» and the auoore- affect,un. and lived with them and here
laughed did the day’s work, and hoped «es of lus children. ultimately it comes about thet tlirough
for the best. He inspired others with Here ie a knightly sympathy, for wftuoji the ministrations of a kindred spirit he 
hfe own brave spirit. He was a far more the would ie craving. Look up the led- learns to forgive his one great enemy,
sane and more 'sincere philosopher than der of Ufe to where Ohiiatien peace aito ,mon, the dead, and the little rift In
men whoee names corns down, echoing beckoning on. At eadi itoy ■ okee hj, exquipte piety toward humankind
along the corridors of Time, as the truly count that day loat in -which ydu hare mended before his death, 
greet of the earth. Schopenhauer wee a not recorded a battle fought against
eour little grape compared with this old eekfiehnose, and a victory wmnbv children to amount
psMtoner, who eaiw God’s light shining art of kincUm Me to ouel „ y thing take them to church, though
through everything. le« tetomto ^ they Le a, full of fun as an egg is of

Another of the Tapley tribe wee genia your Omialam to be meat. Get the church-going habit eo
He had the delightful tod of a Cte. ingrained In thro, that It wto nto«

tton life-hloodleee but gleaming in the wear out—Dr. Daniel Steele, in Zione 
ligiht of he&ven’e King. Herald.

comes 
your own 
worse.

“I’ve never thought just what being a 
member of the ohuroh meant before, 
though I’ve been one for thirty-five 
years. I’ve never felt obliged to do what 
the church wanted done. I've felt it 
was a favor, my doing it at all, and 
half the time I let some one else do it 
instead. When I was through with worl. 
ai home, and with wihat things I liked 
to do outside, then I was willing to do 
something in the church—if it was just 
the kind of work that suited me. 1 guess 
I’ve been about as useless a member to 
the church as the sprained 
me, all stiff and crippled, and refusing 
to bend more than an inch or two.

“There’s lots of things I need to do. 
but I can’t get this member to do them— 
that’s certain. Thai’s the way the min 
is tear has felt about me, I guess. I’ve 
been a useless member for thirty-five 
years, that’s the long and short of it; 
and, if the rest of the members had 
been like me, the church would have 
been paralized just as old Cousin Josiah 
Jones, who can’t move hand or foot. 
I’m ashamed of myself—I truly am—and

hand is to

THE LADDER OF LIFE.

•window.—Forward.

(From Harper’s Weekly.)For lue is

of “The Altar of the

Sydney Smith, 
habit of always looking on the bright 
tide of things. He would even lift the 
edge of the cloud to see the silver Un
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