“BE AISY, AN' IF YE CAN'T BE
E AS AISY AS YE CAN."

Why are we always complaining, al-
ways 1 “It is too hot” “It
is frightfully cold.” ‘“This is an awful
climate to live in.” “Then living is so
high.” Then the dust! the snow! the
rain! the housework! the children! the
meading! We are always deploring this
or that. Why not take a brace and study
Mark Tapleyism? Of all the types in
Dickens’ wonderful gallery of characters,
Mark Tapley stands apart as the type of
ness, of unselfish-
and of hopefulness. The sun never

shining on him. Mark Tapley stands for
all that is jolly and cheerful. No ad-
versity put him in its gloom. The
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Brave, Mark! You don’t know how
u help us when we meet and shake
with you every now and then as
we journey onl
There have been other Mark Tapleys,
none quite as human and sym-
pathetio and close to us because of it—
as young Chuzzlewit’s gallant servitor.
Goldsmith describes one in one of his
letters in his “Oitizen of the World.”
This Tapley was a soldier and a sailor,
with a wooden leg, therefore a man of
many experiences. He begins by saying
that he could not pretend to have gone
“Except the
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ing. When old and ill, he wrote to a
friend :

“I have gout, asthma, and seven other
maladies, but am otherwise pretty well.”
And in one of his last letters, written to
Lady Carlisle, he remarked, with all his
old buoyant humor:

“If you hear of sixteen or eighteen
pounds of flesh wanting an owner, they
welong to me. I look as if a curate had
beeu taken out of me."

With all our “fads” and systems’—&
good many of which it would be wiser
10 us to cast aside—why does not some
apostle of Cheerfulness arise! By cheer-
fulness is not meant optimism. The one
is sane, the other borders on Fad, on
Insane-Land. Oharles Dickens left with
us a very Bible of cheeriwness, ouly we
do not dip into it often eunough.

There was & touch of Tapleyism in
Lord Holland's remark, when, lying on
his deatibed, he was told that hus friend
—George Selwyn—that amateur ol the
cadaverous and the horrible—had called
to ask after him. ‘The next time Mr.
Selwyn ~alls,” said he, humorously,
“show him wp. .i 1 am alive, 1 shall
bs delighted to see him; im 1 am dead,
he will be gla: to see me.”

Why not cultivate cheerfulness? 1t is
largely a matter of will. The day may
bo hot, the road dusty, the wil heavy,
but there are few days ‘witout somwe
glint of sunlight, and there is a whole
1ot of fun in the old world.—"Kit" in
The Mail and Empire.

THE LADDER OF LIFE.

Every man living can help his fel-
low man in the hard battle of lile. 1
would sum it all up in one word:
you are well up the ladaer, twmn and
give a hand as you rest & moment, W0
those beiow you; aud if you wave your
feet as yeit ouly on the lower TUNgS,
take the hand offered to you, but do not
pull those above you dowin For lie is
a ladder, because God makes it 80,
and the man wno would convert it inw
& moving staircase, upon whidh ueu
have merely to stand and the iuacnin-
ery will do the rest, lLas a degnaded
notion of life's possibilities” and aulies.
God would not take from his ohiidien,
as some men are striving to o, the
earnest hopes, the healuny fatigue, the
wholesome yearning to go up, which 18
the greatest human joy in life. 1 pity,
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A USELESS MEMBER.

“Yes,” said Aunt Sarah, surveying her
bandaged wrist, “the doctor says it's a
bad sprain; and the minister says 1
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
comes home pretty straight when one of
your own members is useless, and
worse.

“I've never thought just what being a
member of the church 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.
as home, and with what things I liked
to do outside, then I was willing to ¢o
something in the church—if it was just
the kind of work that suited me. I guess
I've been about as useless a member to
the church as the sprained hand is to
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. That's the way the min-
ister 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 myseli—I truly am—and
things are going to be different from now
on.” And Aunt Sarah nodded her head
with a firm determination, as she
looked at the church spire from her
window.—Forward.

THE GREATEST SHORT STORIES.
(From Harper's Weekly.)

If one wers called upon suddenly to
mention the three most exquisitely
beautiful short stories in English, one
would unhesitating.y say, first, Mr.
James's “The Altar of the Dead"; sec-
ond, Stevenson's “Will o' the Mill,” and
third, Kipling's “Without Benefit to
Clergy.” In none of these three is there
action, plot, or denouement; but each
one is so shot throught with beauty,
rarity, individuality, that it lives inthe
memory of a single, wonderful gem,
scen once and never forgotten. From
the opening phrase of “The Altar of the
Dead,” “he had a mortal dislike, poor
Stransome, to lean anniversaries,” to
the last, “but alone with him in the
dusky chyrch a great dread was upon
her of what might still happen, for his
face had the whiteness of deatlr,” each
phrase is shot through with distinction
and individuality—no word is shop
worn, no phrase is shabby. The story
in itself concerns nothing more excit-
ing than a middle aged gentleman pro-
testing against the universal flux, in-
sisting that in a world where “all
things move and nothing abides,” he
will at least build altars to the stable
heart and enduring loyalties. He found
a corner in an out-of-the-way church
where he might commemorate his dead,
where he revivified and relit the old
affections and lived with them, and here
ultimately it comes about that through
the ministrations of a kindred spirit he
learns to forgive his one great enemy,
among the dead, and the little rift in
his exquisite piety toward humankind
is mended before his death.

If you wish your children to amount

to anything take them to church, though

of fun as an egg is of

habit so

them it will never

wear out.—Dr, Daniel Steele, in Zion's
Herald.




