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NORTHERN MESSENGER,

“THE STORY OF LARS.

Lars was a mustiff, one of the great Rus-
sian dogs, that have such a -grand way of
walking and such fierce dark faces, Oh!
I'd as soon meet a lion any day as one of
_them unchained.

‘When Lars was only a very young and
clumsy puppy he lived in Russin, where he
had a very good time indeed with his bro-
,thers and sisters, and if his mother did box
his ears once in a while, why it was only her
way of teaching him good mamners, so he
winked and learned bo do better next time.

But Lars’ troubles began when a strange
.gentleman came into the kennel one day
-with . his’ master, and began looking. very
-carvefully ab his brothers and sisters as well
:as ab himself., His mother showed her
teeth a little while the stranger was hand-
ling the puppies, but a *“Quict, Olgn,”
from her master, prevented her from stir-
ring, '

“tPhis is- a capital fellow,” said the
strange sentleman, picking up Lars last of
all, ““and with many thanks, if you are will-
ing, Tl take him.” : .

“Yes, take him ; he’s as good as any of
them, and very sweet tempered.”

]

Poor Lars! Well, he prdbably = was
sweet-tempered until they treated him so
badly . but when he was shaken and
jolted all the way from Russin to Liver-
pool in a bageage-car, and- then chained
up in a dreary hole for eight days, while |
the vessel swayed and rocked to Ame-
riea, no wonder the poor dog snapped
and snarled and was very unpleasant to
everybody when his new master tried
to lend him on the dock when the
steamer reached New York.

“Very haidsome! splendid breed !
but a very dangerous dug, evidently,”
everybody said. - ** Yon must keep him
chained up all the time,” and poor Lars
heard this said in the new strange lan-
guage he was trying to lemn, and looked |
from one person to another very wist-
fully, trying to say with his cyes and
his tail that really he wasn’t such a bad
dog if they would only try him !

Then there eame another of those
terrible railway journcys. Allday long
Lars howled in his box in the baggage- .
car, until at evening the train .stopped
at a quiet little station where the waorld
looked more likeitself again to his tived
eyes, as there was green grass and plenty
of trees waving overhead.

Still theve was that terrible chain,
If he could have only been rid of it
onee, and taken a good roll on the soft
urass, Lars was sure he would have felt
very amiable indeed. DBut the grovm, -
who was told to lead him home, wasa
cross fellow, besides being dreadfully
afraid of this great awkward puppy, so
he only pulled and twitched ab the chain,
and hurried Lars along as fast as he
would consent to go. ;

What a lovely place Ridgeway was, ¢
Bven poor, tired, cross Lars thought: so,

-a8 he saw the lovely green slope of the
lawn and the great trees, besides, thu
house was covered with ivy and climbing
roses, :

- If only they would take that dreadful
chain oft; and let him roll, and race and
tear about on the green grass, and drink
all he could of the cold water that came
tumbling over the stones froin the hill be-
hind the house, he'd be a good dog, he felt
suro. But instead of that he was chained
up to a box with a door in it for him ta go
in and eut of ; a comfortable bed of straw
was arranged for him to lie on, and a plate
full of bones sent out from the kitchen for
his eating. R

**We don’t live in this way in Russia,”

,said Lars to himself as he turned over the
bones in a dainty manner,

So he grew crosser and crosser as time
went on, and everybody in the house grew
very much afraid of him.

When enrringes drove up to the house
he barked and danced as far as his chain
would let him, to tell them that if they
would only unfasten him and let him gn
with them u little way, he'd bea very good
dog indeed.

It was just the sume with the people in
the house who went out to ride on horse-
buek.  Lars begged and longed to go with
them, and barked and jumped to attract
their attention, but they would pay ne at-
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‘plenty, of time to do so, you know ; hours
of hot summer sunshine that he had to
spiend in his box, and he made up his mind
to this : . ‘

“T've been very badly treated. Every-
body’s afraid of me. Even the cook puts
the dish as far away as she can, when she
comes out to feedme. TI'libe bad. T'll be
just as bad as they think Tam. And the
very first day my chain breaks—it will
break some time, . if I only pull hard
enough 1—T'll go in the house and eat some-
one up ! T've had trouble enough !”

A baby had come to the Ridgeway house
while Lars was thinking about these dread-
ful things, and there wasn’t & person in the
house who thought they could do enough
for the little rose leaf, rolled up in the fin-
estand softest of cambric and lace, that did
nothing but smile and open its blue eyes
once in awhile when its’ mother hugged it
cluser to her heart.

The baby owned silver mines and gold
mines ; it owned acres and acres of land ;l
it had money, gold dollars by the—well, a2
great many—in bank, but allit really cared
for was to lie in its mother’s arms, and to be
rocked and patted and-kept warm and
quiet,

Lars,

lying out in his kennel or walking
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up and down as far as his chain would let

him, heard all about the baby. Dogs learn | g
had been so terribly frightened, you know,
he laid himself down ab the baby's fect,
saying as plainly as a dog could, **This is

the English language very easily, you know,
and then and there said to himself ** As
soot ag I ean break this chain I'll go and
soe this haby, T'll bite it, and then they’ll be
sorry they chained me up.”

Poor dog!  He had been chained up two
years now, and he wasveally very cross in-
deed. :

So it eame about one morning that the
baby’s mother, who was sitting in one of
the pretty rooms down staivs, looking out
at the rippling water, and the rustling
leaves, humming a song all the while, that
made the baby’s eyelids grow heavier and
heavier until he prowised to be asleep very
soon, heard a soft **pit-patting”. up the
pinzza steps and across the floor, - When
turning around to see who was coming, and
holding up a warning finger for no one to
disturb baby, she saw standing in the door-
way the great dog Lars.

What was she to do?

** Never go near him,” every one said.
‘“He'll tear you into pieces.” And here

mesn,
again.

young had an excellent temper, and even
the few minutes that he had been free from
his chain—it had broken at last—had made
him feel something like his old self again,
Slowly he walked across the.room pit-pat
to the side of the chair where the little
mother and the baby were sitting. Then
quictly he put his two fore paws on the
chair, and looked down in the baby’s face.

‘What do you suppose the dog thought
aboup? The years it had been chained and
all the wrongs he had suffered, the water
he had gone without when he was thivsty,
because some one was careless, and all the
dinners the cook had forgotten 2-

T don’t believe Lars thought of one of
these things when he saw the little rose-
leaf face lying on the pillow, o

While he was looking at it, the baby
opened its blue eyes, and instead of being
frightened at the dog face looking down in-
to it so emrnestly, smiled,. and tossed up
two hands against the great dog’s black
mouth, :

* And do you think Lars bit one of thuse
hands ? . .

Of course you don’t. He licked them
over cuefully, as if he was afraid they
hadn’t been washed quite elean that morn-
ing—but of cowrse they had been—and

HE PUT HIS TWO FORE PAWS ON THE CHAIR AND LOOKED DOWN IN THE BABY'S FACE.

* .
then when the little mother’s ¢olor was be-

ginning to come back in her checks, she

my place, and here I am going to stay.”
And there he did stay, with the buby 1
No one ever tried to chain him up

There is nothing like love in this world.
It can make a fierce dog gentle, and a great
rough man quict, and the lion and the lamb

will be friends again,—Clavchman,
—— e

“If I WERE A BOY.”
If T were a boy again I would leok on

the cheerful side of everything, for almost
everything has a cheerful side.

Life is
very much like a mirror ; if you sile up-
on it, it smiles back again on you, but if

you frown and look doubtful upon it, you

will be sure to get a similar look in return.
I once heard it said of a grumbling, un-
thankful person, *‘ He would have made an
uncommonly fine sour apple, if he had hap-
pened to be born in that™ station of life!”

*Who shuts love out, in turn shall be shut
out from love.” :

If T were aboy again I would school my-
self to say ‘‘ No” oftener. I might write
pages on the importance of learning very

‘carly in life to gain that point where a

young man can stand erect and decline do-
ing an unworthy thing because it is un-
worthy, but the whole subject is so admir-
ably treated by dear old President James
Wilker, who was once the head of Harvard
College, that I beg you to got his volume
of discourses and read what he has to tell
‘you about saying ‘“No” on every proper
occasion. Dr. Walker had that supreme
art of *‘putting things” whiel is now so
rare among instructors of youth or age, and
what he liag left for mankind to read is
written in permanent ink.

If T were'a boyagain I would demand of
myself more courtesy toward my compan-
iong and friends. Indeed, I would rigor-
ously exact it of myself toward strangers as
well. The smallest courtesies, interspersed
along the rough roads of life, are like the
little English sparrows now chattering to us
all winter Jong, and making that season of
ice and snow more endurable to everybody.

But I have talked long enough, and this

shall be my parting paragraph.  Instead of
trying so hard as some of us do to be
happy, asif that were the sole purpose of
life, I would, if T were a boy again, try
still harder to deserve happiness.—
Jumes 1. Fields in Jowrnal of Educa-
tion.
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BE AWAKE.
I have heard of a little maiden who
‘said ‘It was so very hard, she always
had to go to bed just when she wished
to stay up, and to get up just when she
wished to go tobed ;” and Iknow many
children feelasshe did ; butif they had
old heads on their young shoulders,
they would know that those who aro
growing require more slecp than those
who are at their full strength ; and al-
so, that if they do not go to bed carly
they will net be ready to geb up for the
Jbright morning hours, which are the
very best of the whole duy.
It is a happy thing to beawake early,

~ Lord Chatham said: *“I should have
inscribed on the curtaing of your bed
and on the walls of your chamber, *If
you do nob rise early, you can make
progress innothing.”” Therefore, that
you may be early awake, and may kecp
awake ab your lessons, or at your work,
be carly in bed. I sumetimes wish,
wlhen I hear children grumbling about
having to go too soon to their pleasant
bed, so soft and sweet, that they knew
what it was to bo really weary. In the
factories, before the law was passed
which limited the hours of labor, chil-
dren often fell asleep over their work,
though they knew they would be speed-
ily aroused, and punished for doing so.
During “the battle of the Nile, many
ship-boys were so weary that they were
secn lying asleep on the decks, awak-
ened neither by the noise around them,
-nor by tho fear of their oflicers’ anger,
nor by their own danger. They were
80 weary that they must sleep, what-
ever came of it. I think if somelittle peo-
ple who muke ugly faces about going to
bed, had more to tire them, they would not
only be glad togo to bed, but would thank
Gud that they had a bed to go to, while the
children of poverty have tu sleep as they
can—oftentimes cold and comfortless.—
Chatterboz.
e lfpmssres.

MACAULAY AND BOOKS.

In one of Lord Macaulay’s lettors to a pet
little nicce he tells her that she will find
that books are “ better than all the tarts
and eakes and toys and plays and sightsin
the world.  If anybody would make me the
greatest king that ever lived, with palaces
and gardens and fine dinners, and wine and
coaches and beautiful clothes and hundreds
of servants, on condition that I would not
read books, I would not bea king, I would
rather be a poor man in a garret with
plenty of books than a king who did not
love reading.”

————————
Make the best of everything ;
Think the best of everbody ;

..and to geb inbo the habit of rising early. .
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tention at all to the fact that he wanted a|he was! standing in the door, and her pre- | Inner sunshine warms not only _the heart Hope the best for yoursolfs
little run and alittle rollon t!xe fresh grass. | cious baby was in her lap! of the owner, but all who come in contact DoasT have dom,_porsw’em :
Finally Lars began to think. He had| Lars, you know I told you, when ae was | with it, Indifference begets indifference. | —qeorge Stewhenson. j



