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SOMdE LITTLE FOXES.
Among niy tender vines I spy
A littie fox, named-By-ait-byc.

Then set upon hlm quick, I say,
The swift young hunter-Etigiit awvay.

Around the tender vine I plant
I find the littie fox-I caib't.
Then, fast as ever hunter ran,
Chase hlm Nvith bold and brave-I eait.

No use in tryig-lags and whines
This fox among nxy tender vines.
Then drive hlm 10w, and drive hlm, higli,
With this good hunter, nained-l't try.
Among the small vines in my lot
Creeps the young fox-I forgot.

Then hunt hlmi out and to his den
With-1 iviii flot forget again.

The littie fox that hidden there
Among my vines is-1 don't care.

Then let F'in sorry-hunter truc-
Chase hlm afar from, vines, and you.
What mischief-inaking foxes, boys,
Are those that steal our grapes and joys.
But now the hunters' names you know,
Just drive themn out, and keep tiLem so.-'av.

TUE BOY WITHI THE BLUJB EYES.
Was there ever a boy who did not at some

time wish to run away ? And was there
ercr a boy whô tried it who did Inot soon
wishi himself back again ?

But sometimes it is casier to get away
than It Is to get back; and, bosides, shame
and sorrow keeps niany a boy from return-
lng to is fatbers liorse. Oh, if these wan-
derlng boys kncw liow much their parents
longcd for their return, and what lovingi
welcomcs are waiting for thcm, they would1
soon decide to retura to tlie home thcy have!
lef t beliind theni. But often thiere is rnu
communication open; and thcn tlic mother
can only pray; but the Lord can hear and
answer prayer.

A Christian woman engaged in rescue
work in a great city tells this story of a
case whiere a mother In a distant town
whose boy had run away wrote hier and

told hier sorrows and desired hier aid.
'My boy," said she, " has chestnut hair

and blue eyes and is dressed 'n, brown
clothes. Oi, do 1itdL hin 1'"

1 smilcd to myseif and thought, "Poor
mother ! to suppose for a moment that I
could scarch out an unknown, strange boy
in this vast city." Somcthing about the
letter, so pathetic and so appealing, com-
pelied my attention. I leaned upon my
desk and cried out: "O0 my God, Thou
knowvest where the boy with the chestnut
hair and blue eyes is. Thou knowest I can-
not find him, but if hie is In this city and If
I can assist hlm and case the aching heart
of the mother and rescue the lost one, 0
send him to me." Laying aside the letter
I closed the desk and 'went home.

On Monday morning, strengthened and re,
freshed, I opened my desk, and the piteous
appeal of the mother was before me. Again
I uttered the prayer, " If the boy with the
blue eyes and the brown clothes is in thIs
city, O my God, send him to me." Then I
resumed my work.

Wlîile thus engaged I heard a tap on the
door behind me. Without turning, as
callers were frequent, I said ' Corne in."
The knocks continued, and mechanicafly 1
replied, " Corne in." After a littie 1 was
conselous of some one standing beside my
chair. Lifting my eyes f rom my writing I
saw the lad with the chcstnut hair, the blue
eyes, and the brown clothes, and I knew
that the petition to send the boy to me had
been answercd. I said,

" Good morning," ln a pleasant tone, and
added, "Wýlhat can I do for you ' "

In a hesitating way hie told me bis story
as given me by is mother.

I replied, " Well, Charley, I have just re-
ceived a letter from your môther," and
handed the missive to hlm.

Greatly surprised hie began to read and 1
quietly resumed xny writing. Soon I hearù
the great sobbing of the repentant boy. We
sat down and 1 talked with him of mother
and home, of God and duty. Ail that the
homesick prodigal asked was for a chance
to carn money enoughi to return. A place
was found for hlm, and soon, with a radiant
face and truly penitent hcart, hie appeared
with the ticket honestly earned, on lits way
to the waiting mother.

In the meantime 1 hiad writtcn lier that
lier boy Charlie, -with the chestnut hair and
the blue cycs andl the brown clothes, had
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