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MARCH,

Light-rooted March, wild maid of Spring.
Your frolie tootstepe hither stray!

Smiles blent with tears will April bring—
"Pig April’s eenlimental way—

But your wild winds with laughter ring.
While young and okd your will obey:

A moment here, then on the wing,
Coyuettish March, what games you play!

1 know,a maid us hlithe as you--
Child of the Ice-King and the Sun—
At her fair teet fond lovers woo;

Bhe louts #nd jeers them, every one:
And then she smiles—once more they sue:
Then biows she cold—they are undone:

Oh March! could you or she be true,
Then nll Wwere nauglt, 8o you were won.
—LoUIsE CHANDLER MOULTON.
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FAITH.

Believe In the Lord Jesus Ohrist, and
thou shuit be saved.”—dels xvi. 31,

Jails are dark, dull, damp, loath-
some places even now; but they
were woree in the Apostolic times.
I imagine today we are standing
jin the Phillippian dungeon. Do
you not feel the chill? Do you
not hear the groans of those
incarcerated ones? Listen again!
It is the cough of a econsumplive or
the struggle of one in 2 nightmare
of a great herror. You listen again
and hear a culprit, his chains rat-
tling as he rolls over in his dreams.
But there is another sound in that
prison. It s a song of joy and
gludness. The K music eomes wind-
ing through the coiridors of the

prison. It s the song of Paul and
Silas. They cannot sleep. They
bave been whipped, very badly

whipped. The long gashes of their
ba,ckgpLuru bleeding yet. They lie
fiat on the cold ground, their feet
fast in wooden sockets, and, of
course, they cannot sleep. Butthey
ean sing. Jailer, what are you
doing with these people? Why have
they been put in here? Oh, they
have been trying to imake the
world better! 1Is that all? That is
all! A pit for Joseph. A lion’s
cavefor Danlel. A blazing furnace
for Shadrach. Bullets for Joseph
and Hyrum Bmith. A dungeon for
Paul and Bilas!

While I am standing in the gloom
of that Phillipplan duogeon and
hear the mingling voices of sob and
groan, and blasphemy, and Halle-

tujah, ruddenly an earthquake! The
iron bars of the prison twist, the
g{llurs crack off, the solid masonr

sxins to heave and rock till all the
doors swing open, und the wulis falk
with a terrific crash. The jailer,
feeling himself responsible for these
grisoners, puts his sword to hisewn

eart, propusring with one strong,
keen thrust to put an end s0 his ex-
citement and agitation. But Paul
cries out: ““‘Stop, st.or! Do thyself
o harm. We are all here.”” Then
I see the jailer running through the
dust and amid the ruin of that
prison,and I sev him throwing him-
self down at the feet of these prison-
ers, erying out: ‘‘What shall [ do?
What shull I do?** Compact, thrill-
ing, tremendous answer—answer
memorable all through earth and
heaven: “Have faith in the Loni
Jesus Christ, apd thou shalt be
saved.”?

Well, we have all read of the
earthquakes in Lisbon, in Lima, in
Aleppo and in Caraccas; but we live
in a latitude where in all our mem-
ory there hns not been one severe
volcanie disturbance. And yet we
have seen fifty varthquakes. Here
is & man who has been building up
a large fortune. His bid omn the
money market was felt in all the
world. Hethinks he has got beyond
all annoying rivalries in trade, and
he says to himself: “Now I am free
and safe from all possible perturba-
tion.”” But a nalional panic strikes
the foundations of the commercial
world, and crash goes all thut mag-
nificent business establishment.

Here is 3 man who has built up a
beautiful home. His daughters have
just come hLome [rom the college
with diplomas of graduation. His
sons have started in life, honest,
temperate and pure. When the
evening lights are struck, there is n
bhappy and an unbroken family cir-
cle. But there has been an accident
down at the beach. The young
man ventured wo far out in the surf.
The telegraph hurled the terror up
to the city. An earthquake struck
under the foundations of that beauti-

ful home. The piano closed; the
curtains drop ; the laughter
bushed. Crash go all those de-

mestic hopes and prospects and ex-
pectations! 8o, my dear reader, we
have all felt the shaking down of
some trouble, and there was a time
when we were as much excited as

¥ |do? What shu!l T do?”?

YOL. XI..

in the prison, and we
he did: <“What shall I
The same
1eply that the apostie made to him
is appropriate fous: ‘“Have faith in
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou
shalt be saved.”

You cannot put your heart’s eun-
fidence in & man until you know
what stuff he is made of. When,
then, I ask you who this is you want
me to trust in, you tell me he isa
very attractive person. Obh, how
attractive his mnanner! Why, when
they saw Christ coming along the
street they ran into their houses and
they wrapped up their invalids as
quickly as they could and brought
them out that He might losk at
them. Oh, there was something so
pleasant, so inviting, so cheering
In everything He did—in His very
look! When these sick ones were
brought out did Hesay: “Takeawa
those sores; do not trouble me wit
those leprosies!”” No, no; there was
a kind look, there was a gentle
word, there was s healing touch.
They could not keep away from
Him. -

in addition to this softness of
chamcter, there was a flery mo-
mentum. How the old pocrites
trembled before him! How the
kings of the earth turned palel
Here is & plain map with a few
#ailors at his back, coming off the
Bea of Galilee, going up to the pa-
lace of the Cmsars, making that
palace quake to the foundations, and
uttering a werd of mercy and kind-
ness which throbs through ali the
earth and through all the heavens
and through all the agea, Oh, he
was a loving Christ. But it was
not effeminacy or inspidity of char-
acter; it was accompanied with ma-
Jjesty infinite and oninipotent.

the jailer
cried out as

Christ is only wanting fo get from
us what we give to scores o ple
every day. What is that? aith!

If these people whom we trust day
by day are more worthy than
Christ, if they are wmore faithful
than Christ, if they have done more
than Christ ever did, then give
them the preference; but if we
really think that Christ is as trust-
worthy as they are, then let us deal
with Him a8 fairly. “Oh,”’ says
some in a lght wuy, “I believe
that Christ was born in Bethlehem,
and I believe that He died on the
cross.”” But, my dear reader, do



