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throughout. In some analogonis way it is to bu
assumod that the idontity of the resurrection
body with that which was laid aside at 'doath
will ho prescrved.

It is clear that the Resurrection of tho Body
is no vain or usoles dogma. In the first pluco,
it refutes the error that matter is essentiallv
cvil, an error which cither implies that God is
not the Creator of ail things or aisc that lie is the
Creator of that which in its very bcing is evil.
Next, this doctrine preserves the truth of h uman
respornibility, and brings it homo to the indivi-
duul with a force that nothing clsec could effect.
It assures us that the man who sinned hall
stand before the judgment throne the sumo man
that ho was on earth.

Latstly, vcry much of Christian consolation is
wrapped up in the groat truth of the Resurrce-
tion of the Body. It is the ground of the
A postles' injunction [1 Thess. iv: 13], " [hat wC
sorrow not as others which have no hope."
Thusi, bosides the assurance that " the souls of
the righteous aire in the hands of God," the
commiting of their bodies to the grave is but
a solemn preparation .for a future glorious
larvest, when, however traînsfigured, wo shaiill
again recognizo and be forever united with
thoue to whoin our souls have been knit in love
hore ou carth.-Living Ckturch.

A Li1y''s Easter Story.

The sui is the only visitor I shall have to.
day, sister. Isn't the hour nearly passed ?"

" Yes, il is just ton minutes to four," said the
Sister as she took away the bck·rostis and aid
tho little patient gently on the pillow, " You sec,
Ilussie, if any one hlad come, their visit wouki
bu neairly oided nlow, while the Mun cain stay on

withoiut, regard to visiting hours, and thoro
enîid not b a more suitable visitor .laistor day,

Bcssio smilod ais the sunboain shone across
hlelr bied, resting aliost loviingly on the tiniy
whilo thieo, ad maki ng the groa t., dark oyes
winik and finailly closo ; but when the sistor
imoved tg) draw the curtain, Bossio said wist-
hully, "Pleaso Sister, lot the sunt bo muy visitor,
I woi't wikli atler a minute "-tlni shio added
a littlu shyly:

")oos the bun really dance on Eastor morn-
ing, ýister ? Lizzio says it dos."

h'l tall sistor lookod a littlo anused ais she
answvred, "1 nevur saw il dance, Bussio, thiouîgh
1 hiavu been up vory carly sîouetimcs ; but
perhitias the troublo wias not with the .un, but
with my eycs; whon children s hearts arc vory
h1appy and ulil of joy, 1 knvow t ho world of tci
loois rose colorcd, and thoir o> es danco, so por-
hips it was then they saw the sun dancing."

As the sister turned togo away, a naurso band-
od her ai box saying, " Tihis was loft by sonie of
the ladies from St. John's Church, who said
thley worc from [ho Suiday school."

The sistor laid the box on Bessio's bod as she
said : " You must help c e soe what the children
have sent from St. John's."

" Oh i Oh i Oh ! how boautifuil, Oh, sister,
how lovely," fairly gaspeil Bessie, and thero
was ai mnurmutr of delight through tho long ward,
as ite sister lifted out of the box a largo and
beaut ilul bunch of Bermuda lilies.

"They shail stay bro on the mantel picco
where you cain til sc them, and you hl11l have
this one, Rosbio," sister said, laying one ont the
white coverlot; thon the pas8ed down thu rows
of white beds, giving Cach child a chance to
toucl the beautiaul white blossomls with their
ailmosit equally white tingers ; sie knew how
sad imiay of the little hearts woro, for the visit-
ing hour was ovor, and the door had just beei

closed bchind their parents and friends. She
knew, too, the wonderf'ul and mysterious power
flowers have to comfort children.

Bessie took the lily almost reverently in ber
thin, white hand, and hold it so that the sun-
beams rosted on it, making the long, white
petals shine and glisten iike rays of silver
light.

As the sweet fragrance filled the air about
her, a sort of happy rest seomed to creep into
har heart.

The lonely Easter lily bent its head down
close to her cheek, and she thought she heard
it say in a soit silvery voice, " dear child."

I have coma from a far off land, littlo girl,
fron the Isie of Bermuda, which lies far away
to the South, in the midst of the soai ; not a wild
and stoirmy ocean, as you have here in the
North in the wintor [ime, but a doop, blue sec
that gently laps hie shore."

"IIow d id yout got hore ?" asked Bossie.
"A i! that is a long story, the story of my

life. I can now urderýtand many things ahat
soemed hard and cruel to me. The Easter sun
hiad made us sec things as thoy truly are, and
I suppose nuch, if nol all that secns bard and
cruol to us in thi; world, will be clear when wo
soc it by-and by in the Resurrection light."

VWon't yout tell me how you got here ?" ask-
cd Beossie. " If it is a story I hhall liko even
botter to hear it. A lily's story must b such
ai beautiful one." And the lily nostlinig closer
to lier check, boeani:

I lived in a m1eadow with my brothers and
sister's, 8o miany tat youi could not count them;
you nover saw suich blte sky as wo have in our
homo, and though the sun is briglht and lovely
hore to-day, il i not like Lt sun that shines on
our dear ishand. Woü danced and swung togother,
and did not drean of aiything but joy and
hppiness, aind as We moved in thu brLeze, wC
whipered sveet things to each other, or to the
little birds that flew over us, or somotimes sat
in our white bell and swung gently. Oh, they
w0ro happy days.

" Poor little lily, I wislh I could scnd you back,
I would give you up, ovon though I do love you
so muaci, lor 1 know how very liard it is to bc
loiiiekbiei<; it is worse than in operation, for
you cnn talco other and waake up and find it al1
over. I an so sorry for you," Bessio said, pross-
ing the flowers to lier lips.

I Oh nîo," cried the lily, " Oh, no, little girl, I
would not for the world change places with any
flowers in the field or gardon. I have lived l'or
soiething groator, sointhing iiifiinit ely higher
than pleaas ure, sweet breezos, or singing birds.
i musat go on and tell you my story ; thon you
will uiinderstand wtalt I nean. I was only think-
ing ofi y happy homo, but not with regret."

Bessiu did not quiet k.ow wlit " iiinimtely'"
or "regret ' muieait, but sihe filt sure the lily
wais willing to stiy, and she was happy that
she would not have to lose il, and listonod care-
fuîlly so that lo might not miss one word, as
the lily ci tinued

"l Wo woko up) one morning, the sun shone
as brightly as on other days, the sky was just
as deep a bluo ; everything socmed ti e samiu as
it hîad booni ail our livos; but the lark kneow it
would be very difloront from any we iad once
seei, inid shi hovered over us. tintging us son>rs
of the great love of God, and how our lives hid
beuai given to us, to honor and praiso 1im
with.

"l W looked up into the bluue sky, which
alwaoys soemd liko lis dear, lly Face. and
we telt t iait il w:ab not hard to live for 1Iim ;
wc wished abovo ail things to do so, if boing
beautifuîl and happy vas glorifying and honor-
ing our Lord; and p'orhaps wvu id oven a little
hiigier, more uinslifiih wish w h'l ien wo lîosed
straiglht into the cloor heaveis, and heard the
sea vinds whispering sotly, 'or our hoarts roso
with ai greait prayer, wiich camei like a sob ron
every lily in the tield.

" 'Take my lifle, and lot it bc consecrated,

Lord, to Thee.' Even before ourvoices haddied
away, we saw such a dreadful sight ; the
answer to our prayers, though we did not know
it."

As the lily paused, Bessie asked softlv what
did you sec ? Please tell me. You need îlot bo
afraid, for I have seen dreadful things, too." -

"This won't seem so dreadful to you," said
the lily, " that was not why I stopped-it pains
me to speak of that day, and ail that fuliowed,
which was so hard to understand, but it is ail
quite plain now, and I ought not to mind what
is reaîllv an answer to our prayers ; but I will
tell you every word, for perhaps it may helpyou. .

" What we saw was some men come into our
beautifuîl meadow and begin cutting us down in
large arma full, soon a great fellow came te me
cut me off froun my mother root and carried me
away.

" Poor lily, I am so sorry," whispored Bessie;
"What did they do with you ?"

"They throw us into a waggon ali in a great
hep ; but L managed to hnld my head up iîizh
enough to get one long last look at our beautif'ul
home ; il, never looked more lovely, I wih vou
could have scon it. Thero were the groat fields,
shaded by lofty palms, and still lovely. witl my
sister lilies, who haid not yet beon eut down.
They shone white and glistening almost to the
wator's edge, and the ocean itseif, you could
not know unless you had seen it, blue and throb-
bing like a great heart of love, the sui kising
it tenderely, and above the great space of heavei
watching over ail."

" What a lovely place your home must be.
should think it would have mado yoi dio to
have left it," Bessie said sadly.

" I thought that I must die at first, but that
was because I was foolish and cowardly." The
lily weit on : "1 did not die, though there wero
oven harded times coming bef'or I could learn
that il was ali but the answer to my prayer.

"The great wagon drow up to a large stono
house, wore we wero packed in wooden boxes,
eaîch of us in.a tiny pasto-board room by our-
solves, packed tightly .in with wot sawdust. We
heord we were to go on the bea, and aven in our
sadiess wo wvore glad, but aIl We knew of our
daar sua even whon we were on it, was first the
gontlie rocking of tho little waves, thon the great
riolling of the mighty billows, as wo sailed away
to the North.

" It kopt growing colder and colder. and wo
wocro so miserable that wu wished we might
die."

" Oh, you poor lily,' Bossie said with tears
rolling down ber checks and dropping on the
filower.

" At last," coutinued the lily, " our ship bo-
came still and we soon felt gour boxes lifted and
bumnpod inîto a wagon; ve rumbled over stones,
and could hear the din of a great city ail about
us."

" Couldn't you sec anything ? Was the box
dark ? aisked Bessie.

" Wo could not even son ourselves, for the box
was tightly closed, not ai ray of light could creep
in, or scarccly any air; but at last the box t
was in was carried from the cart and put down ;
then we could hear voices around us ; soon the
lid of our box was taken off and we saw the
blossed liglt once more, but very unlike the

gloiious light of our own land were the few
struggling rays that came through the colored

glass wiidows of the church ; that was our
proent hone.

"IBy and-by we were taiken out and arranged
in brighît vases, beautifil ferns and palms were
plaed about us, such as we Ibad seen ium ouir
homo. Through the iight .ve slept peacefuiy.
enj-ying the mtillness and gentle warmth abiut
us; Itut when vo awoke this morning, I caniot
doscribe to you the glorious beauty on every
side.

Above, through the stained windows, came


