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Choice ILitevature.

CAROLAL.

BY HESBA SIRETION.

CllAlﬂ'!‘il{ L. —THE KING OF THE JEWS,

The next Monday all the neghbourhiood was astonished
at the magmiticence of the funeral which went from Matthias
Levi's hvuse.  The old woman hud nut been seen for years,
and very few of hier nesghbours hnew anything of her, eacept
that Carola had a grandmother, un whose account she
neither went into service nor into a factory. The heanse
that carried the.cuffin to the distant cemetery was covered
with handsume plumes, and the burses that drew it and the
mourning coach that followed had the longest and blackest
manes and tails which had ever been scenan that street.
‘There was no one but Carola in the great coach, for Matthias
had not deemed it right asa Jew to be present at the funeral
of a Christian, and th re was no woman among her numerous
acquaintances whom the girl cared to ask to gowith her. She
had slept on the floor ot the garret, where the silent and
notionless corpse lay, and mauy questions had thronged to
her excrted and quickened bran,  They were m her nund
still, asshe followed the cofhin down the cemetery paths and
watched it lowered into the grave.  The chaplamn read the
burial service decorously but otficially, and was turning away,
when the lonehness of the weeping gl and her pale and
tear-staned face struck hun, and he turned back agam, after
going a few paces, to speak 1o her. o

«1s there no une to go home with you 2" he inquired.

*“No; 1'd nobody else but her,” she answered, ponting
down into the open grave; *“and 1 don't kpow nothin
about where she’s gone, or however I'm to find her again
when I die.  1sn’t there anybody as kunows 27

“You should go to your pansh priest,” he replied, ** 2ud
he will tell you.  What pansh do you come from 2"

¢« T don't know about parishes,” she said ; ** but Matthias
_’H know, I dare say.”

¢ P've a book here,” said the chaplun, *“that will teach
sout more than any thing clse, if you read 1t very carefully.

ou can read, I suppose 2”

He took out of his pocket a small Testament, with well
worn binding, and leaves that were somewhat thumb-marked.
Carola held out her hand eagerly.

“ Are you poor ? " he asked again, glancing at her hand.
some dress, and thinking of the plumed hearse which had
brought the coffin to the grave.

«Oh, no,"” she answered promptly; ** I've plenmty  of
money. I've no need to cry fur that ; but I want to hnow
all T can about what has happened to her, forst il happen to
us all, you know, There was something i her that went
out all 1n 2 mument, lihe when acandle s blown vut. One
moment it’s all light, and then it's all darhuness. Where
does the light go to2?"

“ have not time to stay with you,” said the chaplain,
who had anotker funeral waiting for him ; ** but you must go
to yout parish priest and ask him. And you may tahe this
littde book with you, You may heep it,” he added; *‘it
cost only five pence.” .

Carola turned sluwly away; bLut when the chaplin was
out of sight she retraced hiet steps to the open grave.  The
hearse and the mourning coach had left as soon as ghey had
sct down their burdens, and there was no one to speak to
her, or to distract her thoughts {rom the solemn questions
which were in her heart.  The deep gloow of the little
funcral, its sable plumes, and the unrelicved blackness of the
hearsc she had folluwed, had depressed her spirits. It was
all naw to her.  There was no cemctery in the crowded part
ot the aity where she lived, and this was the first time she
had smo«i beside an open grave ; she had not cven scen a
place of graves before, and all about her stood the white
tombstones of the dead, in thickh array.  Folks dicd, and
were carrsed anay in coffins, that she had known from her
wfancy. But death had acver tuuched her strong young life
before ; st had never come hume to het. And nauw the proor
old bed-ndden woman, who had been cuntent to He still all
day, slowly cunsumang her daly alluwanie of gin, was gune
into that dark and drcadful mystery.  Mathias had told her
last night, with a face of awe, that he could not say what
becamic of pevple that wese aut Jews, and ncither her
grandmother ot she wese Jows.  What was the terrible
place whither she must gu when hier uwn hout came?

It scemed mnust straage to Carola that the street should
ook just the same as asual when she zetumed 6 3t Her
wld companiuns were Juunging at their Tors and the children
were playing un the Justy pavement as if nothing had hap

cned. Onﬁy they luuked at her with something like un
ricndliness in theit aspect, and nut une iavited her into_any
of the spirit-vaults near at hand. The costliness of her
moumning struck a kind of anc inty their minds, and they
fch that a dress so handsome ought not to come into contact
with dirty fluors.  Matthias was at wouth at is stall, and he
only gave a bnef glance at het jale face and reddencd cyes
as she went softly and sadly past him up the spiral staircase.
His heart was heavy for her, but what cuuld he say ? what
comfort could there be ia the desth of an old drunken Chris
tian likc her grandmother?

Carola ascended to the cmpty ganet, which had never
been empiy Lefore.  She threw hersell down on the bed,

- and broke intoa ion of tears and sobs. Matthias had
taught her carly thatshe must honour the oid grandmother,
in t?lc place of her father and mothcr, who were dead 5 and
of 1zte years there had been a kind of pitying affection in her
heart fo: this poor, hclglas. drink-besotted creatare, who
was the only person in the world belonging to her, and who
was so utterly dependent upon her.  How lonesome this
garzet was wathout her ! Now and then there had been 2
gleam of love for her, and pride in her, breaking through
the stupid lethargy of the old woman's torpid brain; and
Carola could not bear to think that never more would she
sce those bleared cyes hight up for a moment or two at the
sight of her, o feel the withezed hand touch her cheek caress-
angly. She had scen this wre and kindly light gleaming

through the old grandmother’s eyes only a few minutes be-

fore the change came, when Jhe glimmering went out sud-
denly into outer darkness,

The twilight had deepened into night before  Carola
roused herself, and bethought her of the little book she had
brought from the cemetery.  She lit the candle, and sct the
bottle which held it upon the little round table, and drew up
her chair beside it.  Matthias was still at work, and she
could hear the tap of the hammer in the shop, for his door
aud her window were open.  The street was noisy with the
usual clamour, and on the river there was still the sound of
belated steamers passing by to the aty piers.  She leaned
her head upon her hands, and loohed down with smarting
eyes upon the httle page before her.

Carola’s lips moved inaudibly as she whispered cach word
to herself, *“The Gosprel according to St. Matthew, chapter
\. The geneaio J Christ from Abraham to foseph, 18.
He swas concerved by the Holy Ghost, and torn 7¢':/ the Virgin
Mary when she was espoused to Joseph, 19. ~The angel satis
Sieth the musdeenng thoughts of Joseph, and interpreteth the
names of Christ."

Carola could read well 3 but it svas hsvd wortk to get
thrlough the long genealogy 3 aud it conveyed "ttle meanin
to her.
David, the king, and Sotomon, and the carrying away into
Habylon ; or possibly she might never have gone beyond
the first two or three verses. %ul the name of Jesus Chnst
was quite new to her; that was a name which Matthias
could never have uttered.  She knew nothing of J. seph and
Mary ; but the thought of an angel coming to Joseph in a
dream was very pleasant to her.  Perhaps an angel migh:
come and tell her what she wanted to know. The second
chapter Yroxmscd to be still more interesting as she again
read the heading : ** The wise men out of the cast are directed
to Christ by ¢ star, 11, They worsksp him, and offer therr
presents, 14, foseph fleeth into Egypt wwith Jesus and his
mother, 16. Herod slayeth the children, 20. Himsely dieth,
23, Christ 1s brought back cgain into Galilee o Nazareth.”

The brawling in the street died away into deep stiliness,
and the tapping of Marthias’s hammer ceased ; and out on
the river the vessels lay at anchor for the night; but still
Carola’s Yalc young face and reddened cyes bent over the
hule book, and her brown fingers went from line to line,
and her hips moved with the woids she was reading, long
after all the sounds were gone.  She miscalled many of the
words ; yet the charm of the story held her as no story had
ever yet done. Her bnght intelbgence pictured all she
read. She could see the otar shining, and the wise men
looking upat it, and following it as it went before them.
She saw them entenng the house and falling, down on therr
knees befure the youny child and his mother; they were hike
Matthias with his dabbath prayer-robe on, not ke the men
who were unly Enghsh, and not Jews.  And the children
bang slun, and Rachel weeping, how planty she could
pictare st John the Baptist was a real man to her, almost
as real as Matthias,  But, oh ! how much there was that she
could not understand? \Who could this Jesus Le, whose
birth was foretold to Joscph in a drecam, and of whom the
angels took such special care? The wise men called Him
the King of the Jews ; and a vaice from heaven said, * This
is my bLeloved Son ™ Matthias had r>ver spoken of Him.
And they bad brought unto Him all such people as were
taken with divers discases and tonmments, and those which
were possessed with devils, and those which wers lunatic,
and those that had the paisy : and He healed them all. No
wonder that great multitudes followed Him; she could see
closely packed crowds like the csowds on Lord Mayor’s day
thronging through the strects.  And now He is going up on
to a hugh hill, and all the people arc gathered thick about
Him ; and she herself is there in the front, and He opens
Hislips. What is He going to say?

What 1c said she could only partly understand, and she
still nceded some one to eaplainit to her.  Butafter a while
she came tu a passage se plain that a child could sec much
of its meaning. ** After this manner therefore pray ye,”
said Jesus Christ.  **Our Father which art in Heaven,
Hallowed Le thy name.  Thy Lingdom come.  Thy will be
Jdunc in canth, as it is in heaven.  Give us this day our daily
Lread.  And furgive us our de! - as weforgive our debtors.
And lead us nut inte temptation, tat deliver us from cvil
For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for
cver.  Amen.”

Carola lifted uf her hended head as she came to the word
Amen. Oh? huw far better this prayer was than the few
Helrow words without meaning which she had picked up
from Matthias. She rose from her chair and went to the
winduw, where <he :ﬂw:{s <tand 10 paay The waning monn
Yo 1 tisen, and was shedding a pale, <ard light upan the water
tut she ha! fuagatten her own sadness; her brain was teo
full of the new and strange things she had been readin
To murrow she must laamn c\'c(r_y word of this bcautiful

raycr which Jesus, the Son of God, had told her to say.
!l)‘hc other prayers were good for the Jows, but Matthias
himsclf had been douhtful if they would do her any good.
But this praycr was in English, and must be meant for
English pcﬁ({\k She lifted up here yes to the midnighs
sky, and <aid softly, ** Qur Father, which art in heaven.” It
was all snc could remember ; but the tears sprang to har
cyes with the warmth with which the said them, though
they were no longer sorrowful tcars.  There was something
so sweet and strange to her in thosc words, that she kept
whispering them to herself after she lay down on the bed,
until sleep came to her excited yxt weary buain.

CHATTER IV.—~THE BOORK AND ITS CAPTIVE.

The next day Carola pored over her new book, with the
ardent intensity of an unoccupied yet intelligentm d. There
was no dull ;amiliarity to make the marvellous story sli{: by
unheeded or to be read half-heartedly.  She did not throw
the inzidents into a far-off past of many centurics, through
which the book had gathered rust or mould.  They were as
fresh to her as this day’s newspaper.  She had not cven an
iden that Jesus, the Son of God, whose siar was seen in the
East when He was born, and who had done s0 many and
mighty works, and said so many wisc words, was dead. All

Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob she had hewrd of § an-d )

the narmtive was 5o life-like to her that she could hardly
stay to read more, before starting off in search of this Son of
God. The crucifixion came upon her as an utterly unex.
pected and terrible gricf. It stunned and bewildered her.

here had been so much triumph and gladness in her heart,
as she read of Him working miracles, and being transfigured
before Peter, and James, and John, and entering into Jerusa.
lemwith the crowds shouting tosanna{ that, like the disciples
themselves, she <ould not believe that He wonld really suffer
Iis encmices to s.ul Ilim to death,  She read the words as it
m a dream ; and turned back to the beginning of the chapter
with a wretched feeling of nungled dread nnﬁ unbelief, and
looked at the heading of it agamn. ¢ Christ 15 dehvered
bound to Prlate, 3.  Judas hangeti himself, 19. Prilate ad-
monisked by his wife, 24. Washeth his hands, 26, And
looseth Barrablas, 29. Christ is crowned with thorns, 35.
Cructfied, go. Reviled, s0. Dieth and is buried, 66. His
sepulehre is sealed and watched.”

With an exceedingly bitter cry, which went to the heart of
Matthias as he heard it in his room below, Carola threw her-
selfl on her knees beside the window, and hid her face in her
hands. Oh1 how she had loved this Jesus, from the time
He was a little baby, with the wise men worshipping Him,
all through s life among men, healing them, and teaching
them, and talking to them in parables ; loving them an
blessing Iitle chuldren; and now they had put Hun to a
cruel death, and all was over § How could such a thing be &
The hght that was 1n Him had suddenly gone out, and dark-
ness had come again.  And this was the most ternible dark-
ness of all.  For in all the men and women she knew there
had only been a very commion, very scanty light, which could
be gu ed out like the flame of a little candle in a rough
wind. But she had not thought that the light of Jife in Him
could ever be extinguished in death, .

The girl was faint and weary with sorrow when she took

vp the Testament again, after an hour or two of bitter,

mourning had passed by. She wanted to know what His
mother and His disciples did when their Jesus was dead, and
laid in a tomb, with a great stone rolled over it.  They had
seen Him crowned with thorns,and crucified with wicked
thieves, and heard the chicf priests mocking Him ; ah ! that
was a thousand imes worse than dying quictly at home, on
Hisown bed. She turned languidly to the next chapter,
and read how Mary Magdalene and t{xc other Mary came to
sce the scpulchre, just as she would go some day soon to
visit the grave where her poor old grandmother lay buried.
Then with a beating heart Carola scemed to hear the earth-
quake, and sce the angel of the Lord coming down from hea-
ven, and rolling back the stonc from the door of the tomb;
and she knew, before reading further, as if something in her
own heart told her, that Jesus, the Son of God, lay no lon-
ger 1 that stony sepulchre. The heavy load of sorrow
which had weighed her down was suddenly rolled away, as
the stone was rolled away by the angel. It was all plain be-
fore her, the open, empty grave, and the mighty angel say-
ing, “ lHeis nat here; for He is risen, as He said.  Come,
see the place where the Lord lay.”

Never had Carola gladness like that gladness. She felt
the great juy of the women who had gone to the sepulchre,
without their fear.  Like all unlearned weople, she thought
in pictutes, not in words.  Her imaginatiun was not dulled
by familiazity with what sheread.  Jesus Christ, the Son of
God, was a man dwelling in a Londun house, walking about
London streets, sitting in a boat on the Thames, and stand-
ing amidst a crowd of the London poor and sick. \Wlien at
1ast she lay down 1o rest a confusion of strange fancics passed
through her wakeful brain ; and as she feil asleep a face
camc to her in her dreams such as she had never looked
upon before, full of majesty and tendemess, with eyes that
scemed to picrce to her very heart—eyes clearer than the
morning star, which she had sometimes looked at wonder-
ingly. A crown of thorns was about the head, but the face
was smiling upon her, and all about it was a light—far
brightes 1t shone to her 1n her dream than the light of the
noonday sun. And shesaid to herself, “* It is the Lotd 1”

Tor threc or four days Carola did not leave the garret ; the
wonderful book held her captive.  Matthias, with mingled
anxicty and rehief, saw her staying in doors at last ; only, in
fact, staying too closcl{ in-doors. Ilc bought danty mor-
scls from the strect stalls for her, such as hethought the grl
would like, and brouﬁhl them to the foot of the fadder for
her to come down and fetch them,  She did not appear tobe
crying much, but she was very_quiet. In truth Carola was
hving 0 a new world, among quite new fnends, and she
hardly thought of Matthias, except unconsciously to make
the old Jew a type of these men she was reading about.
\ cry soon she found that the wondrous histury which she
had rcad tirst sn the Guspel according to St. .\rl’auhcw. was
told again thice tumes, in a diffczent way, and wath fresh cir-
cumstances in cach stury.  She read them through cagerly,
and went on through the Acts of the Apostles; but the
Epistles baffled here They were all words here, and no
pictures.  So she retumned to the Gospels, and read them
again and yet agan.  St. Mark, with its swift and.vivid life,
and shght realisuic touches, pleased her most. It did not
scem as if she could ever grow weary of reading the Gospels.
But by-and-by 1t dawned upon her how much there was she
did not understand ; 2nd as soon as this ignorance made
uself felt, 1t filled her with anxiety and an overwhelming
desire 1o know afl she could about her Lord. For He was
her Lord. e had not tived and died for the Jews alone,
but for cverybody who believed on Him. Though He was
a Jew, He had come into the world to save the world.

“You ought to go to your parish pricst,” the chaplain at
the cemetery had said to her; he who had given her the
book. This she would do 2t once; and in eager haste she
dressed herself in the handsome mourning she had not worn
since the day of the funeral.  She descended the Jadder into
the room, where Matthias was ceremonionsly washing his
hands up to the cibow, before sitting down to the gr:\:gnl
supper.  Her face was pale, bot her datk cyes shone with
suppressed excitement.

“I'm goin’ out to find my parish priest,” she said cam-
estly ; **do you know where he lives, Matthias?”

“Pricst ! pricst ! repeated theold man in & bewildered
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