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CAROLA.

BY HESUA STRETTON.

CHAPTER VIL --SEP RATED,

There was no longer any question abiout the money with

Mauthias.  Carula was already a Christian, and nothing he
cunld du coulil save bt from hier doums. He tald her the
nest day, without remonstrance or reproach, that she might
10 to the Rector of St. Chad’s and tell him he would atlow
hcr £45 a year till she was twenty one, and then the money
which stoud in his name in the Cunsols should be transferred
to her.  Before the neat Sabbath came Carola was gone,
and he was alone,

Carola’s new ife was eaactly the reverse of theold.  Ata
boarding-school in the out-skirts of a small country town,
among gitls who were the daughters of tradesmen and of
small farmers, all the circumstances of daily hfe wereutterly
different. A fine network of rules and customs such as she
had never dreamed of encompassed her.  The Rector of t,
Chadd’s, who had sent her there, had deemed it best not to
say much of her former prsition, and hat warned her not to
talk of st hersdlf. The school was well chusen; a pood,
humely place, where a plam and subid education was given,
with no ludicruus attempts at gentdiy.  Carola was not to
waste time in acquiring a smattering of any accomphishment ;
bue her vuice was to be trained for sigimg, and she sang
well,

She had never seen the interior of a church in London,
and when she entered the long aisle of the pansh church,
with its arched roof resting upon polished columns, and saw
the tinted light shining through the painted windows, and
heard the deep and solemn tone of the organ, her heart beat
fast with delight.

“Why v 1t so beauuful?2” she asked; ““15 12 because

they love Him so?  That makes me very glad.”
- Butat was the same when she saw a hittle chapel standing
alone annd the fields. It was not so grand and beantiful a
place as the chiurch, butof they who buidt it bt it for the
sahe of the Lord Jesus Chnst, that wo made her happy, and
it was a pleasant place tv enter.

Byc-and bye she began to understand many thungs about
the hfc of Christ that she could nut bave latied for herself,
and she could place thaanundems of that bfe to mure bar-
monions order : but there remmined a freshness and power
in it which those wround Ler, tuo lung accustomed o read it
with wandering mimds, did not share with her. Shades of
doctrine, which her teachers saw only too heenhy, were al-
together impereeptible to her.  She wished to obey the pre-
cepis of Christianity with a literalness and simplicaty which
perplened and cmbarrassed them s and there was a‘sirange
directness and fervour about her kne to Chnst, which set
her, as it scemad, alnost at vanance with those about her.

1tis true that somethung of this freshness and vigour of
fechng wore awav as years r:\sscd by, and the story of Lhnist's
hfe grew more fa ahar to her. Iut stagd she had made the
discovery of Him for hersell s and there was too deepa fund
of juyousness an that discovery to »llow her to fall 1nto the
hstlessacss of so many Chnisuans.  The sun had so shone m
upon her darkness that she could never love darkness rather
than light.

As time went on, Carola scareely cast a glance backward.
She was of a naware that Inal antenty n the presems, and
this was su full of new nterests and occupatons that she
scemed to have no tane to tedaldt the past. Moreover, there
was autlung to bnk hier with st Matthias rechoned her as
dead to him, and held av cunmumaauun wath her.  He
puaciaalhy jaid the interest of her money to the Rector of
St Chal's, caaciing a seceapt frum ihie Jadies who Lept the
schoul where Carola was: for he had no faach i a ( hastan,
amd especialy in a Christian clesgyiman,  But no message
frain lam reached the gisl: and though now and then, as
wie vead an the Testament how the Jews dented their Lord,
and persccuted Ham, and at Ias cruciticd Him, a <ad mem-
ary of Mattluas, who would have done the same, crossed her
nund, she willingly banshed 32, Test any feehing of perfonal
hotred should mungle wih her indignant sorrow 3t thar
crimes.

A for Maithaas, lus heast scemesd o be dead withan him ;
thuugh e sull sat at us cobbiler's atall, and mam a taretoot
Chrsstian chald went away shod from s shopedoar, with no
more snoncy drupped aie s ull. It was almost mechan
cally that hic continued 10 do gusily, and love mercy, and
walk humbly wath his Gond 3 there was no more 2 happy
conscivisness in him that he was duing so.  Day afier day
he saw the neverending fload of wretchadness and enime
froin which he had done his biest to save Carola, as though
he hati «ood upon the brink of a darksaine pit, and Lnew
that she was Jast theze though out of aght. THer garret was
empiy, for he would never let it to a stranger; and the
Chrisiian woman whom he was compelied to have to wait
on lnm on the Hahbath, kept at clean and hatutable, but he
could not hnng lis mand to enter it. - Somctimes duning the
fong and dreary Sabbath houss he fancicd he could hear
the old grandmather and Carala alkinag overhead.  Bui it
was only a dream; and when he rouced hunscll how silent
and cmpty was all his life !

A stealthy feching of wnmumph moved has cold heart when
he Leand of thie death of the Reutor who had stolen tazola
away frum hin.  Not that he eapected to tind her agamn
hie did not even hope for it She had become a Chnstan in
spite of s procantions, afd was lost o im. Bat s foc
was dead, wind could eaolt ovar b o longer. When Las-
ola was twenty oneg, he transferrad i money in the Consols
to her name, and felt as if the last mterest that ted lum 10
carth was gonc

CHAVIER Ve -A VILLAGE SUHTOOLMIS TRESS.

A fow days after old Marthiac Tevi had transferved her
litle fortunc to Carola, she cntered upon a new life. The
post-of village schoolmistress wwas offered to her through her

-

rovernesses, and she accepted it pladly Tt was a small en
dowed school, founded by a certain Lady liazehmount more
than a hundred years ago, with a salary of £50 a year and a
cottage and garden attached to the school house rent free.
The Rector of St. Chad's, had, before his death, recom-
mended her to the office when it should next be vacant, and
the vacancy occurred just as Carola was twenty-one,

She n\\'o{:c with the carliest gleam of dawn on the morn-
ing after the long journey that had carricd her down to
Hazelmount.  Fhere was at first no sound to be heard save
the rustling of ivy-leaves round her open window, a sound
more soothing than is Jdead silence ; aud she mught have
fallen asleep again but for the sudden crowing of a cock,
which seemied to awaken a hundred chirping little binds an-
der the eaves of the thatched roof,  Very soft and sleepy the
twittering was at first, but as the light grew stronger, ail the
many cries and notes of country lil}é resvunded through her
quiet chamber, and Carola made haste to dress herself, and
sce what her new home was like.

A short flight of stairs led her down into a large, old-fash.
ioned hitchen, with a low ceihing crossed by massive oak
beams. A broad, deep window of lattice-panes stretched
across the one side of the kitchen, and on the window-sill
stood a blue jug, filled with tall white hilies, which just caught
the first rays of the rising sun.  The quartied tloor was of
dark red, and the oak chairs and table, and the long dresser
near the winduw, were almost blach with age.  An aght-
day cluch, a hundred sears ol was uching softly 1 a cor-
ner.  The tender sunlight was flichening here and there
through the quivering ivy leaves, and ﬁhing the pleasant
room with a cool and subtle cheesfulness.  Carula looked
round with a smile of utter contentment.  She had never
seen a l\lacc like this before ; never before had she felt as if
she had a home.  She breathed a sighof satisfaction, though
the tearsstarted to her eyes. ** Jesus Christ and His mother
could have lived here,” she said 1o herself,

‘The thought made it seem a holy place, without taking
away from its homeliness.  Yes, .\lary wight have sat there,
m the tall old armechair in the clumney-corner 3 and the
Lord, weary and wayworn as He often was, could have
rested on thevahensettee, withats high back, which sereened
the chimney-corner from the door.  Oh ! af she counld but
have ministered to Him as the women did ¢ It she could
but have washed His fet, and wiped them with her hair,
and kissed them with many Risses ! Oz if IHe would have
ashed hier, as He ashed the woman of Samana, to brng Him
water 1o drink ¢ She had never scen a place before where
she could fancy Him living at hume, as He mipht have done
here, in this spotlessly clean and solemn, yet cheerful roomn.
The thought of it made her wundiaushy ha 13y, as she crossed
the quarried floor with quiet steps, and threw vpen the lat-
ticed castment.

“ How lovely it is ! she breathed, half aloud.

The cottage stood on the slupe of a hill, and as far as her
cager eyes could reach there stretched a vast plan of meadows
and cornficlds, lnsing themiselves 1n a hazy distance, vet with
faint forms lying across the dun houzon, which m'xglu be
cither low soft cluads or far-off mountains, Near at hand
the hedge-ruws were full of fine vak and elm trees, sl in
full leaf, Lut with shining gossamer webs woven round them.
The sun was touching all the landscape with ats carhiest and
tenderest rays 3 and Tuu-lying beds of nust, breoding over
the hollows, gleamed like pools of silver mn the hght. A
narrow lang 1an past her cuttage, and on the other side of 1t
was a curnfichl, with the curn gathered nto brown shocks,
which cast lung shaduns across the yellow ground ; whilst
the restless leaves of arum uf aspen trees ghistened and danced
in the morning Ywecze. A she leaned through the window,
scarcely breathing fur sery gladness, a lah began to sing so
suddenly as almost to stastle her with the flutter of sweet song
that fe upon herear.  Carola listened as if she had never
heatd a bird sing before.

*“Yes, certainly He might have liveld here,” she thought,
‘and yonder is the comficld where He walked with His ddis.
ciples on the Sabbath day.  And it is my own house,” she
:u'dc(l, as she turned away from the open window,

Home was a thought entirely new to her.  She had been
happy at schoul, working hard to gam the Knowledge she
lunged fur: but 1t had been too full of itle rules and regu-
lations to possess the freedom of a home, and Carola had
always loved freedom. It was very pleasant to her, loncly
as she was, to set about her morning’s work, kindling the
fire, and hanging the hettic un to the chain and hook w hich
fcll from the Jhimncy. The huusewilely msunct surred
plaasanily withiu hero She had never iasted a meal so des
Licious as the Lacakfast she ate with hor doot open, and the
little birds hopping fearlessly on to her door-sall 10 pick up
the cruints she seattered for them. How good 1t was to
have a home, especially such a home as the Lord Himsclf
wight have lived in.

Her work as schoolmistress was not to begin till the har-
vest was aver, but Carola found plenty to do, and the day
passed quickly by. The com ficld before her house was a
busy place, and now and thea she paused to watch the wag.
rons coming and going, and the band of harvest-men ladin
tham,  hilst httle hnots of women and cluldren lostered
round the gate and under the hedges.  Towards cvemng,
when half the field was deared, they were allowed to enter
and glean the stray stalks of comn. and Carola could no fonger
heep hersclf away from them.  The thin film of school-girl
shyncss which had crept over her during the last threc years
was dispersed at once.  Bare hicaded, as she had been userd
to run about the streets of London, she stepped out of her
coltage, and erassed viver into the crowded comn-ficld.  The
old imr pulce to be in the front of any gathenng of her fellow-
CrCRIUICs was aslr agan.

It was a very busy hout, for the sun would be scmnﬁ sOon,
and though there would be a lung twilight under the harvest
moon, mght would be come Lefore the field was cleared.
The village folk had little time for more than a word and a
sinile as their new schoolmistress passed to and fro, helping
the feeblest and the younye<t to make up their tiny shocks
of corn. Babics, wrapped up ir cloaks and shawis, were
lying under the heuge, most of them slecping with their
thumbs in their littlc mouths: but Carcla came upon onc

that was fretting with low, languid wailing and sobs, unhcard

by its busy muther.  She picked it up with a suange thrill
of tendemess, for oh ! how long it was since she held a baby
in her arms ! Soothing it very gently, she strayed on to-
wards 2 «elosed gate, over which she conld see the setng
sun going downin » clear sky, with a soft green light lying
all around it. Alnost unconsciously to herself, Carola’s
sweet ringing voice was heard over the busy corn-field, sing-
ing as the lark she had listened to in the morning had sung:

** Glory to Thee, my God, this m’:hl,
For all the blessings of the light.”

The first two lines she sang alune, stamding with the gluw
of the setting sun shining on}]wr uplifted face ; but then the
familiar hymn was tahen up by the deep vuices *of the men
at the waggons, and the women who were gleaning lifted
themselves up to join in it, and the children shouted 1t out
with delight. A finely solemn feeling fell upon them all it
was almost like being in church the women said to one an-
other afterwards.  When the hymn was ended, and the new
schoolmistress came down the dicld again, still carsying the
baby in het arms, she had won the hearts of all who were
there.

Hazelmount was so sinall a village, that the news of what
the young schuulmistress was Iihe, and how she had sung the
evening hynm in the corn-ficld, spread throughout it that
cvening.  The men who carried in the last I-mh spoke of it
to Mrs. Arnold, of the Grange, as they sat slowly eaung
their supper, which had Leen spread for them on a lung tnble
in the farm-yard under her own superintendence.  She had
been too much occupied all day to pay hur intended visit to
the new schoolmistress, whuse cottage had been made ready
for her by herself and her servants the day before,  The
coming of a schoolinistress was always a little eventin Hazel-
mount ; and what the men said of her heightened Mrs, Ar-
nold’s curiosity.  But her hushand and her son would tell
her more when they cante in from the field.

They came in shortly after their harvesters.  Bothof them
were tall, strong, handsome men, with a masterful air about
cach of them, as if there was no vne with any nght to dis.
pute their anthority. The son stoaped down to kiss his
muther, and she strohed his army with her hands fondly,

“Well ! and what is our Miss Fielding hike 2 ™' sheasked,
somewhat cagerly 3 ““and what s this 1 hear about.you all
singing ‘¢ Glury to Thee' togother i the fickl2*

**She’s as preity a young maiden as any twenty miles
round,” answered her husband, ** and she sang the hymn as
naturally as a bird.  She was singing to a baby shd'd ‘picked
up under the hedge, and it suunded so hearty and o true
we conldu’t help joining in. It seemed just a right thing to
do, and not a soul of us but was the better for it \We'll
get her to sing for us at the Harvest Home.”

““ And what do you think of her, Philip?” asked Mrs.
Arnold.

¢* Oh, she has a good voice," he answered carclessly.

But he did not tell his mother that he conld still see Carola
standing bare-headed, with her rapt face towards the setting
sun, singing out uf the purc gladness of her heart ; and that
the sweet, joyous tonces of her voice were still ringing in his
cars.  She had nut naticed him among hiswen ; how should
she, when he was working as hard as any, in a dress very
little different 2 But he should not get the thought of her
out of his head until he had seen her again.

CHAPTER IN.—HAZELMOUNT.

The httle hamlet of Hazelmount was not altogether a com-
mon country village. It lay at the gates of Hazelmoumt
Park, and cvery cottage i it was binlt ina pacturesque style,
and surrounded by pretty gardens, that the eyes of the owners
of the park, or thosc of thar numcerous guests, should not
fall upon anything to shock them. There was no public-
heusc 1n 1t, and only ~ne hittleshop, in a cottage down a by-
lane. The pansh church was 2 mile :nv:\f'. but there was a
Inghly decorated private chapel at the Hall, the road to
which ran through the park and past the willage school ;
with a chaplain’s house half-way hetween the Hall and the
school. Hazelmount was built at the end of a long inland
chif of sctl sandstone, with the fresh air of thousands of
mcadows blowing across it whichever way the wind blew.
‘There was no town nearer to it than Market Upton, which
was scven miles away, and which was onl)- a small country
town numbering five or six thousand inhabutants.  No man-
ufactorics were within thirty or forty miles of it, and the near-
ost ratlway station was four miles away.

The Arnolds of the Grange had hived there from genera-
tion to generation,  The l%all and the estate had &msscd
away from the old famnl;‘ of the Hazelmounts, and had been
bought by & rzch manufacturer, whose widow, Mrs, Stew-
ant, wasstill in possessionof them.  But the Amolds, though
tenant fanmers only, held their old famm, with no fear of bcing
disturhed, and inscribed their names inthe parish register as
their forefathers had donce for hundreds of years ack, It
was the same with many of their labourers whose names,
usually attested by a cross, could be traced in the register of
births, marriages and deaths, as far back as the name of the
Amolds. The labourers who tilled the ficlds and tended
the cattle hived and died, hike their masters, under the same
old roof-trec beneath which they were bom.  The ancient
half-umber farm-house, with itsdependent cottages, was like
a strang old oak, with its branches 2 anid the human beings
dwelling n them camncand passed by as the leavescame and
went in their scasons., .

It maght have seemed, but for the swect winds blowing
all about 1t, that the air of the hitle hamlet was heavy and
tainted with the deaths of so many untold generations of
men and women ; and that the cottages, so often visited by
the last cnemy, would stnhe achill hihe that of a tomnb; but
the dead were as much forgoiten as last summer's leaves.
The sun shonc as merrily for those who were in the land of
the living, and the corn grew as thickly in the furrows where
so many depanted forcfathers had sownand reaped ; and the
thick trecs sheltered the harvesters as kindly ; and the carth
and all that is thetein was as fresh and fruitful and as joy-
ous as it had cver heen in earlier and younger times.

The very corc and heart of the little hamlet was the Grange ;
and the rulers of all its concerns and affairs were the Amolds.
There was no other farm in it, and Mr. Arnold was looked



