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Choice ILitervature

CAROLA.

BY HESHA STRETTON.

CHAFTER NNV —SINTER ELIZABETH,

And now Carola was utterly alone m the world.  The
long summer days dragged slowlf' away ; for there was no
longer any claim upon her for loving service. It seemed
useless to prepare meals when there was no one but herself
to sit down to them, and she ate such food as gave her
the least trouble, just as she had been wont 10 suateh a
crust of bread in her childhood, eating it in any corer where
she could find a seat. A little of the wilduess of that time
returned to her as she rambled aimlessly about the ficlds
and the rough uncleared lands, where pollard-trees
stood, quaintly misshapen among the hedgerows.  She
was living again in her mind through the various changes
that had come to her ; and in her listless saunterings to and
fro, the thonght of George Bassett’s death began to bear un.
due tezsror and depression to her. It was a horrible thing
to have burne fatal witness against a fellow creature.

To gu in and uut of her house 5 to lic duwn and sleep,
to rise up and work only fur herself, with v face to louk
upon, and no voice answering hers, was insuppe  able to
her.  Yet she wanted some indicatiun as to what aer Lord
would have hertodo.  Quite literally she believed the words
He had said, * As thou hast sent me into the world so have
1 also sent them into the world.” She did not think He
meant only those disciples who folluwed Him in is life-
time on carth.  She took it fur granted that Jesus Christ
had sent her into the world ; and if su, what was the work
He required her to do? s

But no sign of His will cume to her ; and after a while
she began to frequent the cottages that lay scattered among
the ficlds and lanes. It was a large parish, and the church
was a Joag way off. There was no resident squire or any
family wealthy cnough o take the lead among the sparsc
population. The poor batrren land was divided into small
farwms, giving empluyment to two or threelabourers on each,
whuse wages were luw, and whuse houses were mere hovels,
The best and brightest among the Luys and girls leserted
their native place as soon as they could earn their own living;
leaving behind them the dull and lazy, or those of indifferent
charzcter, whuse work vas done grudgingly, and whose only
recreatiun was drinking lad beer in the dreary and dinty
little public-houscs.

Carula tricd to go amongst them as she had gone 2mongst
the cottagers at Hazelmount, but they were altogether dif-
fer .t frum thuse contented and intelligent peuple. Here
sh. was nut made welcume in their comfurtiess huvels, and
her visits were cunsiderzd an intrusion.  She had not any
position or authority amongst them as 3he had at Hazel
mount ; and they could not understand any friendly advances
made with no thuught of personal advantage.  Many of
them lovhed upon hee suspiciousty, as a young wo.nan hiving
alone in a sulitary cottage, with no visible means of sul sis-
tence.  Only the lhitle children and the very aged made
fricnds with her ; but her hoine was too far away for them to
visit her, and only in the lanes could she play and talk with
them, for in their own dwellings she wis treated coldly as a

suspicious stranger.

Ta speak to these people of what her heart was full of
only provoked a stare of stupid astonishment or indifference.
All'that sort of 2alk was for the parson to say to them on
their death-bed as a sort of charm to save them from going
:0 a werse place than even this poor world was to them.
It had nothing to du with thuse who could get through a
day's work and deaw their scanty wages at the week’s cnd.
Eien the overworked curate who couducted the Sunday
afternoon services in the small chapel of ease, considered her
tov open and cnthusiastic in her religion for a church-
woman, and haif jmagined her a_Methodist in disguise,
though she regularly attended his ministrations avw Matthias
was gone. There was a mystery about her ; and a mystery
about a young and pretty woman is always to her_discredit.

Carola was beginning to feel in her inmust heast this
general listlessness and indiffercnce creeping over her. Her
soul was mclung with heaviness. At Iazclmount the
fervid and affectguate response which met mote than half
way cvery effort she made tu endear henelf to the parents
of her schulars, had hept the flame Larning very brightly on
the altar of her vwn spuit. Her vivad, joyous sense of the
reality of the Lord's life on carth, and the power of His
wotds, had awakencd in them an answering gladness.  er
cemotiun had never failed to hindle theirs, and the result had
been a gentle yetfervent excitement which had gilded all
the dullness of every-day cxistence.  But here, though she
cuuld get the people to complain of their own lot, or speak
spx:cfuﬁl) of thar naghlwurs, they had nu a though® to
utter about Haum who had hivea and dicd {or them. And
Carola was as onc who tells an e tale when she spoke of

Him,

The lonclincss of her position began to oppress her more
ar.] more heavily, yet stiil there came no sign as to what she
ought todu. There was ncither fiery nut_clouly pillar to
guide her.  The idle lime hung wcarisomely on her hands,
and the often read stury in the New Testament scemed
at last but little more than words to her, over which her cye
glanced without taking in thelr meaning.  Was this the
way in which Christians read the record of their Lord's his

tory ?
ghc resolved to quit this loncly Ylacc and uscless life_and
o away, whather she knew not. It was a strange position
to bein. It was impossible for her 10 go bac. among her
own people in their deep musery and degradation  for there
\\-Ouls "be danger, not for hersclf only, but for them, in their
bitter hatred of hes, lost any of them should be barzied into
crime.  * They will learn nothing that is good from you,”
the policeman had said ; ~nd she haew too well tha. she

<ould not vauture tu dwell among them.

' clankin

sitting on her door-sill' looking across the halficleared land
stzetching before her, and watching the branches of the trees
hl‘tin§ themselves languidly in the soft autumn breeze, and
shedding one by one their brown leaves, as if weary of their
summer foliage, when she saw the letter-carrier plodding
over the fickl in the direction of her cottage. Heapproached
her garden wicket, and called out loudly ** Miss Fielding.”
She ran down the naruw path, her heart throbbing vio-
lently, for she had not received half-a-duzen letters in her
whole life, and here was one for her the very day she was
going away.  She did not recognize the handwriting ; how
should she when there was no friend’s writing familiar to
her?  In a moment her thoughts flew to Iazelmount,
Suppose it was Philip writing to her!

But no; that conld not be.  And then the next instant
came the recollection that she had written to the ladies in
whose school she bad been educated at Matthias Levi’s
urgent desite, when he lay dying, telling them frankly her
whole story, and-asking for their counsel and friendship.
Matthias had sent a special and pathetic message to them,
but no answer came before his death, and Carola had scarcely
thought about it since.  When she had thought of it, it had
only been with a feeling that they too. considered her une
wunh{ of their regard. But now the answer was here,
They had gune vut to New Zealany, and Carola's letter had
followed them ; they were replying to it hurriedly, but they
bade her,go to Netherton Hospatal and enquire there for
Sister Elizabeth, who would certainly Lefricnd her.  They
were furwarding Carula'’s letter to her that she might know
her whole history. -

In a mument the heavy burden that had weighed so
heavily on her heart had rolied off.  Was it possible that
she had ever fancied her Lord had fuigotten her 2 The tears
stowd in het ¢y es as shie thuught of it, as though she had judged
where she must go.
her dearest friend harshly. Here were His commands; this was
to get to the nearest station, and make her way to Nether-
ton, instead of Londoun, whither she had vaguely intended to
travel.  The message came not an hour two soun, bt not
too late.

She gathered a bunch of autumn fowars to lay on the old
Jew's grave as shie passed the churchyard on her way to the
statiun.  The litle muund was alicady grass-grown, and
his body was sleeping beneath it, with his face(sull turned
tanard Jerusalem,  Carola read her'letter therein whispers,
as if the deaf ear could perchance catch the answer to the
message he had sent. Then she lawd her head down for a
minute or two on the cool turf, shedding a few tears—not
unhappy vnes, though she was going away, and nught never
sce this quict grave again.  Matthias knew now who the
.’;Icsjsiah was ; Le had scen Jesus of Nazareth, the King of
the Jews.

It was evening when she reached a town in the Bladk
Couniry.  Four sume mules the milway had run through
banks of smuking and bLurning slag, with here and there
ponds of stagnant, drossy-luuhing water, and a few rows of
pollard willows standing beside them. Blotches of dark:
mouthed pits anc .all chimneys clamped with iron, and
engines with theit ung cranks continually rising and falling,
divided the landscape among them, whilst the sctting sun
was guing duwn behind a thick canupy of smoke. t'ugc
skips ascended out of e pits with heavy luads, amid the
of chains, and mysterivus metallic shricks, and
swung down again with & jarring clang into decp caverns
undcrground.

““ Can you tell me where the hospital is?” asked Carola,
when the train left her behind at Netherton, and the busy
porters had time to.attend to her.

¢ Ah, I’ll take you there,” answered one of them; ““1'm
always glad of a chance to sce Sister Elizabeth.  She's been
a rare guwd friend to me, and most on us.  There's a many
on us been in the Orspittle for onc thing or another.™

It was a small, plan, unpretending butlding, and the room
‘in which Carola waited was lare and unadurned.  Through
the window she could see an eatensive plain, thickly dutted
over its whole extent with pits and  engine-huuses, and
chimneys belching vut volumes of smohe. It was easy to
understand that there would be many accidents there, in
that whirl of activity above ground and below.  And Carola
felt that she was cume o take ashare in this energetic swang
of labous.  She had found a home again, a place where she
could work as Christ had worhed on carth.  There was a
. vast field for ministerang to others before her ; hier passion
for luving service would be satisfied here.  No more lonely
days and dreary, desolate thuughts tor her.  She could not
du any great thing, but she could nurse the sick for her
Lord’s sake.

At last, when the night had fallen, the dout opened, and
there cntered a tall, grave lovking, clderly woman, with
clearly cut features and Leen cyes, which surveyed Carola
steadfastly.  The girl had taken off her bonnet, as if she
knzw herself :\lrc:uﬁl at hume, and she met her of scrutiny
with an cager, frank simphiaty, . free from cither affectation
or_cmbarrassment.  But she did not speak until Sistes
Elizabeth addressed her, with a smile stealing over hergrave
Jace. :
¢« 1 know all about you,” she said in a pleasant voice ;
** yous governesses did wisely in sending me your letter, for
there will he no fecling of concealment in vour mind.  And
if you are like your letter, I shall find in you onc who works
for the Lord Jesus Christy, as 1 wash all about me to wo.
Arc you willing to be only a scrvany, if I find you fitted for
nothing clse ?’

¢ T shall be glad 1o be a servant_here,” answered Carola.
*“I'm young and very stroag, and.I can do anything you sct
_me todo. I wantto help to save life, not o destroy it,”
she said in a low tong, as her cyes filled with tears; *‘you
Know Ionce helped to destroy life.”

**Yes,” said Sister Elizabeth; ** Lut ifthat dwells inyour
memory at all, it must make you more patient and morc
watchful if T make you a aurse.  They are rough {olks arc
my pout men and boys, and you mast be cheerful among
them, “and as light hearted as possible. We must make
them happy whilst they are with us, for many of them have
hard Iives clsewhere. 1 want no one here who doces not

Yt she dispused of the little furniture she had bought, and ]
made ready to . The last morning was come and she was

work with all their heart and strength for Jesus Christ’s sale.

She was ready ; all she had to do was:

\"pn mus a0t come because you are lonely, or sorrowful, or
([l‘lsag}z?imed. Whatever you do, you must do-it to the
ord,

‘* Oh, thatis what I want ! ”* cricd Caroln, eagerly, I
am not poor, yoy know ; I have more money than 1 need,
and fou will not have to pay me any wages. If I could be
all u\r long doing what my Lord would have mé do!
Something like what His mother and His sisters would do.
And you makeme fecl as if you were something like them,”
she added, looking into Sister Elizabeth’s grave and beauti-
ful face with reverential eyes.

*“Well, come,” she answered with a smile, T will take
you through my wards.”

It was a small hospital, with only three wards, containing
len beds cach, and these were not all ul], as it was setapart
for accidents and surgical cases only.  With a soft, steady
step Carola walked lkrough the long and lofty rooms, glanc.
ing with compassioti and sympathy on the hard, rough faces
just touched with the refining finger of illness, which were
lifted for an instant as Sit -er Elizabeth and she passed by,
Yes, here indeed was such work as her heart wauld delight
in ; for would not Christ hiave paced patyingly to and fro
among them, perhaps healing onc oranother with His words
or looks 2 She was glad she had strength to brang to the
service of these helpless ones, glad that she could give her
health to the mmistry of the sick.  If her Lord came, and
called for her, she wouldenot be ashamed for Ihm to find
her there.  And in some respects her early life had fitted her
for this work. She had witnessed sickness and suflering
undcr its coarsest and most repulsive aspectsin the miserable
and crowded dwelling places of the East end.  There was
none of that” natural disgust and dismay to overcome, which
is the first tnal of a novice.  These men and boys, disfigured
and repulsive as some of them were, were as brothers to her
—brothers whom she had known when she was young, and
who were now thrown upon her sisterly pity and help.
There was nothing she could not do for them, and already
her brain was busy devising loving plans for the relief of
therr sufferings and the diversion o l}wir thoughts from their
sad condition. *

When night came she went to her little narrow room, as
small and as barely furmslqu as a cellinanunnery. The red
light of the blazing furnaces fell on its white walls, and the
throbnag and clanging of hammers sounded all araund her
Iike the monotonous murmur of the sea beating against a
shore. Over the head of the iron bedstead hung a symbol
which Carola had never yet seen~a crucifix.  She saw the
outstretched hands, with the nails thrust through them, and
the bowed head crowned with thoras, and the body droop-
ing wearily with anguish on the cross; and she stood aghast
like one who comes suddenly upon a terrible and awful scene.
The thought of her Lord’s death was too vivid in her mind
for her to look cahnly on such a memorial ofit.  She could
hardly read the record of it in the gospel 3 but to behold it
thus set forth before her cyes was more than she could bear.
She threw herself on her knees, and hid her face from it,
weeping  passionately, as Mary wept at the sepulchre
when she found her Lord taken away, and she knew not
where they bad laid Him. ¢ They crucified Him§ th
crucified Him!™ she moaned agan and agaun to hcrsel?:
until at last she fell aslecp, sobbing now and then as one
that cannot be comforted ; and Sister Elizabeth coming in
softly about midnight found her on the floor, with tears
upon her long eyclashes and her face pale and quivering as
if she had been suffering profound grief.

(T be continued. )
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WICLIFS ITINERANT PREACHERS.

How highly he salued the influence of the spoken Word,
and how anxiously he sought to bring it before the people,
i$ best known by %is institution of Poor or Simple Priests.
Russibly, as has been remarked, what was in interested quar-
ters resented and resisted as an endeavour both to supp]anl
the cxisting mendicant orders and to.ignore the authonty of
the pope, might under different circumstances have rﬁuflcd
10 the establishment of a ncw mendicant order, and in the
beginning of a new Catholic revival. At the same time
there must have been acumbative clement in Wiclif's pricsts,
cven before his own attitude had become onc of general re-
volt. They scem tohave gone forth frum Oxford and morces-
peaally frum Leigester (which is not far from Lutterworth),
clad in lung garments of red woollen, barcfooted, and staffin
hand. Their mission was to teach simple tiuths in siinple
words, declanng ** God's law ™ in church or chapel when
admitted to a pulpit, otherwisc in the church-yards or public

ilaces.  They must have tricd the patience of many an
toncst pricst anxious todo his duty by his ¢ parnshioners,”
like Chaucer’s Poor Parson of a Town, into the picture of
whom Chaucer is supposed to have introduced a feature
ot two of Wiclifite suinerant.  Fettered, as far as we'know,
iy no rules ur _restactions, Wichf's mission-men may have
often had litle to distinguish them {rom the mendicant
friars but the voluntary nature of their daily self-denial.
Like the friars, they no doubt often became the confidential
friend of the lowly, sharing their sympathies, and very likely
groaning with them over their grevances.  These wander-
ing preachers must have become less and less amenable to
control, more cspecially when (in imitation perhaps of the
ckample previously set oy the Waldenses) even laymen were
allowed to take part in the labours of the mission.  No won-
der that in the end the attempt was made (in May, 31382)
by Archbishop Courtenay to extinguish theitinerants § The
Lonls consented to his proposal, but the Commons hesitated;
and it was necessary to resort toan audacious manauvre for
giving statutory power to & tuyal ordinance which had been
ohtained agrinst the preachers.

This institution of Wyclif's connects itsclf with some of the
mast important cfforts of his late carcer.  From many points
of view his translation of the Bible furmed an indispensabic
cumplement of his previous activity, but it was, aboveall, an
invaluable 2id to his endeavour to make the truth in its un-
adoined undisguised simplicity, known throughnot the land.
He had long been speaially distinguished by his exposition of

Holy Scnptures at Oaford, where aca:lemical enthusiasm had



