
602 The Methodist Magazine.

So he answered coldly, ",'Lou inust take your own way, Stephen.
1 arn an old man. I have hiad niy say in rny generation, maybe
I haven't any rigft to meddle witii yours. New men, new tiines."
Then, being- conscious that he was a littie ungenerous, he wc!ked
off to Mrs. Sandal, and left the loyers together. Steve would have
forgiven 'lie rrluirs- a great dr<. 1 more for such an opportunitv,
espe.-ia--1:,- a., aX stili kinder after-thought followed it. For he had
not gone far hefore he turned, and called back, ,"Bring Steve
into the bouse, Ctiàrlotte. lie will stay, and have a, bit of supper
with us, no doubt." But Sandal was not an uni ast man; and
having given them the opportunity, hie did flot blame tlîcm for
taking it. l3esides he Could trust Chiarlotte.

During supper the conversation turned againi t1o Stephen's future
plans. Whether the squire liked to admit the fact or not, he ivas
deeply interested in them; and he listened earefully to whiat the
young man said.

ciIf I amn going to trust to sheep, squire, then I rnay as well have
plenty to trust to. I think of buying the Penghyil ' walk,' and
putting a thousand on it.'

My son g, Stephien ! "
"I can manage them quite well. I shalh get more shepherds,

and thiere are new ways of doing things that lighten labour verv
much. I bave been finding out ail about them. I think of taking
thrvee thousand fleeces, at the verx' least, to Bradford ncxt summer."

-Don't be in a hui-ry, mx- lait. There are soîne things in life
that aire woî-th a deal moi-e than money, -things that money
cannot buy. Let monev take a backward plaice." Thien lie
voluntarily asked about the processes of spinning and weai-ing-
wool, and in spite of bis pi-ejudices w-as a littie excited over
Stephen's startling statements and statisties.

Indeed, the young man w'as so interesting, that Sandal ment
with him to the hali-door, and stood there with him, listening- to
his graphie descriptions of the wool-rooms at the top of the great
Yorkshire î%iills. « I'd like well to take vou through one, squire.
Fleeces? You would be wonder-struck. t ýre are long staple and
short stc-ple: silkly wool and woolly woi; bl ack fleeces froin the
Punjauh, ai. J curly white ones from BomnbaN ; long ;varps froin
Russia, short ones from Butenos Avres; littlé Spanish fleeces, and

ou on es'norcl-and and Cun. ,erland skins that beat ever-
thing- in the woid for size. And then to see them turned into
cloti- as fast as steam can do it! Mv word. squire, there neve-
wvas magic or witchcraift like the steam and metal witchcraft of a
Yorkshir-e iii."

"Well. w-eu, S-teve. I don't fret rnvself, becaiise I amn set in
stiller vavs, ,and I don't blame those wiho like the hur-î-vnent 'Wf
steam aa-d inetal. Each of us lias God's w-ili to do, and oui- ow'n
r-ace to mun; and mav w'c prosper."

After this, Steve, sometimies gaining and som( iies ]osing,
gradualis wvon his way back to thée squire's liking. tephen w-cnt
in and out of the pleasant "Seat" da ' shine and dat-k, as the
acknow'ledged lover of Charlo'te Sandal.

602


