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sense which understands. I arn afraid,
Father, it may lie my vanity and pre-
sumption.'

Father Benwell leaned back lux u-
riously in bis chair. 'I1 like that
modesty,' he said, with a relishing
smack of bis lips as if modesty was as
good as a meal to biin. ' There is
power of the right sort, Arthur, hid-
den under the difidence that does you
honour. I arn more than ever satis-
lied that I have been riglit in re-
porting you as worthy of this most
serlous trust. I believe the conver-
sion of the owner of Vange Abbey is
-in your bands-no more than a mat-
ter of time.'

May I ask what his riame is 3
Certainly. His narne is Lewis Ro-

Inaynie.'
'When do you introduce me to, bim 3'
Impossible to say. I have flot yet

been introduced myseif.'
You don't know Mr. iRomayne 3'
'I have neyer even seen bim.'

These discuuraging replies were
made with the perfect cornposure of a
man who saw bis way clearly before
bim. Sinking from one depth of per-
plexity to another, Penrose ventured
on putting a last question. 'How arn
I to ajiroach Mr. Romayne 3' lie
asked.

'I1 can only answer that, Arthur, by
admitting you stili further into my
confidence. It is disagreeable to me,'
said the reverend gentleman, with the
most becoming, humility, ' to speak of
myseif. But it must be done. Shall
we have a littie coffee, to belp us
througb tbe coming extract from Father
Benwell's autobiography ? Don't look
80, serious, my son! When the occa-
sion permits it, let us take life ligbtly.'
H1e rang the bell and ordered the cof-
fee, as if hie were the master of the
bouse. The servant treated him with
the most scrupulouii respect. Hehum-
mied a littie tuue, and talked at inter-
vals of the weather, wbile tbey were
waiting. ' Plenty of sugar, Arthur V'
hie inquired, wbien the coffee was
brouglit in. ' No 3 Even in trifles, I

should have been glad to, feel that
there was perfect syrnpathy between
us. I like plenty of sugar myseif.'

Having sweetened bis coffee with
the closest attention to the process, lie
was at liberty to enligliten his youing
friend. H1e did it so easiiy and so0
cheerf ully, that a far less patient man
thain Penrose would have listened to-
bim witb interest.

CHAPTER III.

THE INTRODUCTION TO RO.3IY-NE.

'1IXCEPTING my employment
hJ ere in the library,' Father

Benwell began, ' and some interesting
conversation with Lord Loring, to
wbich I shahl presently allude, I au,
almost as great a stranger in this
bouse, Arthur, as vourseif. Wben the
object which we now have in view was
first taken seriously into consideration,
1 bad the honour of being personally
acquainted with Lord Loring. I was,
also aware that lie was an intimate and
trusted friend cf liomayne. Under
tliese circumstances, bis lordship pre-
sented himself to our point of view, as
a means of ap)proacbing the owner of
Vange Abbey without excitinc, dis-
trust. I was charged accordingly with
the duty of establishing myself on'
terms of intimacy in this bouse. By
way of xnaking room for me, the spi-
ritual director of Lord and Lady Loi-
ing was attached, in some inferior capa-
city, to a mission abroad. And he'e,
I am in bis place! By-tbe-way, don%'
treat me (wben we are in the presence
of visitors) witb any special marks Of
respect. I arn not Provincial of our
Order in Lord Loring's bouse-I aU>
one of the inferior clergy.'

Penrose looked at birn withi adDi-
ration. ' It is a great sacrifice to make,
Father, in your position, and at your
age.'

1Not at ai, Arthur. A position Of
autbority involves certain tem ptatiolI$
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