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The Storyteller.

A WINSOME MAID.

(Conrlu.non.')
Butit was hard work. Now she had the wind in her tee<h.

and she made but little headway. Still she struggled bravely on,and
was gradually approaching the landing-stage when a big wave
struck the side of the boat andshe aiaKgeied aud almost fell from
h«r Heat. Inaninstant she recovered herself and sat up breathless
and alarmed. Then, suddenly, a cry esuapeJ her trembling lips.
One of the oars had slipped from her grasp,and theboat was soon
being whirled away before the storm, completely beyond her
control.

Upon the oppositebank,gazing out across the lake,stodd a tall
broad-shouldered young man,his hands behind his back,his hat
welldownoverhis eyes.

4Ihave not courage to present or introduce myself,'he mur-
mured, his eyesfixed upon the old house, just visible through the
trees.

'
I'd like tomake their acquaintance, but would rather they

didnot know any more than
'

Heuttered acry ofhorror.'
A boatI My God ! She will be lost!

'
Then, running forward with the utmost speed, be s-prang

downupon a grassy ledge, not a foot from the water,and facing
the girl as she was carried helplessly along, heshouted atthe topof
his voice:'

A rope
—

throw it to me
—

if youcan
'

Sheila heard and comprehended, but Ithe pitiless wind bore
her madlyon. Still, her presenceof mind did not forsake her, and,
groping round thebottom of the boat, she soon found what he had
asked for.'

It's useless,Ifear,' Bhe murmured. 'Hecould neverovertake
menow. Death stares me in the face. My God, mercy1 Mary,
help me ! IntoThy hands, O Lord,Icommend my spirit !' And
she closedher eyes with asigh.

But as she breathed her prayer another squall swept up the
lake from the opposite direction,and the boat was tossed back,
then landedupona sand-bank abouttwenty yards from the shore.

Quiok !'cried the youngman. 'Another instant and youmay
be whirled off again. Fasten the rope to the seat and throw it
tome.'

White andresolute,Sheila stoodup and followinghis instruc-
tions implicitly, sent the rope flying through the air.

Verydexterously he caughtit andwithoutmuch trouble hauled
theboat up to the bank, then,bending,caught herhandandassisted
her on to the grass.

4 Thank you,' she said, lookingat him,her beautiful clear eyes
full of de"*p gratitude. 'You havesaved my life.'

4 With God's help, yes,' he answered. ■ You were certainly in a
bad way. Itwas rash to go out boating by yourself in such uncer-
tain weather.'

4 Yes, butitseemed quite settled when Ilefthome. AndIdid
not mean to go far.'

He smiled.
'

One's intentions count for little against such a
wind.'

4Very little,' she said quietly. 'Thank you fcr your timely aid
—so much.'

4Not at all.'
Her manner had grown colder, more dignified, and he

glanced ather uneasily. Did she mean to suggest that he should
leaveher.

41don't like to go till Isee you safely home,' he said. 'My
nameis George Lyons. Iam a guest of the parish priest, Fath(r
Tom Ryan. Of course you know him .'

'

She smiled as she looked up at him, and he felt that he had
neverseen such abeautiful girl."

Everyone round here knows and loves Father Tom,' she re-
plied. '

Ihaveknownhim all my life. My name is Sheila Burke.
Ilivewith my mother at Leamount. He may have mentioned un
to you.'

4 Indeed he has, frequently. May Iescort you home and pay
my respects to Mrs. Burke /'

4 Certainly,' she cried gaily.
'Ifeel that we have been intro-

duced,and my mother will long to thank and bless you when she
hears what youhave done for me. See, there is Leamount winning
through the trees. Across the lake itis very near, but wemust
walk roundsomemilts to itnow.'

Then, leaving the boat highand dry uponthe bank, the young
people struck out together through the fields-.

Mrs. Burke, who had spent an anxious morning,receipt d her
daughter withopen arms, and thankedand welcomed George Lyons
most warmly.

4 Father Tom hns beenhere andhe was telling me about jou,
"

she cried, wringing his hand. 'He says you love Ireland and the
Irish, so Iwaa prepared to like you when you came. Hut your
goodness to my Sheila makes you doubly welcome, and Ifeel Ican
neverthank youenough. Were youever in Ireland before '''

Never. All my life has been spent in Australia. But my
parents were Irish, and taught me to kuow and love the old
country.'

1I'm glad ofthat.'
4lf you've livein Australia,'began Sheila. Then she stopped

short witha quick blush.
1Yes,' he replied, smiling. 4 I'm ready to answer any ques-

tions.'
4Oh,Iwas goin* to ask rather a silly one

— if,as you came
from Australia,youhadever met my uncle, Mr. Myles Burke1But
then Australiaib an immense country. And so

'

lltis immense,'heanswered gravely.
'
But Ihave met your

uncle,Mr. Burke.''Oh 1 Andhis adoptedson?
'

A curious expressionflitted across the youngman's faoe, andhe
looked quickly awayashe said :

1And his adopted son.''la henice ?
'

'I 'He reddenedslightly.
'
Ihardly know. At leaßt— l'd

rather not say.''
That

"—
Sheila's face clouded— "does not speak well for him,

I'm afraid. And I'm sorry, for. afl youperhaps know, when my
uncle dies he succeeds to this place.'' Yea,Iknev. I 'He heai*"fltf>d But pray do not allow
me to prejudice youagainst him. Some people,Ibelieve,like him
vci)

—
<il li^at, fairly well.'

Sheila laughed.'
You are not enthusiastic. And after all we need not care

whether he is nice or not. My uncle seems to love him.''Yes, warmly, that he does And he is devotedheart and soul
to him.''

That is in his favor.''Perhaps. Buthe would be a brute if he did not love theman
whohas been father, benefactor, friend— everything tohim.''

You speak warmly,' said Mrs. Burke.
'
And Imust cayI

agree with you.''
Ispeak as J feel," he said,rising from his seat.

'AndnowI
must hurry away. Ihavepromised to beback tolunch withFather
Tom. MayIcome overagain to-morrow and ccc somethingof the
place .7'.

7 ''Certainly. You'll be be welcome. Sheila will show you
round.''

With pleasure,' the girl answered.
'But come early. The

afternoon is tobe devotedto the school children, to whom my aunt,
Mrs. Walker, is standing a tea. in honor of St. Patrick's Day. We
are to have rompß and games in thepark anda grand spread in the
coach-house afterwards.''

How delightful! MayIcome upand help?
'

'Certainly, if you will. Father Tom is,of coursecoming.''
(rood. Then Ishall be sure to accompany him. But I'll

come also in the morning, ifImay.''
You will be most welcome.'

'Thank you. Good-by.' And taking up his hat he went
away. * " *

Early nextmorningGeorge Lyons strolled up the long winding
avenue that led to Leamount. 'Iam not sure that lam right

—
and yet hove easy I've driftedintoit,' he said, a troubled look in his
handsome eyes.

'
And it waahis wish. From the momentImade

the acquaintance of Father Ryan in Switzerland that summer and
he invited me topay him a visit,he never rested tillIaccepted it.He wished us to meet ; toknow each other;hoped She'svery
beautiful, very charming—

fit to be a queen;while I She
must surely have a high ideal ! She is so good, so noble. How
dare Iventure to My God !he'll be a lucky man who wins
her love— lucky indeed.'

And sighing heavily, he Ptood still for a moment, gazing up
through the leafless trees at the clear, blue sky ;then witha Bmile
strode briskly on.

At tHe entrance to the garden he found Sheila talking to one
of the men. She was simply attired in a dark-blue sergeskirt and
coat, a pink flannel b'ouee, and a plain straw hat. Yet as the
eun fell upon her golden brown hair and slim, lithe figure shemade, thought Lyons, one of the most beautiful pictures he bad
c\er seen.'

She is far beyond anythingIeverdreamed of or expected,'he
murmured. Neither Father Tom nor her photograph spokehalf
the truth.'

'Good mornin"-. Mr. Lyons,' cried Sheila, stepping forwardto
meethim,hereyea -shiningwith healthandhappiness,her sweetface
wreathed in smiles. 'Ihave been giving directions about our tea-
party. Isn't it,delightful that the day is so fine ? '' Yes. Everything will go off better.''

Ishould think so. Poor mites! A wetafternoon would spoil
all. Butthe weather has been steadily improving since yesterday.
Even the lake would be safe now.'' Yes,' eagerly. 'Shall we go for a row ?

'
'No, thanks;not at present. Imust play the part of show-

woman,or my mother would not be pleased. This is the garden.'
Ami she led the way into a big,high-walled garden, where vege-
tables und all kinds of old-fashioned flowers grew together in sweet
prohi-ion. ' Isn tit nice ?

'
' IVriectly b autiful,' ho murmured, stealing surreptitious

glances at the girl's rounded cheek and delicately regular profile.'
But what an awful brutn your uncle's heir will feel if you and

Mr. Burke insist on leavirxgyourhome onhis account!
'

Sheila turned and lookedat him witha faint smile.
'It will not be a case of insisting. We shall be expected to

go.' ' Oh,no ; I'm surehe would never wish or expect you to do
such a thing.''

He's a stranger,and will not care.''
I am convinced he'll care

—
a great deal. Couldn't it be

arranged that you and Mrs. Burke could stay and '
1That is a question 1do not think weneeddiscuss,' said the

girl with cold dignity.'Licu&e meif 1presumed toofar." Lyons reddenedto the roots
of his hair.

'
ButIdidn't mean that I

—
only ''

Y<m meant kindly, Iam sure;so pray say nomore,' Sheila
said gently.

'
Butmy mother andIare resigned to what weknow

isright andnatural. Myuncle has been most generous in allowing
us to remain on here;but whenhe dies we shallgo willingly to a
little cottage near.
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