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IWeil then, the body, înamma-will that do?"
Mrs. Westertonwîitb a wvry face made a quickgesture of resig-

nation and bier daughter went on.
"lBut money isn't ail. At least it isn't ail to me. 1 get se

sick at times of this monotonotîs road of society caUls and five
o'clock teas, witb the petty small talk ; the balis even I tire of,
althougb I do love a good dance eccasionally. And it is sucb a
relief for me te coîne in and shut out ail this paltriness and sit
down at thîe feet of tiiese great minds wvhose words corne
down tbroughi the ages, as beautiful and strenigthcning to-day
as wlien they were first uttered-Oh the pocîs fil1 me îvith food
and drink, witb the very master of the gods."

Mrs. Westerton looked at hier daughter's flushed face and
glowving eyes in ivonder anti disr-nay, niucb indeed as a wvoodland
ivren migbt look at a young cuckoo she iad unwittingly hatched
out. Papa Westerton aiso lookcd at hier over the top of bis
paper, and over bis spectacles and at that moment shie se
resembied bis only sister wvbo had died in bier yeuth tbat hie
spoke up in hier defence.

"Let lier aione mamma-let lier have lier little fling. It can't
do ber any barm. I rernember our Lina used te be crazy after
books and pocts and aIl that sort of thixîg, and-yes-come to
tbink of it--l believe sbe once stood up and spoke a picce at
a Sunday school service, just a year or so before-"

An impatient gesture from Mrs. Westerton terminated the
tender family remîniscences wviich ivere forthcoming, and witb
îvbich Mrs. Westerton had ne patience. She looked upen
this tendcncy to speak of bis humble and respectable rural past
as lier lîusbancl's cbief wvcakness, a thing not te be cncouraged.
The idea of a man ini Mr. Wcsterton's position speaking quite
preudiy of his sister reciting at a Sunday scboel service in an
insignificant country.

With swift intuition Helen understood, and to bier father sbe
appeaied ivitb instinctive affection.

IlLook bere papa," she said suddenly seating herseif upon bis
knee and tossing bis paper te anc side; Ilmamnia is afraid 1 arn
stage struck and w~ili one day clope with a leng-baired actor.
Nov you know 1 won't. Ail I want is ta take a few lessons in
clocution s0 that 1 can speak aloud so as to, please myseîf, and
perbiaps yeu too, the soul stirring ivords I read. Is tbere any
barmi in that? If i asked you for lessons on the guitar or
violinor anytbing fashionable wouldn't you be deliglîted? Weil,
why not learn to speak as well as play or sing properly ?"

IIt's a fact. Tliere, there, go and coax your mether ovcr.
l'in quite willing, on one condition" laughied Mr. Westerton.

"Nameit papa."
"That you ncvcr declair n L public."
"Never papa? "
"Never, until you bave my consent te do so."

Helen boundcd oflîis knee and clapped lier lîands.
IlNowv manima, i you heard tîat ? I promise never ta declaim

or speak, or rccite in public, îvitliout papa's consent wvlicli you
ivill take care 1 shaîl neyer get, Can't I go now?"

Mrs. Westcrten bceld up twe whîite jeîvelled bands with a
gesture of despair.

"lDo as yeu picase t'eu are beyond my comprebiensien.
But if yeu must go, sec that you get only tbe best tcaclicrs."

In lier own room, Helen engaged bier Shakespeare, bier
Browning and lier other favorites who in gorgeous editions-de-
luxe lay on lier pet book sbclf.

"lOh you darlings 1" she cried in an extravagance of joy,
"won't 1 work and be wvortliy of yeu. I shahl ne longer be an

idle seciety belle. -Ishah lbe and do sometlîing."

Soine tbree years after this Mr. Westerton returned from the
city most uncxpcctedly, anîd riglît ini the middle cf the day.
Mrs. Westertonbhadlgone out shopping and Helen ran deovnstairs
in ne small alarm.

"Papa, oh papa wbat is the matter? you look se iii," sbe cried
and laying lioldof bis armn shie led lîim into the drawing roem.
Staggerir.g like a drunken man bie ivent passively and dropped
wvith a heavy sighi upen anc of the luxurieus lounges.

"I1-tleuglit.it-best-to-conie.bome," bie said speaking witb
difficulty.

" Yes-papa, oh yes 1 i arn se glad yen came home. How de
you feeli? is it your lîead ? how wvere you taken sick? " said the
anxious girl, wvith lier whîite finger smoetbing back the lîairfrem
lis cold and claînmy foreiîead.

IlIt is net sickness my girl, it is semetlîing worse. We arc
ruined."

" Ruined, pennîless, oh my God 1" and Mr. *esterton leaned
forward with Ibis elbows on bis knees and bis face buried in his
bands, tlîe picture of despair.

",But-won't-wen't tbiîîgs corne round ail riglît again? You
bave lets of property and stocks and bonds and ail these what-
you-calls. Cen't you convert tbem i nto money? "

"Tbey are ail gone already, every stiver, swallowed up in
speculation. Every cent bas gone dewn in M'ail street."

Helen steod leoking don'n upon bier fatber's bowved bead. Per-
baps it wvas only fancy, but it scemed te bier that it bad suddenly
beceme grayer than before ; certainly bis face had aged ail of
ten years since the financial panic of last îveek. The anxiety,
thîe barassing fluctuatiens of hope and fear, tlîe tbouglit of bis
entire fortune, the werk of years being at stake, bad told upen
bim as ne speculatien bad ever dene before. His nigbts liad
been sleepless, lis days miserable ; bie inwardly cursed tbe mad
gambling impulse wbich bad led bim. te risk aIl in one great
tbrouv.

Helen knelt at bis feet and threw bier arias about bis neck.
"lNeyer mind papa, it's only the less ef money after ail, we'l

make it up somehow. Comie, kiss me and look up. Haven't
you got .me papa? wueuln't yeu have missed me more tban
anytbing you have lest ?"'

Mr. Westerton raised bis biaggard face and drewber te, bis heart. -

IlMy poor ignorant Nellie 1 you don't know wbat this means.
Look at tlîis beautiful berne, uve must Ineve out of it, yeu can't
go into seciety any nmore, tbe friends yeu bave bad uvili cut yeu
wvbcn tbey know you are in poverty. Peverty i Oh heavens h
wbat bave I donc l'It uvill kihi yeur mother."

Helen was of a brave and resolute nature but the tbougbt of
ber mother miade bier pause. Her mother a leading seciety
woinan, brougbt te poverty, absolute poerty 1 The tbo'ught
appalled lier, sbe could net fancy bier motber existing witlîout
luxury, uitiiout carniages, ivitheut servants, without ail the seft
refinements tbat nîoney can buy.

IlCan notbing be donc papa ? » slîe asked, Ilfor motber's sake
you knew."

Mr. Westerton sheok bis head.
"AIL is lest-irretrievably lost. 1 fe], se upset, can't get

bold of myseif somebow, I think P'i go upstairs and lie down
aîvhile."

Alas 1 lie neyer get hold of biînself. The strain bad been tee
great, in anothier heur lie lay a nerveless wreck, a hopeless
paralytic, ruincd in body, mind and estate by the demon
speculation.

It took Helen some time to realize the extent of the calamîty.
Mrs. Westerton's dismay, lier wild grief, lier hysterical distress,


