
Kathie' s Murillo
A STORY FOR MOTHERS.

By ERIE WATEKS

-W1 4L You coine-to please me, Kathie ? We
would rather stay at homne, of course; but

VV it seerns a littie selfish, does it not, dear,
to disappoint inother on bier hirthday,

when slie so loves to gather us ail together?"
Harry spoke pleadingly to bis delicate wife. That

somiething had well-nîgh broken lier heart one could 'see
at a glance.

"Please do not ask -me, Hlarry. It would be too

bard-too bard-to see the other cbildren. We liad himi

-our babv-last year," and the bereaved mother pressed

lier handkýerchief to bier eyes as sbe struggled to control

herself. 'Your mnother is a saint, 1arry. I wisb I

were like lier. She stems to stand betweeti two worlds-
a band stretclied ont ta ecd. She says, 'There are

more on the otber side,' and yet sbe is sa ebeerful and
liappy witb us liere."

"Neyer mind, dear ; I amn sorry I spoke. Mother
will understand."

Stifling a sigb, the young man, wlio sadly mnissed bis

littie son, tried to ebeer bis wife, knowing that sbe bad

exerted berself to breakfast witli bin. "Katbie,". lie

said, as hie started for bis office, "wîll you go into the

drawing-room. presently ? You will find sometbing tbat

I wanted to give you in our happy days. Promise,

dear, that it will not make you morbid, or mnelanclioly.

If it does, away it goes, as an extra birtliday-gift to
mother."

Hie was gone. Tbe door closed bebind Min. Kathie

watcbed h *im from lier coucli drawn close to the bay-

window. Hie looked back, as bie did. every morning,
lîfted bis bat and waved farewell in bis own brigbt,

manly way ; tben moved on briskly, swîngîng an armn as

bie tuýrned tbe corner.
Harry Wentwortli kept mucli of bis cheerfulness for

bis wife and friends. Hie could forget, and concentrate

his keen intellect on business matters. But no one knew

of the flrst moments in the office, wlien bie closed the

door , opened tbe roll-top desk and looked at tbe picture

of the little 'boy lie bad idolised ; for wbom lie bad

butit bigli hopes ; for wbom lie was preparing a place

in tbe world. On this particular morning bis tbougbts

dwelt on bis wife. Tbe sudden deatli of their cbild a

year ago bad proved sa great a sbock tbat it lad left

bier an invalid. Constant brooding was causing deep

anxietv to bier iriends. Tliey seemed powerless to arouse

lier ; tbiere was danger of clironic melancboly.
In leaving bier alone witli bis gift, Harry was trying

an ahnost dangerous experiment. Entering the drawing-

room, Katbie closed the door and stood breatbless and

tremulous. On tlie wall, wliere tlie light fell clearly-in

a ricli and appropriate setting-iung an exquisite paint-

ing-Murillo's Madonna and Cbild, copied, as sbe divined,

by one of tbe greatest modemn painters. As sbe gazed,

she was moved by many and strong emotions. "My

little child !My little child! " she cried, as sbe saw the

perfect likeness. She lield out empty, aching arms to

tbe Babe, uplield by the calm, patient Madonna.
Worn ont at last, she sank into tlie easy clair that

Harry bad placed in front of the picture. The Cbild

seemed to follow bier witli sorrowful eyes ; to look re-

proachfully, patiently, lovingly. The painting was one

that had beld a powerful attraction for Katbie wlien on

a visit to Italy. A pbotograpb bad helped to recaîl it,

but could not convey tlie beauty of colour. It lad-in

their bappy days-been Harry's dream. to give bier

somiething as near the original .as genîns and mnoney

could compass. Wealtb was coming slowly, but at somne

sacrifice lie lad obtained a copy. It bad come, tbe pity

of it, as witb miany choice blessîngs, too late. His

gift sa long planned, miglit only serve to re-open the

flood-ga~tes of lier misery, for their little son bad been

Singu!larlv like the Infant in Murillo's great painting. On

opening ilie box, tbe picture lad made so strong an im-

pression on Harry that lie dared to liope it would bring

comfort and bealing to bis wife.
Naturally unselflsli and merry of beart, Kathie had

reacbed a point where conscience and care for others be-

gan to stir afresb. As sbe looked at tbe'Baby-face, it

seemned almost alîve,-lier own little one comie back. She

realised afresli all the goodness of bier liusband ; ahi bis

patience and bis strivings to conquer bis own grief. The

Baby-eyes seemed to plead for hini too . The longer she

looked tbe more tenderly and soothingly did tbe speli of

trutb and beauty work upon lier.

It was a ri'sis in bier mental and religions life. The
i ery sensitiveflcss of hier nature ; hier vivid, poetic imag-
ination liad made the disaster greater, when the child,
îîpon whom she was lavisbing mother-love, was suddenly
snatched fron hier. Now the enormity of lier selfishness
-for so she deemed a very natural grief-camne before
lier. She had feit, with miany a mnourner, that part of

the wealtli of love that stili went out to bier child was

thrust back upon lierseif. ln this moment of revelation,
with the Madonna's calm. eyes upon hier, she, read the
lesson. She need not give away bier b*aby's share (Oh,
no!) ; but the God-given love should go out, to those

who needed it. Mind and memor'y worked vividly this

morning. She recalled a legend, long since forgotten, of

a widowed mother, seeking hier child in Heavenly flelds,
whoa carne uipon a band of children :

"Briglitly on their golden heads their golden crowns
were g-lancing-Child Jesus led them playing."

The mother-so the story ran-found hier own dear
one left far behind the others. The child cried sadly:
"Oh mother, littie mother mine, behind the rest 1 tarry,
For sec how heavy with your tears the pitcher 1 must

carry;
If you had ceascd to weep for mue when Jesuis went a-

miaving,
1 shonld have been among the blest with littie Jesus'

playing.",
And thus, picture and legend and Kathie's own sweet

nature worked together for hier good. Whien she met
lier husband on lis return, the light of a great resolition
shone on hier face. Somnething of the Madonna's pa-
tience and calmness was bringing stillness to the quiver-

ing lips. M'len she drew him. to the picture ; when she

thianked him, with lier face hidden on bis breast-mur-
miuring words of contrition and tenderness-Harry feit a

great anxiety lifted, and knew that lis gift, and a

painter's power had donc their work.
The next week was a busy one for Kathie. Gifts

were prepared for many children. She went into humble
bomes, carrying personal symipatby to bappy mothers,
rejoicing witli tbem, and taking their little ones into

bier armjs. But nature liad to be reckoned witb, and, at

intervals, tbe now willing spirit was arrested by weak-
ness, and. violent beadaclies.

The birtbday of bier motber-in-law drew near. Witb

renewed nnselflsbness, sbe determined to go withliber
busband and share in the celebration of the most im-

portant anniversary in tbe Lawrence f amily, wlien young

and old gatbered gyladly. It was a double celebration,
being the birthday also, of little ?Benny, one of tbe
grandcbildren.
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