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THE SHADOW HAND

: The Story of a Wonderful Mother
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H WONDERFUL day framed in the Paris spring—
Paris of five years ago, when no hint of war
disturbed the careless gaiety of the Latin
Quarter; a day vivid with colour which sent
artists scampering to their palettes;aday mur-
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bird notes and the whispering of tender leaves
into an immortal Summer song. Even journalists, sleuth-
like in their ceaseless search for the bizarre, the unusual,
turned their minds from plots and crimes and took frank
delight in a day pregnant with promise, of ambitions
almost realized, when the Key to the Secret of Life seemed
to hang within reach—just around the next corner.

Jeanette Lacy turned her back to the window, lest she
should be tempted to look out at the trees bursting into
bud and blossom, lest she should fall a-dreaming an¢ scorch
the finely pleated shirt which steamed gently beneath her
iron.

Her hand passed back and forth, not because she was
intent upon her work, but with the dexterity of long
practice. True, she had blotted out
the sight of azure sky, bursting flower,
and swift darting bird, but she could
not blot out her dreams by simply
turning her back upon the window.
They rose magically life-like and cen-
‘tred, now as ever, around Gerald, her
son—Gerald, but yesterday a chubby,
tyrannical young autocrat in pinafores,
to-day a twenty-two-year-old pupil of
the great Victor Dessart.

Those twenty-two years were not
divided into meagre periods, each con-
taining three hundred and sixty-five
days; they were a-throb with absorbing
episodes ‘‘when Gerald was—" or
‘“before Gerald had—'" or * after
Gerald did—" He was the axis on
which her world revolved.

The first vivid happening in Gerald's
life—passing tenderly over the breath-
less surprises of early babyhood—
dated from his fifth birthday. Amongst
his gifts was a somewhat advanced
drawing book, a presentation from a
relative of his dead father. This well-
meaning lady knew little about chil-
dren and nothing about drawing, but
the book cost ten cents less than the
amount she had set aside to pay, it
had a pretty cover, and—she bought it!

Gerald took it and disappeared.
After a little, he came to his mother,
flushed and angry.

“I can’'t make him look walking,”
he said, the tragedy of uncrowned
effort quivering in his voice.

With a faithfulness of outline which
amounted to the wizardly, the child had y
copied a dog supposed to be running, !4’
but he had failed to catch that subtle
something which made the animal {
“look walking.” \

For a moment Jeanette stared at her g
son with a sort of awe; then choking N
back a joyous sob, she gathered him
into her arms, muttering incoherent
things against his hair. What
mother of us has not looked at the ar-
tistic efforts of our children and
thought pityingly of Reynolds, Turner,
Valasquez?

HE never marvelled at her ability to
make the dog ‘‘look walking'’; he
accepted it just as the child accepts
superior physical strength, the cunning
by which broken toys are made whole,
torn garments mended, bread, milk,
sugar and eggs converted into a tooth-
some pudding. Had his baby mind
reasoned out the circumstances at all,
he might have felt that the few strokes
his mother added were totally unim-
portant; he had drawn the dog. So presently he forgot
that she had contributed to the picture at all, and both he
and she exhibited it as his work. It is impossible to say
which enjoyed the speechless admiration and generous
prophecies of their friends the more.
" That episode formed the key note of all those which
crowded into the following years; it was a basic theme
upon which Gerald’s largos, andantes, allegros and doloro-
sos were built. He drew many, many dogs, but his
mother, unrealized by him, made them ‘look walking.”

If she missed a hot, quivering little body pressed close
against her while she held the baby fingers and guided the
pencil’s strokes; if she saw that, as the child grew older, he
resented her criticism and denied the help she gave, she
made no sign. She went on helping, but in subtler, less
apparent ways. Hers was the creative mind behind Ger-
ald’s technical skill, hers the breath which gave his crea-
tions life. For years, her days and nights were spent in
devising means by which he might learn this trick without
realizing that he did not know it!

She discovered early that self-confidence was a potent
factor in Gerald’s work, that any harsh criticism, any
aspersion cast upon his ability not only enraged, but
wounded and depressed him, so that the hurt showed for
weeks in his faltering brush.

‘“ Appallingly ambitious,” he overheard a woman remark
at one of the “private exhibitions" his mother frequently
gave. “Isn’t it a pity he is allowed to attempt anything
so far beyond his powers? The poor child should be told

‘“Why, you blessed angel, I have known
it for months,” cried the girl, “‘ever since
the day Gerald's sketches were returned.
What are a journalist's eyes for but to
worm out other people's secrets? B eside,
any one could have guessed—that is, any
one except John Gerald's son!”
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what to draw—something simple which he could accoms-
plish without any help.”

“What should a child draw?”’ he cried rudely. “Bowls
of_pansxps, or vases or tea cups? Look! I shall draw some.-
thing simple without any help,” and, seizing a pencil
Gerald made on the wall an excellent caricature of the
offending lady, herself!

When she realized that her remark was responsible
for a fit of hysterics, she apologized handsomely—and
bought the picture; but weeks elapsed before Gerald’s
self-confidence was restored.  For days at a time he would
not touch a brush, and then, when he'did, it was in a half-
hear\t\eld man l}er.

“What’s the use?” he would complain bitt o
I can’t paint better than those in th[e) Vaseb;xﬁflrlge:a cqu
class, I might as well stop now and learn to do cookin OII)'
to take care of somebody’s furnace.” =

Is it any wonder that, with this ever present in her mind,
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geanette could not curb his ambitious fligh i
ts nor brin
erself to say: “Well, darlin § §
yoix. o 0 . ing, you know I have helped
nstead, she denied her share in his work i
; toh
world,”and even to hersell. Her’s was"‘%h(;ms,}r:df)};s
fHan.d above his palette. She never obtruded herself by
tgrcgl;:ﬁi?lm’ denying hhxm, scolding him, not even when
Yy a passing whim, h ich
thgﬁ ol badly.g » he squandered money which
1ere was the particular instance of the
L C moonst .
Gerald was on his way to pay the grocer’s bill andsf:{lteefl
up a very lean larder, when he saw several moonstones in a
jeweller’s window. Unable to resist the temptation t
po‘s‘séis tlhe litoR/Fs, he bought them. o
» look, Madre,” he cried, bursting into ¢
‘S‘look at the present I bought yol'xl Aren'g tg:a; “Ecl;l:dz(x)'(f)l?l] 3
Oe;‘e tf/[e moonin this one—and this, against your black dress!
Lot garrzl);q, hef ?reath_eéi, with half closed eyes, his sluggish
ing after a : ictus
wiz:‘ Ofmoons%ones.” n idea, *““perhaps I could do a picture
- course you can, darling,” responded hj
ipstantly as eager as he, ‘“‘An ink-lﬁue skyhg sr{:gg:legf
gg‘l};, :(a.iwateﬁ-fall, the beads of spray flung aéainst moss:
red rocks— ! ¢
strXight iy moonstones! Yes, yes, you must get
Already she associated him with those di
mw ist i
gf pear'ls; already she aw him like a Tadem; :v?fhr‘:xllztmees
Lacy's Moonstones,” people would say, and she smiled
happily as she prepared a Very meagre supper.

He painted the picture, and “Moonstones” sold for
more than all his previous efforts combined, thus giving
rise to the belief in his mother's breast—in his own,
certainly—that at fourteen he had *“arrived.” There
would be no more backslidings, there would be steady
advance. He suddenly found the small town in which
they lived too small. In fact, the thought of a city did
not ixtlake mll)lc};)of an appeal to him. =

.1t must be Paris,”” he ann ced, ““and i
Wh(l‘le Ilfdeell‘the fever of inspir(;%?gr’lcf”’ = e

sera acy was always tryi 1t i
of his (mothes;’s) ins{)ira%}ibo:;:;? i o
api?t rtnhe(z went to Paris in a large steamer and took an
e n a very good hotel. Gerald could never

ork In uncomfortable surroundings. Ugliness, barren-
EESS, squalor, de;}rgssed him. Because he was not creative,
but“;?swg()t qb}lllvmus to externals—quite the reverse—
il dems Wllt unconscious selfishness that he madeso
. wqys = ands upon h1:§ mother’s pigmy income. Hewas
i a3 b Deitmg tl}g episode of the moonstones in various

ays, but he krew rothing of their financial resources.
Thinking of money fretted him; he
merely spent what he considered neces-
sary and left the bother to his mother,
who forebore to shackle him with
eternal pleas for economy.

WHEN Gerald was made comfortable
¥ —oh, quite luxuriously comfort-

able—he sat down to wait for the divine
message which is called Inspiration,
while his mother performed all menial
tasks for him. Duty to Jeanette Lacy
spelled itself in the letters'of L-O-V-E;
It was not a round of irksome tasks,
and she was distinctly humble in
thanking her Maker for the privilege
of helping to fashion anything so
perfect as her son,

hShe Was not the first woman to
;)v om the fallacy of cheap living in

arts came as an icy douche; nor will
sh_e_bg the last. But that did not
minimize her frantic worry when she
made the c,hscovery that, according to
siIx  weeks expenditure, after six
months at the same rate, she would
have little or no use for her bank
book.

Uprooting Gerald just when he was
settled, especially when he declared
that the “atmosphere” of the place
suited him, was out of the question,
yet obviously something had to be
done. She tried to secure a few
pupils in English, but was astonished
to find how many people already spoke
Epghsh, and those who did not were
willing to pay so little or wanted her
at such inconvenient hours that she
reluctantly abandoned the idea, save
as a last resource. She would have
taken any kind of a position which
would have allowed her some time at
home, so that Gerald would not
discover in her regular absences just
that which she was anxious to keep
from him. He must be spared worry
at any cost.

She dropped_ exhausted on a park
bench onemorning after a discouraging
igzl;ll?s'()f 1§1ttei;-vxews, and almost without

1zing 1t began to sketch the people
about her. %Here, an old pme‘l)n,
squeezed rearly through the hour-
glass of life, obviously indifferent to
everything save the friendly warmth
gf the Spring sunshine on his aged
ody; there, a younger man, loose-
zlilqung across a bench in an attitude
which argued 2 too intimate acquaint-
:va.vrili_:e v:tll; ethe' Jﬁde’hAleinthe; a mothe}:;

evish child: i i

a pampered dog; ok e

i ? -atl, i tance
lx::l(tih noﬁhmg unusual.  From early childhoud. Gerald's
mgkee;n :éid;hiﬂsgeg .tthg hope that some day ‘she might

’ gh 1t be ever so small he artistic
pool. She had absorbed all th = Do LiE Rrei
$ v e adv: n
g’:rr‘i’gé«’zg:s\;he:e sltxe t1)1vec3j and had lo;:)rllc?dg i‘iaggf;e&gn
. & Step to broader things, B ! in-
stead of widening her o LSy ut marriage, 1
: - Opportunities, ¢ S
}t,l;f;)?e’ Sfo‘f & Self(‘ioug accndﬁnt rendered ‘?oh??(;ecr;'l}r’logrsr:lhga
s mnvalid, but a harmless idjot 7
constant attention. She laid aside he'r g?:wc;gg%ﬁgfg a:é
gave herself up to the care of her husband and the nurture
of something which lay very near her heart.

JOHN Lacy,dled before Gerald was born, and then all
o the mother’s thoughts were concentrated 1,1pon her baby.
erhaps the o[d longing to create had been satisfied now
that there lay in her arms the flesh of her flesh and bone
of her bone; however that was, Jeanette Lacy had given
but scant thought to her latent talent until the day when
the boy’s genius had been revealed. It then seemed to her
like a re-incarnation—something which had died inher
only to be re-born in her son—and she asked no more than
to add what was hers to give to that which he already
possessed. Sometimes, it is true, after accompanying
Gerald to a lesson, she would put into effect, in secret, the
(Continued on page 30)



