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The Story of a Wonderful Mother',

SWONDERFTJL day framed in the Paris sprng-
Paris of -five years ago, when no hint of war

Ildisturhed the careless gaiety of the Latin
S Quarter; a day vivid with colour which sent
0000artists scampering to their palettes;aday mur-
S murous with harmony, inspiring musicians to
0000 inger over their instrumnents tryîng totransfuse

bird notes and the whisperîng of tender leaves
into an immortal Summer song. Even journalists, sleuth-
like in their ceaseless search f or the bizarre, the unusual,
turned their minds from plots and crimes and tooli frank
delîght in a day pregnant with promise, of ambitions,
a] most realized, when t he Key to the Secret of Life seemed
te hang within reach-just around the next corner.

Jeanette Lacy turned ber back to the window, lest she
should be tempted to look out at the trees bursting into
bud and blossom, lest she sbould fail a-dreaming an( scorch
!he finely pleated shirt wbich steamed gently beneath ber
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 sley, bursting flowe,
and swift darting bird, but she cou
nept blot out ber dreams by simply
turning ber back upon the window.
They rose magically life-like and cen-

*tred, now ýas ever, around.Gerald, her.
son-.Gzrald, but yesterday a chubby,
tyrannical young autocrat inpinafores,
to-day a twenty-two-year-old pupil of
t the igreat Victor Dessart.

Those twenty-two years were flot
divided into Ineagre periods, each con-
taining three hundred and sixty-five
day,>; they were a-thirob with ab-,orbing
episodes "when Gerald was-" or
before Gerald had- " or " after

Cerald did-" H-e. was the axis on
which ber world revolved.

The first vivid ha pening in Gerald's
life-passing tenderfy over the breath-
less surprises of early babyhood-
dated from his fifth birth a. mongst
bis tzifts was a somewhat advanced
drawîing book, a resentation from a
relative of bis dea9father. This well-
meaning lady knew little about chîl-
dren and nothing about drawing, but
the book cost tea cents Iess than the
amount she had set aside te pay, it
had a pretty cover, and-she bought it!

Gerald took it and disappeared.
After a little, be came to bis mother,
flushed and angry.

"I can't mak-e him look walking,"
he said, the tragedy, of uncrowned
effort quivering in bis voice.

With a faithfulness of outine which
amounted to the wizardly, thecbild had
copied a dog supposed to be running,
but lbc had failed to catch that subtiee
somethin which made the animal
"look walking."

For a moment Jeanette stared at her
son with a sort of awe; then choking
back a joyous sob, she gathered biiîn
iflt4 her ai-ms, muttering incoherent
things against bis bair. What
mother of us has net looked at the ar-
tigtic efforts of oui- children and
thouglit pityingly of Reynolds, Turner,
Valasquez?
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what to draw--somnething simple wbich lie could accom-plish wthout an he1p'y
"What shoul ac bild draw? " be crîed rudely. " Bowlsof pansies, or vases or tea cuips? Look! 1 shaîl draw sorne-thing simple witbout any belp," and, seizing a pencil,Gerald made on the wall an excellent caricature of theoffending lady, herself 1

When she realized that ber remark was responsiblefor a fit of hysterics, she apologized bandsomely-and
bought the picture; but weeks elapsed before Gerald'sself-confidence was restored. For days at atiniehe wouldflot touch a brus9h, and then, when be didl, it was in a baîf-hearted manner.

"Wbat's the use?" lie would complain bitterly. «if1 can't paint better than those in the Vrase and tea cupclass, I might as well stop now and learn to do cooking orto take care of somebody's furnace."
Is ît any wonder that, witb this ever present in ber mind,

He painted the picture, and "Moonstones" sold formore than al bis previous effots combined, thus givingrise to the beief in bis mother's breast-in bis own,certainly-that at fourteen hie had "ýarrived." Therewould be no more backslidings, 'there would be steadyadvance. He suddenly fourd the small town in whichtbey lived too smiall. In fact, the thought of a city didnot make mucb of an appeal1 to'bim.'
"It must be Paris," be announced, "and let us go quicklywhile 1 feel the fever of inspiration."1

Gerald Lacy was atways tr1 ing to put sait on the taitofS his (mothr'.) inspirations
So they went to Paris in a large steamer and tookc anapartment in a very good hotel. Gerald coutd neyerwork in uncomfortabîe surroundings. Ugtiness, barren-ness, squalor, dep)ressed hi. Because he was not creative,lie was flot oblivious to externals-quite the reverse-but it was with unconscious selfishness that lie madeso

many demande upon bis mother's pigmy income. Hewasalways repeating the episode of the moonstones in variousways, but be knew r.othing of tieir finâncial resourCes.
Thiniking of mioney fretted bim; be
nlerely spent what hie donsidered neces-sary and left the bother te his mother,
who forebore to shackle him witheternat pleas f or economy.

V/lEN Gerald was niade comfortable
-oh, quite luxuriously comfort-able-ble sat down to wait for the divine

message which is called Inspiration,
while T1i. mother performed aIl menial
tasks for bim. Duty to jeanette Lacyspelled itself in the lettersof L-O-V-E;
it was not a round of irksome tasks,and she %vas dlistinctly humble inithankin4 lber Maker for the privilege
of helping to fashion anythinig s(
perfect as bier son.

She wras not the first woman to
whom the fallacy of cheap living fil
Paris came as an icy douche nor wiltshe be the last. But that did flotminimize ber frantîc worry when sbemade the discovery that, according te
six weeks' expenditure, after sixmonths at the saie rat e, she woutdhave little or ne use for her batik
book.

Uprootinig Gerald just when he wasSettled, especially when be declared
that the 'atmoesphere" of the place
suited-hbu, was out of the question,yet obviousîy something bad to bedone. She tried to secure a fewpupits in Englisb, but was astonisbed
to find how many people already spoke
Englisb, and those wbho did flot were
willing to pay so little or wanted ber
at such inconvenient hours that she
reluctantîy abandoned the idea, save
as a last resource. She woul have
taken any kind of a position whictiwould have allowed ber some ture at
borne, so tbat Geratd woulflot
discover in ber regular absences just
that which she was anxious te keePf rom him. HIe must be spared worrY
a t any cost. -

nvrmarvelled at ber abîlity tomaetedog "look walking "; he
accepted it jut as the child accepts
'lueror physcal strength, the cunning
by whlliich broken toys are made whote,
toi-n gai-ment. rnended, bread, milk,
sugar and eggs converted into a tooth-
some pudding. Had bis baby mmnd
reasoned eut the circumnstances at all,
lie might have feît that the few strokes
his mother added were totally unlrn-

"Why, you blessed <nge, I have known
it for mnont&s," cried the girl, 'ever since
the d'ty Gerad's sketches were reurned.
What are a journatisi's eyes for but fo
toorm oui other people's secrets? Beside,
any one could have guessed-hai ij; any
one except Johrn Gerad's soni",
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