'r

. princlpal ends of social meetings and so-
. ofal intercourse, and that when a man goes

finite ard graceful culture, highly regarded
In drawing rooms and possessed of an

~ henored place In houses of high repute,
Those who had not watched the process
might be pardoned if tiey marveled at the
“result. The means were so simple, the
product =0 magnificent. Mr. Baines' suc-
cess [llustrated to perfection the principle
of the parsimonv of nature.

* then the curve of hiz chin; next he hum-

¢ Cation seemed almost to stain the virgin in-
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PART L

Shallow people are apt to think that
mere recreation and amusement are the

to a party he goes In the hope of enjoying
himself, without ulterior objects. To have
penetrated beneath thls superficial judg-
ment censtituted, in a philosophical view,
the chief distinction of Booby Baines. He
perceived—or at least acted as if he per-
celved—that scciety was, when properly
treated, at once the fairest and the most
fruitful fleld for a young man's activity.
Other men worked from 10 to 6 and played
from 6 to midnight or so much later as
seemed good to them. Baines dallied with
the hours of dayvlight, the scene of his
@alliance being the offices of the board of
trade, and totled strenueusly from dinner
time till returning dawn. The hours were
lorg. but the work was congenial, and it
was dore in the spirit of an enthusiast.
To Balaes an invitation to dinner was the
voice of conscience, mnd a card for a re-
ception the finger of duty. The fleah might
be weary and desire might fail, but he
went still to his long “at homes,” and the
- dances followed after.

Such devotion did not go without its re-
~ward. If you stroke the most scornful cat
with patierce, In time the cat will purr.
Baines stroked society, and In due course
scciety purred. Thus it fell out that the
Joe Baines of the little vicarage in Here-
fordsnire, the Booby Baines of Rugby and
Cambridge—for Rugbhy originated, anl
Cambridge, to 1ts disgrace, adopted the
ribald name—blossomed forth into the Mr.
J. Addington Halnes, a young man of in-

As every evening, so this evening, he

stood before his dressing table tying his
white tle, and as Homer says,
many things In The thoughts

came at random: first he admired the “sit”
of his shirt, then the arch of his noss,

med a wverse of French poetry amd smil=d
at the recollection of M. Coquelin in his
latest part; for Booby was a great French-

man. In the

caught sight

was sidider

hard up. st his dura

~noversa, gloves and

coats, i mount up: his coun-
¥ HBaines; he ecould
he got. But his face

(Copyright, 1896, by Anthony Hope Hawkins.)

L Wis
ng

a pleazant house
Mr=. Swayne per-
him, but one can
understood, and
15, was a most |

and esple-
i importa-
imsidered. |

amnd he
nd Addie

ear.
L

Tnek of
1 could

Mr.
not
pay-
For

:. had
Balnes

maore

1 at a

s i to talk to
after linner, Miss

half Ly pique, half by un-
room heside her on the

almost fondly.
“1 suppose not.
and =o on."
“And were there no prizes for that sort
of thing?™
“1—1 don't remember, Miss Swayne.
then 1 think I developed rather late.”

to question Mr, Baines,
lcately nting great ;nl-|
and @ she said:
at Tlugby, were youT Mr.’
ere, too, wasn't he?”
Caxton was there,” answerel Booby
SUpPHOS vou got all the prizea at
iwin't you?" she askedl.
ell. no, I don’'t think I did,” smiled |
Baines

“Ird Mr. Caxton get any?”

“{rh, ves. (axton was the sort of fellow
who woulidl get prizes.'

“Why didn't you, Mr. Baines?” pursued
Ad ill smarting under the professor's
oul 105 B valion.

“Well,” said he, reflectively—because it
was a thing which needesd explanation—
“1 woulln't restricr myve=elf to the school
subjects. I took a wider range.” |

©  Addie’'s face brightened. She shot a tri- |
ums nt glance at the unconscious pro- |
fessor. |

“You couldn’t drudge, T expect,” she said, |

|

I went in for literature |

And

“th, -ves, of course,” she exclaimed, |
cheerfully. “When yvou went to Cambridge, |
you meanT”

“Yes—at least during the time there 1

formed my mind ™ =

“And carried everyvthing before you?*
“3h, there were no examinations in my

favorite subjecis.”

“How unfalr!

“So I dida't

ried Addile, indignantly.
great things in the

da

.:].rm'st wish, Mr. Balnes, that you
have cared about something they
just to show them what

you ecould do, you know. But it was all
right when you came to London?"
“When I came to London?
“Yes: nt the—what is it?—the clvil serv-
», vou know.”

ea; I managed that, Miss Swayne.
though.”

u fail before then?" she asked.
twice. It was the stupidest |
tion.”

have any of your subjects

aughed Mr. Baines, with

: w1 at the professor,
Mr. Baines' handsome

* said she after this second glance,
all it most awfully eclever of you to geot
thing against

e partial, Miss Swayne."”
They will know some

i od Baines, mysteriously.
it comes out,” said she, with a

hat's a seeret.”

‘e you got far In it7°

nothing but just the {dea.™
*Won't vou tell me what it'a about™

‘1. indeed, unless—"" Mr. Baines
tiie blushed. There was a long
ie observed, with some

.
“
“Oh. no:
‘
.

g 1
stoppend.
pause

appareit frrelev;

“1 think Frof
horrid old man.

“Why, vou said you Itked him on Tues-
day.” exclalmed honest Baines.

“{ih. no; vou must have mistaken me, Mr.
Balnez! I really—no, I really do not believe
that he has a bath regularly.”

Addinegton Baines laughed; but we may

= ba allowed to regret this proof of the power
of prejudice. For PFProfesscr Martin not
¢nly had a bath, but painfully shampoosd
himself with an electrie brush every morn-
ing of his life. It is very dangerous to of-
fend young ladies; they so often say what
they would llke to be true, preferring a
harmony of conception to a basis of faet.

It will be percelved that Baines and aAddie
Swayvne were already on terms of some in-
timacy. inasmuch as she had been irusted

= with his great secret. To one other person
only had thls honor been accorded—the
aforesald Tom Caxton. But Tom knew
moie than Miss Swayne. He knew what it
was to he called, and he had tried to under-
stand what it was to be about. He had
also in his heart prayed that it mught
naver come into being at all, and had, most
hypocritically, supported Baines' seruples
conceralng its publication. These scruples
* were due, not to a doubt whether the work
wculd be good enough for the public, but
to a fear lest it should be too good. Publi-

C.
sor Martin Is a perfectly

nocenve of Baines' genlus, and he talked
longingly of the superior delight of a pri-
vate circulation among choice spirits. Cax-
won eagerly seconded the opinion, thinking
that the choice spirits would be such as
Baines himself, and might possibly admire
the work. But Miss Swayne's influence
grew stronger; needs must when bBeauty

| @ay.

drives.
He started on the composition of the great
work, he grew sensible of the charms of
authorship, he dropped hints to an admir-
ing and expectant world. Yet a pleasant
mystery hung over his labors, and the title,

Baines' scruples were overcome.

when revealed, was not very enlightening
to the uninitiated. The book, when writ-
ten, was to be called “Stress and Striving,”
and It was understood that it would claim
altention by reason of its style no less than
of its matter. Therefore, rapid Pprogress
could not be expected; every facet of the
diamond must be polished. Besides, poor
Baines was in such request. And then the
Lorrid board of trade consumed so much
of his time!

At this point the engagement of Miss
Swayne and Mr. Addington Baines was an-
nounced urbl et orbl. -

- - - L] - . & L

In the marriage service no mention oec-
curred of “Stress and SBtriving.” Yet the
writing of It was as certain a part of the
contract as anything else. Balnes knew
that, Addie knew it, by now the*world knew
it. Yet months had passed and “Stress and
Btriving™ made very little way. Addie won-

Misxs Swayne Made Room for Him,

dered why, and her wonder could find but
ore answer. “The beard of trade!” she
2ried, in concentrated scorn and hatred.
Who could write a great hook when his
time was consumed and his genius debased
by the board of trade? Baines' patient tol-
eration Inflamed her anger. He admitted
that he could hardly do anything at the
book: his days went at that unendurable
place, his evenings were given to Addie:
soctety claimed its share. Tom Caxton, be-
ing by, smiled covertiy. Addie raised her
large edmiring eves to her husband's face.
fil sudden gleeful smile broke out on her
ps.

“Addington,” saild she, “hasn’t enough
confidence In himself. Well, I belleve in
him, anyhow.” =

Caxton’s smile vanished. ¥He detected
something dangerous in the speech.

“What do you want him to do now, Mrs.
Baines?" he asked, with an uneasy laugh.

“Wait a Httle while and you'll see. Oh,
I'm quite sure it's the right thing. Yes, I'm
sure."”

It was soon too late to ask whether it was
the right thing or not, for 1t was past done.
Bafnes protests were weak, his resistance
short. To his own perfect contentment, to
his wife's great joy, to Tom Caxton's {l-
limitable dismay, a month later he walked
out of the offices of the beard of trade a
free man, free to devote his life to the book,
the master of his time and his brain.

“Phew!” muttered Tom Caxton over his
newspaper artiele.

PART IL

Now, Addington Baincs was an honest

| and right-thinking man; therefore, so soon

as he was released from bondage, he id
what he hadl never done before—he set
himself resolutely and manfully to his
task. He ceased trifling with his subject:
he bought a stock of paper and began to
write. Addie used te equip him with pens
and books of reference, and then steal
silently away on tiptoe, her smile bright
with exuitant hope, her last kizss having
glven penediction to the noble work of the
And Addington Baines was left alone,
alone to tackle “Stress and Striving."”
Cheerfully he started, doggedly he went
on. A strange, terrible thing began to hap-
Pen. He found that he composed very
slowly and with great difficuity. An in-
sidious doubt made ils way into his brain,
and urdermined his gelf-confidence. In
conversation he had seemed to himself
very original; when he came to set down
his thoughits and to read up his hbooks, he
fcund that much which he had held to be
legally his own was his only by lawleas
appropriation. In 1 word, he tegan to
wonder whether he had anything to say.
This suspicion would selze him cruelly in
moments of fatiwue or depression; then he
despalringly threw down his pen, and, lay-
ing his tired head between his hands, went
§0 far as to wish himself back at the board
of trade. At any rate, one was not ex-
pected to he an original genlus at the board
of trede. Then Addie's light step would
come t_ripping along the passage: the pen
was scized again, and, when she camea In,
he feigned to have pavsed only for a mo-
ment (that was necessary because the ink
was dry) in order to crystallize his thoughts
into an aphorism, or his attack into an epi-

| Bram. And she would ask to hear the last

written chapter over again. To her it was
all original and, for his sake, all brilliant.
Her ready homage reinstated him in his
good opinion of himself. He was happy
again till she left him face to face with the
remorseless pen and paper, the pen that
seemed to ery mockingly: “Use me,” and
the paper that jeered him with its “fill me
if you ean.”

Now, when a pretty girl with elght hun-
:1_red pounds a year—a most aggravating
circumstance—has married a man more on
the strength of his brains than of anything
€lse, and when he, vielding readily to her
persuasions, has abandoned his means of
making any additicn to the sald income
in order to give his genius full scope and
opportunity, It needs gome moral COUrage
in the husband te go to the wife and tell
her that the basis of their respective ac-

| tions was altogether unsound and falla-
| cious,

that he is not a genius, that no
amount of scope iz of avail when there is
nothing to enjey it, that, in fact, the soon-
er he gets back to some honest work and
leaves hls paper stalning the better. Yot
this uninviting task seeemed to lie before
Booby Baines at the moments when his
despondency got the better of him and e
was tempted to throw up the ecards. But
he would not despair yet, he told himself,

“Addington,”

maid
cenough confidence in himself.”

she, “hasn’t

seeking comfort, that his was only the
self-distrust, the nervousness, which, as
he had so often heard. accomapanied and
indicated real power. He would be sure of
success, or he would not publish. Tom
Caxton should read the book; he would
trust Tom Caxton’s judgment in anything.
But it was too =con to desralir, and he
dared not face Addie. So he toiled away
at his oars, pulling his boat through the
rough sea and keeping up a cheerful air
of confldence befcre his wifs. There were
commendable points In the behavior of
Beoby Baines at this time; for he was very
far indeed from being a happy man. Tom
Caxton saw ‘that, but he could not help.
The only moral which his reflective mind
found itself abla tc draw was that if a man
is comforiably sssured of his own ability,
still more if his friends are kind enough to
‘ndorse his opinicn, It 1s but doubtfu] wia-
dom to put the matter to the proof: it Is
tco much iike selling conscls in order to
invest in a gold mine.

Poor Tom Caxton was not a happy man
elther when he heard that he was to read
the book and pronounce the authoritative
verdict which must decide whether 1t should
be given to the world or not. And when, in
the fullness of time, the manuscript ar-

rived at his lodgings, he flung it impatient-
ly on the table. It made a bulky roll of
fair white paper, covered with Addie's
lll'? clear handwriting, and neatly tied
with green ribbon. .

“What's that?’ asked Prof. Martin, who
had looked in to smoke a pipe.

‘“Baines’ book,” answered Tom, curtly.
ig:re got to read It and give an opinion on

“It is quite sure,” observed the profes-
sor, in a tone of dispassionate certainty,
*‘to be an uncommonly bad book. What’s it
about?”

“He says,” growled Tom, “that it's a
reasoned protest against the unrest of mod-
ern life.”

“The man might as well protest against
the law of gravitation,” declared the pro-
fesgor. “If I were you I wouldn't read it.”

“I must. He relles on my opinion.”

‘““You mean he'll follow {t?"

“Yes; If I tell him to, he'll suppress it.”

“How very unusual! He must pe modest
at bottom."

“Poor old Booby, I'm afrald he's rather
nervous about {t.*’

*“I was very nervoug,” said the professor,
‘““‘when I published my book on ‘The Phan-
tasm of Individuality.’ *

“I've never read It,”” sald Tom.

“You have read it. You're enly trying
to annoy me, because you're anmnoyed with
Balnes.”

“Well, then, I have read it. I say, pro-
fessor, there's going to be a baby at the
Baines'!"”

“If he never dild anything worse than
that!” murmured the professor.

“And Booby says that a favorable verdict
from me will quiet dear Addie's mind and—
and conduce, you know."

““Good heavens! And if it's unfavorable?”’

Caxton shuffled his feet uncomfortably.

“Make It favorable, anyhow,” suggested
the professor, In unscrupulous benevolence.

“I eoullin’t The old chap trusts me.”

“Then what do you propose to do, Mr.
Caxton?”

“If it's nnfavomable, I think we must walit
till dear Addie's state of mind is8 not such a
vital matter.* 2

The professor made his exit with a shrug.
Caxton sat down to the bulky roll of
manuscript.

“At least It's legible,” said he with a
sigh of relief; and he lit his plpe. It was
very legible, for much love had gone to
the copying of it, and love breeds care.
Alas, that it cannot glve brains.

Yes, It was legible. That sald, all was
gpld. No other commendation was in hon-
esty possible. The book contained poor
Booby's views on life, and art In relation to
life, and both of them in #elation to heaven
knows what besides. At Its rare best, it
was tolerably sensible commonplace; at lts
worst, it was bedizened with sllly concelts
and given over to the unutterable weariness
of missflre paradex. As a whole, it was
rambling, forceless, devold of vitality. On
that day and the next Caxton read it hon-
estly through and through, hoping that
there might be found one bhrand—a few
pages, enough, maybe, for an article In a
minor monthly—which he could consclen-
tiously snatch from the burning. There was

And Then Steal Silently Awny on
Tiptoe.

nothimg. He communicated the result to
the professor, who had the curiosity to call
and ask how things were going on.

“Of course there isn't,’”” s=aidq the profes-
sor, placidly.

“80 T must massacre the innocent!"”

“You'll tell him not to publish?”

“Oh, he mustn't at any price, even if he
could.”

““And Mrs. Balnes?"' asked the professor.

“He must tell her himself. That's not
my affair.”

At thls moment a servant entered and
handed Caxton a telegram. It was from
Bainea, and sald: “Addie very 1ll. Can
you come and bring book?"'

Caxton threw it across to the professor
and put on his hat.

“The event golng wrong,
guessed the professor.

“I supposa so. Now, why can't a good
chap like old Booby be allowed a quiet
Ufe?"

“I haven't the answer to that about me,"”
sald the professor.

. - . . . . .

The houses of Vanessa terrace, where
Mr. and Mrs. Balnes llved, are not large,
but they are new and fresh, and thelr
architecture shows at least a craving after
beauty; they suggest to the passer-by cul-
tivated tastes, a couple of neat malidser-
vants, and an income short of four figures.
The rooms inside No. 12 were pretty and
dainty, full of curiously chosen trumpery,
and deched with the last conceits of ar-
tistic upholstery. A room is right to hint
the views and fancies of its occupants; it
is 2 mistake when it crams their dogmas
down a visitor's throat. Perhaps the
Balnes'" rooms were open to critlelem on
this ground, but neither wife nor husband
knew it; the rooms were simply the only
possible sort of rooms—so said Addle, quot-
Ing Addington,

1 suppose,”

It Was From DBalnes.
But today the little house, to which Cax-

tcn drove in a fast hansom, was out of
humor with itself, The hush and fearful
hurry of sudden sickness were upon it,
seeming things too real and heavy for its
toylike nattinesa. Somehow Caxton felt
sorry for the little house, as well as for the
owners of it. But he hoped that the
greater trouble might rob his own bit of
bad news of some of its sting. A man had
no business to think of his bhook at such a
time. True, but what If his wife insisted
on thinking of it for him? Ruefully shak-
ing his head, Tom Caxton rang the bhell
softly. He was conducted upstalirs, and
led into a small sitting room. It was fan-
tastle and over-hedecked, like the rest; it
looked as if It might bhe Addle’s boudoir,
and from the subdued gounds which reach-
ed his ear Caxton thought that it must be
next docr to the recom where the poor little
sick woman lay. IHe sat down, concealing
“Stress and Striving” under his coat as If
it were the body of an infant he had mur-
dered,

In a minute or two Addington Balnes
came in. There were tears in his ewves,
and he held his handkerchief, crushed to a
ball, in his left hand. Caxton went to him
holding out his hand, the roll of manu-
script clutched in the other under his coat.

“My dear boy,” sald he; “I hope to
G_Dd_ﬂ

“Thanks, Tom. Yes, we hope now."”’

I‘“U” It_"'?"

“Premature—yes. Poor darling, she's ter-
ribly weak!"

“And the child?" asked Caxton.

“We hope it will live—a boy, Tom.”

There was a pause. A vague, awkward
embarrrassment trammeled Caxton. He did,
not know whether he ought to say more
about mother and child—or, if he ought,
what more—or whether he was expected to
bring forward the subject of the book. At
last Baines relieved him. Passing a hand
across his eyes he said:

“I asked you to come, old fellow, be-
cause the book's' cn Addie's mind. By
Jove, she seems te think more about that
t*n anything else."”

‘What, ngw—sbout the book now?"

“Yes. You see she thinks she's dving,”
exclaimed Baines, with a choke in his
volce.

“God forbidl"

“And she says she'd be happier if you
just told her that the book was good. She
believes In your opinion just as much I do,
you know."”

“Ts there immediate danger?” asked Cax-

ten.
“No, I think not, if she could rest. But
she’s fretting, and we must—we should like,

I mean—to stop that if—if you can, you
know, old fellow.” ' - . W btk
Then the unscrupulous counsel of the
profezsor came with strong temptation be-
fore Tom Caxton’s mind. The, course it
urged was easy; it would at lea§t postpone
the tagk that had become so terribly /
cult. But Booby Baines' eyes gaught his
friend's {n appealing confldence,  and Cax-
ton determined that he would not lle. He
took the manuscript from its hiding place
under his coat and laid it cn. the table.
Balnes, perhaps, read something in his
face, for he came up to him and put a
hand on his shoulder. ‘
.'Come, out with it, old fellow,” sald he.
“Let me have it straight.” .

PART III.

“I think it's hardly in your line,” sald
Caxton, with eyes on the ground and
hands thrust obstinately into W& trousers
pockets. Baines drew back a Step. A cu-
rious sound, a sort of moan,  broke low
from his lips, and he spoke in & whisper.

“I knew it. I knew it. With every line
I wrote I knew it better. It—it won’t do
at all, old fellow?"

“No, it won't do.” Caxton spoke now in
his usual curt and rather hard tones. It
was well to have the thing over now and
as soon as possible. His words should be
sharp and decisive. “It won't do at all,”
he sald. “You musn’t think of publishing
it. Nobody wculd publish it for you.
You'd have to weste your own money, and
look a fool at the end.”

Baines sat down at the table and began
to fumble with the knot of green ribbon
that tied the neatly copled sheets together.
The sound of a low volce and the soft
tread of a careful foot came through the
wall from the next room.

“Can nothing be done with 117" asked
Baines, his nervous fingers still at work.

Caxton’s manner grew gruffer with every
fresh assault on his pity.

“It's hopeless, quite hopeless,” he sald
brusquely.

Baines burled his face In his hands for
a moment, moaning.

“How shall I tell her? How shall T tell
her I'm a fool? She belleved In me 8o.”

“A man isn't a fool because he can't
write a hook,” sald Caxton; Lut Lis tone
expressed no conviction that Balnes was
not a fool,

“I'm a fool,” sald Booby, savagely. Then
he wailed agaln: “And, God help me, Addlc
will know it now.”

“Look here, don't talk about it to her
till she’s all right again.”

As he spoke there was a knock at the
doocr, and a servant came In.

“Please, sir, Mrs. Baines has heard Mr.
Caxton’s volce and wants him to come in

at cnee.”

“To come In?” cried Baines, jumping
up. “Walt a minute,” he added to Cax-
ton, and passed quickly into the next
rcom. Caxton was left alone with the
body of his victim. He walked to the
window and stood locoking out, a frown
on his brow. *I wish the devil I was out
of this,'" he muttered to himself.

In a moment Ba‘nes was back, hls face
full of alarm. He stood by the door and
beckoned.

“Come along,” he said. “The doctor
thinks you'd better come,’”” and he turned
again to go to the bed room.

“But what shall I say?' whispered Cax-
ton, In helpless anger, as he followed.

They were by the bedside, Balnes having
made no answer to the whispered appeal:
Indeed, he seemed dazed, and looked at
Caxton with a vacant stare. Addie lay on
the bed, very pale, breathing guickly, and
her eyves were alight with excitement: on
the other slde of the bed stood the doctor.

“Have you read It?" she asked, meoving
her hands toward Caxton and fixing her
eyes on him.

“Yes," he answered, bending over her.
“I've read it, Mrs. Baines.”

“And what—what?’ she sald, faintly.

Cuxton pressed her hand. The doctor's
eyes were upon him, but he could not be
sure what they meant to tell him. Baines
had faullen on his knees by, the bedside
and his fuce was hidden In the coverlet.

The int=rval that passed  before Cax-
ton heard his own voice seem@i very long,
aml wiien it came it sail something that it
had hardly meant to say.

“Splendid!” he said, pressing Addie's hand
agaln and smiling. :

“Splendid?” ghe echoed. “Splendid 2"

Baines suddenly raised his head from
the coverlet: he put out his hand to catch
hold of Caxton. and nis lips opened to
speak. Caxton leant heavily on his shoul-
der and kept him down where he 'was, on

“And whnt—=what?” she said, faintly.

his knees by the bed; and, lcoking across
at the dector, who made no slgn or ges-
ture, he gald again:

“Splendid, Mrs. Baineg, silmply splendid!
It will make him famous and you must
make haste and get well and see the
fun.”

“Ah!" murmured Addie, in a long, luxu-
ricus sigh of utter relief, as she sank back
erd lecosed her hold on Caxton's hand.
“Thanks, Mr. Caxton; oh, thanks! Add-
ington, dear Addington!”

Caxton drew back. The impassive doec-
tor was motlonless. RBaines rose to his
feet and bent over his wife, taking her
arms and pulting them round his neck.
He kissed her, and the men heard her
whisper: “My clever darling, oh, my clever
darling!" Her husband kissed her again
and disengaged her arms from about him.

“Now, I think vou two had hetter leave
us,” said the doctor. Caxton was rejolced
to ohey. The doctor came with him to the
door; he did not look at Caxton, nor Cax-
ton at him, and no remark was made until
the door of the bed room was closed and
Balnes and Caxton were outside together.
Then Caxton safd: X
: “She’ll do all right now, I hope, old fel-
ow.”

Baines walked into the little boudoir
without replying, and sat down agaln by
the tahle where “Stress and Striving” lay.
Caxton stood on the hearthrug gazing
drearily about the room and through the
window at the opposite house. But he
could not endure the sllence; an impulse to
justify himself came upon him, yet It was
to himself rather than to Booby Baines
that his excuses were addresseqd.

“It would have killed her to tell her
now,” he gaid.

Baines made no answer; he was looking
at the manuscript.

“When she’'s strong again it won't mat-
ter, will it? She'll make nothing of it then,
wlill she?"

5till Balnes was silent, and Caxton turn-
ed to him, asking, half angrily:

“Well, T was right, wasn't 7"

“Yes, you were right,” said Baines. *“I
couldn’t have done it.""

Then, suddenly, in a fit of weak peavish
passion, he caught up the fairly writtan
roll. Caxton, starting, took one hasty
step toward him, but then he arrested his
motion, and stood looking. Their eyves met
for an instant; then Baines, putting all hls
sirength Into his hands, tore the-roll full
across the middle, and flungét from him
Into the grate, where a bright, firg burnt.

“Is that right?” he asked, savagély, rude-
ly, as thorgh Caxton were to ilame for all
the trouble, 1 iR

Caxton nodded, and, taking l:is hat, pre-
pared to go. The fire, which leaped
up in a Lrighter blaze to welco ““Stress
and Striving,” was growing, dul] as the
gheets blackened and lay in inky -flakes on
the top of the coals.

“She’ll die, too,” crled Bairies, In a sud-
den whisper. * “She’ll dle, toq!"

‘‘No, no. She'll be all rig
gee she'll be all right now.
fellow, ard geod luck. A wi
a book, you know.”

now; you'll
d-bye, old
' more than
3

Balnes sat looking finto t , which
was well-nigh choked by 1 n layer
of black flaky stuff, on whid written
characters could still be -tra Buddenly
he sprang up and seized a p Stirring
the fire, he raised a blaze “t charred

what of white had remalned. while the
black fluttered up the chimney or out into
the fender. The room smelt strong of
burnt paper. Caxton edged uncomfortably
toward the door. Baines returned to his
seat and sat down, resting his head on his
arm. Presently he put up th2 other arm
also, and Caxton saw that he was crying
softly. He passed through the doorway,
and shut the dm{r :en.tly bshzqd‘hlm..
L] L ] .

Humanly speaking, as the old phrase runs,
there could be ltile doubt that the lie told
by Tom (Caxton and allowed by Addington
Baines had something to do with saving
Mrs. Baines' life. The doctor admitted to
having considered her condition so critical
that the least thing might be decisive one
way or the other, and was inclined to be of
cpinion—the doctor was a cautious man and

ifM-

did not love positive assertions—that the
gcale had just been turned the right way
by what he called the Trinf nara about
Mr. Balnes’ wor] e al not, of course,
Jknow how entirely fictitious the good tid-
ings had been; he suspected that Caxton's
enthusiasm had been somewhat strength-
ened by the circumstances under which the
verdict had to be given; but he supposed
that it was only a question of emphasizing
& genuine conviction. Neither had he
noticed a smell of burnt paper; so that to
this day he i8 rather puzzled at the non-
appearance of “Stress and Striving’' in the
rare moments when he finds time to think
about other people's business.

The recovery was long and slow. For
more than two months the possibility of re-
lapses forbade any sense of security, and
made a return to the path of truth a danger-
ous cruelty. Caxton kept away from the
house; he had done his part, and he left the
rest to Baines. And Baines, a beginning
having been made for him, did not shrink
from following it up. He invented the back-
ground necessary for every successful false-
hood, and, having accepted the principal,
was not so foolish as to haggle over acces-
sories. Bo he let his wife talk about the
dead book, and, on occaslon, seconded her
talk with his own. Moreover, his over-
whelming joy at Addie's recovery, and at
the progress made by the baby, enabled
him to perform his duty with a fair show
of cheerfulness, and almost to put on one
side the thought of the Inevitable disclosure
that waited for him in the future. For a
time it seemed as though this same healthy
joy would be strong enough to heal the sore
wound of humiliation and the sad certainty
of self-knowledge for which the ill-fated
book was responsible.

But delay could not last forever. Addie
was convalescent, indeed, nearly well: she
was to go out soon, and as soon as she went
out and met her friends she would most
certainly talk about *“‘Stress and Striving."”
She had already begun to ask what was
being done with the book, and to fret over
the blindness or dilatoriness of imaginary
publishers. It was time to open her eves
. to the true fate of the unlucky work, and
Balnes, finding her sitting hefpre the very
grate that had been its tomb, nerved him-
self for the task.

PART 1IV.

“Feeling pretty strong, Addie, dear?” he
asked, taking a chair near hers,

“Oh, I'm really quite well now. I shall
go out tomorrow."”

“Equal to a talk on—on business?"”

“Of course, dear. But Is anything the
matter?’

“No; it's about that book of mine, the one
Caxton—"

*Oh, Addington, is it out? Will it be out
soon? Oh, I shall love to see it In print!”

“No, dezr, it's not put. 1—-I don’t think
it will eser come out.” He spoke and held
hiz breath.

“Not come out!” she cried. “Surely they
arcn’'t as stupld as that? Do they want
you to pay? Well, we will pay.” .

“It's not that, Addle. I haven't asked

Brines Sat Looking Into the Fire.

anyhody to publish it. Do you remember
what Caxton sald when you were {117

“Why, yes, darling. It was so nice of
Mr. Caxton. You know how I always
liked hitm, and it made me so proud and
happy.”

Poor Boohy Baines
stuck to his task.

“I want to tell
wasn't quite true.’

"“What, not true that wyour book was
good? Oh, Addington, what a modest
¥oung man!” And she laughed merrily.

“I'm quite serious, dear, I'm sorry to
g2y. The hook was really not—"

“I'd rather have Mr. Caxton's opinion,”
interrupted Addle, with a confident smile.
‘“He's a better judge than you are, sir.”

“I'm trying to tell you Caxton's opinion,
Addie,” sald Baines, in mild, but honest
persistence.

“But he told me himself. He sald the
book was splendid.”

“Yes, my desr, but you were very ill,
and he thought, and I thought, too, that
it was Letter—"

“Well?"" sald Addie, sitting up stralght
in her chair.

*To tell you what you wanted to hear,
even if it wasn't irue,”” he went on, his
eyes on the fire.

“Oh, Addington,” she whispered, with a
sudden gasp of apprehension.

“Now, dear, wouldn't you have fretted
terribly if you'd been told that the book
was—wasn't o good as yvou hoped? I was
afraid, Addle—I mean Caxton was afraid.”

“S8o you told Mr. Caxton to—to put it
strongly 7"

“Well, he did it himself.
it. T thought It was right, Addie.”

“Oh, dear, I'm sorry. No, 1 won't be
angry! But dld he think it was not so
goad as—as it ought to be?”

““Addie. he thought it was very bad—
very bad.”

groaned, but he

‘you." he gaid, *‘that it

I let him do

Il
o e R

“Equnl to a tallk on business?"

“And he told me what wasn't true?*

“He—we meant it well, dear,” pleaded
Baines.

“I think It was a liberty,” she said, with
dignity. *In him, I mean—not in you, dear.
What didn't he like in it?"

“Oh, lLe didn't like anything. He said
that it was ulterly hopeless and that 1
mustn’'t publish it; he said nobody would
have it.”

The truth was now out. Baines had
turned his eves away from his wife's face
and sat waiting for the blow. But a long
pause followed, and then Addle sald:

“How does he know? 1 never liked his
dcgmatic way of lalking.”

“I'm afraid he's a pretty good judge,”
murmured Baines, disconsolately.

“So, you haven't tried to get it publish-
ed yet?"

*“No, dear. In fact—"

“Mr. Caxton ien't everybody, Addington.
I'm sure it's awfully gocd. Don't be dis-
couraged, my dear. You are just a little
bit easlly discouraged, you know. You
must take somebody elee’s opinion. Yes;
you, must. Now do. Don't shake your
head like that.”

P I can't,” said Baines,

“Waiay not?”"

Another long pause followed. Then Booby
Baines whispered:

““The baok’s destroyed.”

‘““Destroyed!” she cried, In sudden horror.
“Do you mean to say—"'

“Burnt, dear. He—we thought it best.”

“Do you mean," repeated Addie, incredu-
lougly, “that that man took upon himself
to burn your book?”

“No; I burnt it,” sald Baines; he was de-
termined to be honest.

“On his advice?”

“Well—"

“On his advice, Addington?”

“He did advisa it."” ;

“And it all burnt—all of it, dear?’

“Yes, Addie. Don't cry, Addie! It's no
great lnss.” :

“What a shame! What a shame! To
come when you were in trouble about—me,
and tell ycu to burn it! Oh, how shame-
ful!”

“Really, Addie, you're wronging Caxton,
indeed you are. I sent for him, you know,
and quite agreed with him.”

Addie put out her arm té him and made
him draw his chair eloser tc hers.

“Poor dear!” she said. “You weren't
yourself that day; he took a cruel advan-
tage of you."

b“)(:; darling, he had nothing to gain

,____l

“Well, at any rate, he was moet reckless
—and thovghtlees—and conceited,. What a
value he must put on kis own opinion!"

“Addte, dearest!”

‘“Now, tell me, Addington, do you really
ask me to believe that there was no good
in the bock? Romemter how we liked it
when we read it together!”

Baines said nothing. He remembered it;
it came beck to him somehow.

“Am I—I who know hcw clever you are—
:;‘.;obelieve that? Why, it was a beautiful

K

‘“No, no; it wasn't up to much,” pro-
tested Balnes; but now he smiled timidly
at his wife.

“Ah, you may say so, but I shan't be-
lleve my clever boy is—a stupld. Was
there nothing you llked ycurself? Now,
think!"”

He begar tv yield to the sweet, loving
flattery.

“Of course,” he sald, “although it was
bad as a whole, it may have had a good
thing her.- and there.”

. "Of couree, it had—here, there and every-
where! Oh, I wonGer how he dared!
shall let him know what I think about it!"”

“My darling, he acted with my full ap-
provel. In fact, I burnt it myself.”

‘“Your approval! 1 suppose you were
thinking more. about me and baby than the
book, weren't you?”’

Baines could not say no to this question,
and she went on, triumphantly:

“Of couise you were. I see it alll Oh,
the conceit of some men! Now, Addington,

“The book would have done mnothing
but harm.”

just think about the chapter on ‘The New
Light!" "

Alas for the eternal resurrecilons of self-
approval!

“Perhans that wasn't as bad as the res,”
said Dooby Baines.

“So bad! It was beautiful!
about—what was 1t?
Rm-. L

“There was an fidea In that, but the
working out—"*

**Oh, bother the working out!’ cried Mrs.
Ealnes. “Now, aren’'t you sorry?"’

Baines had begun to be a little sorry.

“I thought It best not to risk a fail-
ure, dear,"” he pleaded.
“You tlrought! Mr.

enough to thirk!”

“Anyvhow, Addie, you mustn't be angry
with Caxton. He meant it most kindly."”

"l'lh. that's what officious people always
say!”

“He did, indeed. He may have been
hasty—""

“May have been! Now, don't you think
he was? Now, wasn't he?"

“Well, dear, I could hardly consider the
matter calmly then.”

“I should think not, with me lying half
degd! Aren’t you forry now?”

There was no escaping it. His
trist revived his own confiderce;
ory painted the dull-hued
c¢clors. Neither to her, nor to himself,
ceculd ke persist in his ascetic denial of
merit to his work.

“I—1 am half sorry,"” he sald,
must be just to Caxton.”™

“I am just,” declared Addie, “and it's
all his fault. And I love ¥ou more than
ever, Jdear Addington. You must write it
again!”

“I couldn’t; indeed, I couldn’t,” he crled,
in swift terror; for the vision of those
barren, torturing hours before his desk
rose to his eves.

“Ohn, of coirse, you feel that now.," said
she, spothingly. “But some day you'll feel
different. Some day, won’'t you, dear?”

And Addington Dalnes said: “Well, per-
haps, some day "

L] L] . L] L L - L]

When Addic put it like that the pro-
fessor could not deny that possibly she
might be right.

“My dear young lady, nobody 1s infal-
lible except professors,” =aid he. *“Cax-
ton’s got a sound judgment, though.”

“You never did justice 1o my husband's
abilities.” said she, reproachfully.

“Now, that’s too bad! My pursuits are
80 different from his that—"

“Well, anad what does Mr. Caxton know
about those things Addington writes on?
Now, professor, would you burn another
man’'s hook?"

*“Not without his consent,” sald the pro-
fessor.

“And would you ask hla consent when
his wife was almost dying, and he was
utterly upset?”

“There, I'm not golng to get into trouble
by defending the fellow. He's big enough
to look efter himself.”

And that one
Oh, yes—Zest in

Caxtcn was kind

wife's
mem-
book in bright

"Dut we

“In your heart you think he was
wrong?”’
“In my heart, my dear lady, I know

nothing about 1t.""

“l agked him to come here today. I'm
geing to tell him what 1 think about it."

The professor pulled out his watch with
burrlesque anxiety.

*I think I'll be going,” said he.
appointment.”

The professor went, and presently Tom
Caxion came. He greeted Addle with the
excessive and unnatural urbanity of a man
who knows that he is going to be scolded;
it is like a dog's cringing wag of the tail
when the whip comes in slght. Addie
plunged indo the subject at once, and with-
out giving him an opportunity of speaking
iLdulged in ar eloquent rebuke of his hastl-
ness, thoughtlessness, levity and self-as-
surance,

“Well, Mr. Caxton,” she asked, at last,
“have you nothing to eay?” =

“I've an

PART V.

“I am Incorrigible, Mrs. Bainesg,” he an-
swered. “I still think I was right.”

She raised her hands In a gesture of
despairing astonishment.

*The hook,” he went on, "would have
done nothing but harm to yvour husband's
reputaticn,

“But I read It, and it was splendid.”

“Well, yvou know, my opinion was asked,
rot offered—and I ~ould only glve it. His
talents are not In that direction.”

“You think he has no talents at all, I
suppose?” she asked, bitterly,

“It's no use arguing about it. If Adding-

Bainces Was In His Arm Chair at the
Table,

tcn himself can’t convince vou, I ean't.”

“Addington? Why, he agrees with me!

*Agrees with you?' cried Caxton, in-
credulously.

“Yes. He WHitterly regrets vyielding to
your opinion in a moment of—well, when
he wasn't himself."”

“Impoesible! He fully acquiesced in my
oplujon—he said he had anticipated it. Is
he in, Mrs. Baines?”

Addington's presence was secured. When
he heard why he was wanted, he laid his
hand gently on Addie’s shoulder.

“She's too zealous for me, Caxton,” said

a,

“It's a charming fault In a wife,” galq
Caxton, with a grim smile, “but in bare
justice to myself I had to cite you as a
witness.”

Baines glanced uneasily at his wife ang
said nothing.

“You quite agreed In what I sald and
advised,”” urged Caxton.

“*Oh, ves, 1 did. Certainly I agreed. Yes,
Addie, I agreed.”

““And your own judgment went with 112"
added Caxton.

“Yes, ves. At the time, at least. T
thought—I still think—that the book was—
had faults."

“They could have been remedied,” de-
clared Addle, decisively.

“Perhaps, dear,” said Booby Baines, “‘per-
haps not. Caxton did his best for me.”

—
“You seem to have changed your views
rather,” remarked Caxton.
Balnes threw a glance at him—it seemed
& confidential glance—a glance of private

a R
“Well,” he sald, “T was a b down then,
old chap. Addie was ill nd—-tnu d all that,

you know.”
‘Just as I gald,” interpolated Addle,

NE a neat foot on the floor.

“l1 daresay you were right, Caxton,”
Balnes went on; *b .
a little bit hasty ut perhaps we were just

Caxton smiled and, turning to Addie, said:
“My witness is mot very utjetn'cmry.

H.l:l. Baines.”
It all shows,” gald Addle, “how care-
in assuming responsi-

ful we ought to be
Eility.”

“Yes,” sald Caxt n
ul‘:mg other peoplnot% l::uée ?‘erhapl. n

Neither hushand nor wife seemed to dis-
cern the point of his remark. They were
slanding together now. Addie’s left hand
rested on Baines’ arm, and she held out
lnf“!'lght to Caxton.

€ won't quarrel about 1t,”" she gal

t{harlta.bly. “But I thought I ought 1o teﬁ
:::t' ol? ‘ca.ae you s!}pu]d ever do the same

“I think you may feel easy a! "
ul% .(.‘,"”'f.'ia "lh'vc had my Ie-:oﬁm g
2 8, i she, In simple acquiescence.
a:nri' . she added, "he's going o write it

Cax'tnn shot a swift glance at
An answer seemed to come—a .disnm:l;'!:a
helpless protest, and Balnes sald:

lo“‘![.—u I can find time, you know, old fel-

no“‘:'t;{;. c:ddlngmn, you've all your time

0
of trade ™ ¥ou got rid of that horrid board

Booby Baines made no ansg b,
fergetting his own wWrongs mw;ll;'y o
m:i.l;mky man. began to apologize for him.

L needs a lot of grit and resolution to

sit down and write a thi 7
second time." pers o hing like that over a

“Well, and Addington®
¥cu think he hasn't,"
grily. *“And when it

tomes out, we shall see
Caxton.,”

“I'm sure I hope I sghall he oV
wrong,” sald he, as he exchanged frvt—::
cold shake of the hand with Mrs Raines
Then he bade Booby farewell: the hun:e&
lcok was still In Booby's eyves. He had all
his time now, he had left the board of
trade (wase |t really so horrid?) and he
could set to work at onee to rewrite “Stress
and Striving” under the lvely and con-
st:unt encouragement of an a.dniirlruz wife.

‘Une ig sometimes glad to he a hachelor,”™
szid Tom Caxton to himself, as he walked

away.
- L] - - ™ ™ . -

The world was not let into the whola
secret of the massacre of “Stress  and
Striving.” The professor knew, but he was
discreet. Caxion was not likely to tell,
2nd the Baines treated the incident as
though it hal never been. Yet it leaked
Cul—who ecan tell how?—that the zreater
part of the book had been written and then
destroyed by its author. Caxtor's ghare
in the transaction was not mwentioned, and
Mr=. Balnes was not unkind enough to ex-
pose him; thus the way was left clear for
the natural inference. The Inference was
duly  drawn, and the admircrs of Mr,
Baines wearied not in praisirg an artist
whose regard for perfection. was so SCTUDU-
lcus as to lead him to destroy the work of
months, and set to again on & blank sheet,
Booby Baines himselfr

8 got them, though
she flasked out, an-
iz done again and
who was right, Mr,

sald little, but he
owned to having found faults in the firat
drnf‘t. This admission was enoveh: tho
version

Wias now authorized, and admir-
irg sympathy watched the conscientious
author as he set to work agun. Y¢s. he
S€l to work again, in helpless hondage to his
loving wife, in loathing despair of the task,
There seemed no avoiding {1 and no per-
forming it, and Addie was more cheerful
ard confident thun ever. She laughed
Away doubts, and was sturdy in relusing
to regret the lost board of trade. But
toward Caxion her bearing was cold and
her manner stern.

Now, in those days a certain eminent per-
son put himself at thc hesd of a great
Tovement for the promotion of artistie
culture in the masses of the people. Great
sums wers ralsed, great bulldings built,
aud a couple of baronetcies were unders
stood to be an offer for a prize. Prof.
Martin, being highly distinguished in quite
another line, was invited on to the general
committee, and, being an energetic man,
took a larze part in fcunding the first of
the great buildinges, the College of Art in
the Old Kent road. And when the College
of Art was nearly finished Mr. Tom Cax-
ton bégan to be most assiducus in ealling
on Prof. Martin., In vain the professor de-
clared that he had no influapce with the
eminent person or with the general com-
mittce. Caxion knew better. In vain the
professor plesded that publlc interests
alone could be regarded in the appointment
of a gecretary to the College of Art in the
0Old Kent road. Again Caxton kniew better,

“It's on *my ccnscience, professor,” he
urged. hink of the poor beggar sitting
down to that job all over again!™

The professor thought of it, and his face
softened,

“After all,” he cheerved, “he
to know something alout art.'

A week after, the general committee
having met under the presidency of the
eminent persoa, &nd Prof. Martin having
brought forward a certain candidale for
the office of secretary, Tom Caxton agaln
drove in a fast hansom to Vanessa Ter-
race. The little house was itsell again;
ite windows were decked with flowers: a
perambulator etood in the hall,  Addie
Baines ran out to meet the visitor,

“Oh, is it you, Mr. Caxton?" she sald,
drawing herself up.

“Yes, Where's Addington? 1 must see
him. I've got an important mess:ge for
him.™

*““He's in the study writing. Come along.”
For the Ilmportance hinted in Caxton's
manner overcame her dislike of him,

They entered the study. Baines was in
Fis armchalr at the tahle. He was leaning
back when the door opened, but in an in-
slant he sat upright, seized a pen, pulled a
blank sheet of paper into position before
Lim, and then looked round with a startled
air.

“I'm afraid we're interrupting you, dear,”
raid Addie.

“It doesn’t matter,” he anewered eager-
ly. “Plcase sgtay.”

Then Tom Caxton told the news—how
that the appointment of secretary to the
College of Arts was at the disposal of Mr.
J. Addington Baines in case he ghould think
fit to accept Iit.

“And,” said Tom, *I conslder the offer
an uncommonly high compliment to you.™

Raines’ eyes sparkled. Sinece the revela-
tion concerning “'Stress and Striving” he
had been 11l at ease in living entirely on
Addie’s money, and four hundred a wyear
is just a comfortable addition to eight hun-
dred.

“It would be most congenial work,” sald
he. "It would give ine a real scope.”

Addie looked a HHttle doubtful,

“Would it leave him time to go on with
his own work?" said she, with a gesture
toward the table and the papers strewn
upon it.

“Well,” said Tom, “that’s the drawhack,
Mrs. Baines.

is supposed

.
The work will be very heavry,

and will take his whole time. Indesd, tha
committee will expect the secrelary to de-
vote his entire ercrgies to the work.™
“*Oh! cried Addie, in dismay, *“'then he
won't he able to get on with *Stress and
Striving!” You musgt consider that, Ad-

dington.”
For a moment Caxton trembled: he burn-
€d to slir Baines up to a stroke for free-

dom. He exchanged a glarce with him.
Bainez understood it; he rose and took
Addie’'s arm in his.

“Yes," sald he, “I'm sorry for that. I

may get a little spare time for 11; hut, any-
how, I think it's my duty to accept. T can
be of use in this new position, and I
musin’t think only of my own feclings!™
And he suddenly put out his other hand
and clasped Caxton's hand, and said, with
a sudden, genuine outburst of delight: “By
Jove, I am glad, old fellow!™

Addie looked a little puzzled,
sald:

;\\'ell. it ia 2 prominent position, isn't
i

but she

And Tom Caxton said, very gravely, that
It was,

Booby Baines turned to the writing talle,
He opened a drawer, and with a dexterous
sweep of his hand shot all the papers into
it. Then he closed the drawer with a bang,
and sraid, with the happlest smile:

“No more work today! You'll stay to
Iunch, Tom?"

And Tom stayved to lunch; and they talk-
ed ahout the baby, and the College of Art,
and what could be done with another four
hundred a vear. And Addie's was the only
rvolee raised in regret.

“I'm afraid,” said she, *“that it means
the end of the book—for ever so long, at
least.”

“Well, T told vou there was that draw-
back.” said Tom Caxton.

The servant had gone, and they thres
were alone, Disregarding, Caxton's pres-
ence, Addie rose and went round to her
hushand. She kissed him on the cheek and
sald:

“Never mind, darling. People know that
you could do it If you liked, and I know it
best of all”.

And this was the rare good fortune of
Boobhy Baines.

(The end.)



