
T lBGOO FOI
BY ANTH4

(Copyright, IBM6 by A

PART I.
Shallow people are apt to think that

mere recreation and amusement are the
principal ends of social meetings and so-

Olal intercourse, and that when a man goes
to a party be goes in the hope of enjoying
himself, without ulterior objects. To have
penetrated beneath this superficial judg-
ment ecnstituted, in a philosophical view,
the chief distinction of Booby Baines. He
IErceived-or at least acted as if he per-
ceived-that acciety was, when properly
treated, at once the fairest and the most
fruitful field 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 daylight, the scene of his
dalliance being the offices of the board of
trade, and toiled strenuously from dinner
time till returning dawn. The hours were

lor.g. but the work was congenial, and it
was dor.e in the spirit of an enthusiast.
To Bainaes an invitation to dinner was the
voice of conscience, and a card for a re-

ception the finger of duty. The flesh 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
uith patierce, in time the cat will purr.
Daines stroked society, and in due course

acciety purreL. Thus it fell out that the
Joe Baines of the little vicarage In Here-
forsnhire. the Booby Baines of Rugby and
Camhridge-for Rughy originated, an-1
Cambridge, to its disgrace, adopted the
ribald name--blossomed forth into the Mr.
J. Addington Itaines, a young man of in-
finito and graceful culture, highly regarded
in draving rooms and possessed of an
hc-nored 1 lace in houses of high repute.
Those who had not watched the process
might be pardr-ned if t.ey marveled at the
result. The means were so simple, the
pioduct so magnificent. Mr. Biaines' suc-
Cess illustrated to perfection the principle
of the parsimony of nature.
As every even!ng, so this evening, he

stood before his dressing table tying his
white tie. and resolving, as Homer says.
many things in his heart. The thoughts
came at random; first he admired the "sit"
of his shirt, then the arch of his nose.
then the curve of his chin; next he hum-
nred a %erse of French poetry and smiled
at the recollection of MI. Coquelin in his
latest par*: for Booby was a great French-
man. In the middle of his amusement he
caught sight of his money on the table. and
was suddenly reminded that he was very
hard up. He groare'l against his dura
neverea. the board of trade; gloves and
coats. cabs and sta'ls rnount up; his coun-
try underpaji Bchy Baines; he could
bardrly live on whait he got. But his face
brightered again: it was a pleasant house
to whi.h he was going. 'Mrs. Swayne per-
haps hardly uriderstool him. hut one can
b- rnire i with ut hirig understood, and
A.1.e Savrne. at all events, was a most
attractie girl, full of esprit ani esple-
glerie and m:my other charming importa-
tions. That was a thire to be considered.
-F r A-',i; like.1 him very much, and he
hked Adli, v.ry much, indeed. and Addie
ha.1 ht huni.lrl i unds a year.
Now it char'c-,-for the Imak of Mr.

Baines wa, constant-that hie could not
hav. <>s-n a hr Iqtph-r moment for pay-
ing hs att.-ntion to Miss Swayne. For
that1ro0- C1d s~tvant, Prof. Martin. had
tol.I her b'efore -inrer tnat Mr. Baines
w.I n, g'niins- -he had put it even more
1.lun:2y -ant That he was surprised at a
g. --r x-: -ise liking to talk to
him. Accrlinglv. after dinner. MIiss
Sa:e. movf-l half by pique. half by un-
easirs. n:-t'le room heside her on the
sofa ar-l b(ga.1 to question Mr. lalnes,
skillfully and delicately, hinting great ad-
miration for him; ani at last she said:

- "Oh, you were at Rugby, were you? Mr.'
CaxT.>n was there. too, wasn't he?"
"Mr. Caxton was there," answerepl Booby

Balnes.
"I suppose you got all the prizes at

c-hool. lin't you?" she asked.
"Well, no, I don't think I did," smiled

Baines.
"lidi Mr. Caxton get any?"
".0h, yes. Caxton was the sort of fellow

who wul'l get prizes."
"Why didn't yc;u. Mr. Baines?" pursued

Addie, still smiarting under the professor's
outrageous ob"-rvation.
"Well," said he, reflectively-because it

was a thing which needed explanation-
"I woul-n't restrict myself to the school
subjects. I took a wider range."
Aidie's face brightened. She shot a tri-

umphant glan;e at the unconscious pro-
fessor.
"You couldn't drudge, I expect," she said,

almost fondly.
"I suppose not. I went In for literature

and so on."
"And were there no prizes for that sort

of thing?"
"I-I don't remember, 311ss Swayne. And

then I think I developed rather late,"
"h. -yes, of course," she exclaimed,

cheerfully. "When you went to Cambridge,
-you mean?"

"Yes-at least during the time there I
formned my mind "

"And carriel everything before you?"
"O)h, there were no examinations in my

favorite subjects."
"How unfair:" cried Addle, indignantly.
"So I didn't do great things in the

-schools."
"I almcst wish, MIr. Bamnes, that you

could have cared about something they
dhl examine in-just to show them what
you could do, you know. But it was all
right when you came to London?'
"When I came to London?"
"Yes: at the-what is it?-the civil serv-

lce, you know."
"4ibh yes: I managed that, Mi1ss Swayne.

Last shot, though."
"I 'id you fail before then?' she asked.
"4 t yes: twic'e. It was the stupidest.

sort of examination."
-"lairln't they have any of your subjects

"Hardly likely." laughed MIr. Baines, with
a shrug of his shouldsers.
Aidie Swayne glanned at the professor,

and then b~a-k at M1r. Bialnes' handsome
profil-'.
"Well," said she after this second glance.

"I call it m. st awfully clever of you to get
in in spite of having everything against
you. lBut I shoul'i like every'>ody to know
how clev.-r you are."
'I'm airaid you're partial, Milss Swayne."
"4 h, no. I'm not. They will know some

day. won't they?"
"Perhaps," smiled Baines, mysteriously.
"When it comes out," said she, with a

bright zlance.
"Husth! that's a secret."
"Have you got far in it?"
"Oh. no: nothing but just the idea."
"Won't you tell me what it's about?"
"I c.uldn't. indeed, unless--" M1r. Baines

stoppedi. Adle blushed. There was a long
pause. Then Adldle observed, with some
appalr?-t irrelevance:
"I think Professor M1artin is a perfectly

horrid old man."
"Why, you said you liked him on Tues-

day." exelaimed honest Btaines.
"Oh. no: you must have mistaken me. Mr.

Baines! I really-no. I really do not believe
that he has a bath reguiarly."
Ad'dington Baines laughed; but we may

- be allowed to regret this proof of the power
of prejudlice. For Professer M1artin not
only had a bath, but painfully shampooed
himself with an electric brush every morn-
ing of his life. It is very dangerous to of-
fend young ladies; they so often say what
they would like to be true, preferring a
harmony of conception to a basis of fact.
It will be perceived that Baines and Addie

Swayne were already on terms of some in-
-timacy, inasmuch as she had been trusted
-with his great secret. To one Other person
only had this honor been accorded-the
aforesaid Tom Caxton. But Tom knew
more than Mi1ss Swayne. He knew what it
was to be called, and he had tried to under-
stand what it was to be about. He had
also in his heart prayed that it might
never come into being at all, and had, most
hypocritically, supported Baines' scruples
concerning its publication. These scruples
were due, not to a doubt whether the work
would be good enough for the public, but
to a fear lest it should be too good. Publi-
cation seemed almost to stain the virgin in-
nocence of Baines' genius, and he talked
longingly of the superior delight of a pri-
vate circulation among choice spirits. Cax-
ton eagerly seconded the opinion, thinking
that the choice spirits would be such as
Baines himaelf, and might possibly admire
the work. But Miss Sway-ne's influence
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drives. Baines' scruples were overcome.He started on the composition of the greatwork, he grew sensible of the charms of
authorship, he dropped hints to an admir-
ing and expectant world. Yet a pleasantmystery hung over his labors, and the title,when revealed, was not very enlighteningto the uninitiated. The book, when writ-ten, was to be called "Stress and Striving,"and It was understood that it would claimattention by reason of its style no less thanof Its matter. Therefore, rapid progresscould not be expected; every facet of thediamond must be polished. Besides, poorBaines was In such request. And then thet:orrid board of trade consumed so muchof his time!
At this point the engagement of MissSwayne and Mr. Addington Baines was an-

nounced urbi et orbl.

In the marriage service no mention oc-
curred of "Stress and Striving." Yet the
writing of it was as certain a part of the
contract as anything else. Baines knewthat, Addle knew It, by now therworld knewIt. Yet months had passed and "Stress andStriving" made very little way. Addle won-

Miss Swayne Made Room for Him.
dered why, and her wonder could find butor'e answer. "The board of trade!" she
cried, In concentrated scorn and hatred.
Who could write a great book 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:
society claimed its share. Tom Caxton, be-
ing by, smiled covertly. Addie raised her
large P.dmiring eyes to her husband's face.
A sudden gleeful smile broke out on her
lips.
"Addington," said she, "hasn't enoughcontidence in himself. Well, I believe inhim, anyhow." -

Caxton's smile vanished. He detected
something dangerous in the speech."What do you want him to do now, Mrs.
Bainesy he asked, with an uneasy laugh."Wait a little while and you'll see. Oh.I'm quite sure it's the right thing. Yes, I'msure."

It was soon too late to ask whether it wasth-e right thing or not, for it was past done.Baines' protests were weak, his resistarfice
short. To his own perfect contentment, tohis wife's great joy, to Tom Caxton's il-
limitable dismay, a month later he walked
ovit of the offices of the board of trade afree man, free to devote his life to the book,the master of his time and his brain."ihew!' muttered Tom Caxton over his
newspaper article.

PART I.
Now, Addington Baines was an honest

and right-thinking man; therefore, so soon
as he was released from bondage, he did
what he ha.l never done before-he set
himself resol-itely and manfully to his
task. He ceased trifling with his subject;
he bought a stock of paper and began to
write. Addie use-d to equip him with pe'is
and books of reference, and then steal
silently away on tiptoe, her smile bright
with exultant hope, her last kias having
given benediction to the noble work of theday. And Addington Baines was left alone,alone to tackle "Stress and Striving."Cheerfully he started, loggedly he went
on. A strange, terrible thing began to hap-pen. He found that he composed veryslowly and with great difficulty. An In-sidious doubt made its way into his brain,and urdermined his self-confidence. Inconversation he had seemed to himself
very original; when he came to set downhis thoughts and to read up his books, hefcund that much which he had held to belegally his own was his only by lawlessappropriation. In % word, he began touonder whether he had anything to say.This suspicion would seize him cruelly inmoments of fatigue or depression; then hedespairingly threw down his pen, and, lay-ing his tired head between his hands, wentso far as to wish himself back at the boardof trade. At any rate, one was not ex-pected to be an original genius at the boardof trade. Then Addie's light step wouldcome tripping alo'ng the passage; the penwas seized again, and, when she came in,he feigned to have paused only for a mo-ment (that was necessary because the inkwas dry) in order to crystallize his thoughtsinto an aphorism, or his attack into an epi-gram. And she would ask to hear the lastwritten chapter over again. To her It wasall original and, for his sake, all brilliant.Her ready homage reinstated him in hisgood opinion of himself, He was happyagain till she left him face to face with theremorseless pen and paper, the pen thatseemed to cry mockingly; "Use me," andthe paper that jeeredhmwthts"lleif' you can."hiwihts"llm
Now, when a pretty girl with eight hun-dred pounds a year-a most aggravatingcircumstancehas married a man more onthe strength of his brains than of anythingelse, and when he, yielding readily to herpersuasions, has abandoned his means ofmaking any additicn to the said incomein order to give his genius full scope andopportunity, it needs some moral couragein the husb'tnd to go to the wife and tellher that the basis of their respective ac-tions was altogether unsound and falla-cious, that he is not a genius, that noamount of scope is of avail when there isnothing to enjey it. that, in fact, the soon-

er lie gets back to some honest work andleavcs his paper staining the better. Yet
this uninviting task seeemed to lie before
Booby Blaines at the moments when his
despondency go? the bettor of him and he
was tempted to throw up the cards. Eut
he would not despair yet, lie told himself,

"Addington," said she, "hasn't
enough connidence in hinmself."

seeking comfort, that his was only the
self-distrust, the nervousness, which,- as
he had so often heard, accompanied. and
indicated real power. He would be sure of
success, or he would not publish*. Tom
Carton should read the book; he would
trust Tom Carton's judgment in anything.
But it was too soon to despair, and he
dared not face Addle. So he toiled away
at his oars, pulling his boat through the
rough sea and keeping up a cheerful air
of confidence befcre his wife. There were
commendable points In the behavior ofBooby Baines at this time; for he was veryfar indeed from being a happy man. TomCarton saw that, but he could not help.The only moral nhich his reflective mindfound Itself able tc* draw was that if a manis comfortably assured of his own ability,still more if his friends are kind enough toindorse his opinitcn, it is but doubtful wis-dom to put the matter to the proof; it istco much .ike selling consc a in order toinvest in a gold mine.
Poor Tom Caxton was not a happy maneither when he heard that he was to readthe book and pronounce the authoritativesverdict which must decide whether it shouldbe given to the world or not. And when, inthe fullness of time, the m.nus..pta-

rived at his lodgings, he 4ung Jt impatient-
ly- on the tia& It made a bulky roll: of'
fair whiti paper, covered with Addle's

I cler handwriting, and neatly tied
wi gsreen ribbon.
"What's that?" asked Prof. Martin, who

had looked in to smoke a pipe.
"Baines' book," answered Tom, curtly.

"I've got to read it and give an opinion on
it."
't Is quite sure," observed the profes-

sor, in a tone of dispassionate certalnty,"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 wen protest against

the law of gravitation," declared the pro-
fessor. "If I were you I wouldn't read it."
"I must. He relies on my opinion."
"You mean he'll follow it?"
"Yes; if I tell him to, he'll suppress it."
"How very unusual! He must pe modest

at bottom."
"Poor old Booby, rm afraid he's rather

nervous about it."
"I was very nervous," said the professor,

"when I published my book on 'The Phan-
tasm of Individuality.'"
"I've never read it," said Tom.
"You have read It. You're only trying

to annoy me, because you're annoyed with
Baines."
"Well, then. I have read it. I say, pro-

fessor, there's going to be a baby at the
Baines'!"
"If he never did 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 culdn't. The old chap trusts me."
"Then what do you propose to do, Mr.

Caxton?"
"If it's 'unfavomble, I think we must wait

tiU dear Addle's state of mind is not such a
vital matter."
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 pipe. It was
very legible, for much love had gone to
the copying of it, and love breeds care.
Alas, that it cannot give brains.
Yes, it was legible. That said, all was

said. 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 relation to heaven
knows what besides. At its rare best, it
was tolerably sensible commonplace; at its
worst, it was bedizened with silly conceits
and given over to the unutterable weariness
of miasfire paradox. As a whole, it was
rambling, forceless, devoid of vitality. On
that day and the next Caxton read it hon-
estly through and through, hoping that
there might be found one brand-a few
pages, enough, maybe, for an article in a
minor monthly-which he could conscien-
tiously snatch from the burning. There was

And Then Steal Silently Away on
Tiptoe.

nothibg. 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," said the profes-

sor, placidly.
"So I must massacre the innocent!"
"You'll tell him not to publish?"
"Oh, he mustn't at any price, even If he

could."
"And Mrs. Baines?" asked the professor.
"He must tell her himself. That's not

my affair."
At this r.oment a servant entered and

handed Caxton a telegram. It was from
Baines, and said: "Addle very Ill. Can
you come and bring book?"
Caxton threw It across to the professor

and put on his hat.
"The event going wrong, I suppose,"

guessed the professor.
"I suppose so. Now, why can't a good

chap like old Booby be allowed a quiet
life?"
"I haven't the answer to that about me,"

said the professor.
The houses of Vanessa terrace, where

Mr. and Mrs. Baines lived, are not large,
but they are new and fresh, and their
architecture shows at least a craving after
beauty; they suggest to the passer-by cul-
tlvated tastes, a couple of neat maidser-
vants, and an income short of four figures.
The rooms inside No. 12 were pretty and
dainty, full of curiously chosen trumpery,
and decked with the last conceits of ar-
tistic upholstery. A room is right to hint
the views and fancies of Its occupants; it
Is a mistake when it crams their dogmas
down a visitor's throat. Perhaps the
Baines' rooms were open to criticism on
this ground, but neither wife nor husband
knew it; the rooms were simply the only
possible sort of rooms-so said Addie, quot-
ing Addington.

It Wlas Froma Banes,
But today the little house, to which Cax-

ton 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 nattiness. 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 book 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 belt
softly. He was conducted upstairs, and
led into a small sitting room. It was fan-
tastic and over-bedecked, like the rest; it
looked as if it might be Addle's boudoir,
and from the subdued sounds which reach-
ed his ear Caxton thought that It must be
next door to the room where the poor little
sick woman lay. He 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 Baines

came in. There were tears in his eyes,
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," said he.; "I hope to

God-"
"Thanks, Tom. Yes, we hope now."'
"Was 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 han-d
across his eyes he said:
"I asked you to come, old fellow, be-

cause the book's' cn Addle's mind. By
Jove, she seems to think more about that
tgn anything else."

'What, now-obout the book now?"
"Yes. You see she thinks she's dying,"

exclaimed Baines, with a choke in his
voice.
"God forbid!".
"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."
"Is there immediate danger?" asked Cax.-

ten.
"No, I think not, If she coulM rest. But

I xseat-to stop that ;-4t yO. as. yMi
know old fellow." f

Then the unserpulouis counsel of theprofessorcame with strong tenulation be-
fore Tom Caxton's mind. Thg, course it
urged was.easy; it would at leat post o,the task that had become so to1'ibydliii-
cult. But Booby- 1aines' eyes Faught his
friend's in appealing confldenoe, and Cax-
ton determined that he would trot lie. .He
took the manuscript from its lu placeunder his coat and laid It onte table.
Baines, perhaps, read some gin his
face, for he came up to him 4d put a
hand on his shoulder.
"Come, out with It, old fellou,' said he.

"Let me have It straight."
PART III. '.

"I think it's hardly In youri e," said
Caxton, with eyes on the ground and
hands thrust obstinately into Ul trousers
pockets. Baines drew back a ktkp. A eu-
rioub sound, a sort of moan,,,broke low
from his lips, and he spoke In a wihisper.
"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 said. "You musn't think of publishingIt. Nobody would publish it for you.
You'd have to waste your own money, and
look a fool at the end."
Baines sat dovtn at the table and beganto fumble with the knot of green ribbon

that tied the neatly copied sheets together.The sound of a low voice and the soft
tread of a careful foot came through the
wall from the next room.
"Can nothing be done with It?" asked

Baines, his nervous fingers still at work.
Caxton's manner grew gruffer with everyfresh assault on his pity."It's hopeless, quite hopeless," he said

brusquely.
Baines buried his face in his hands for

a moment, moaning.
"How shall I tell her? How shall I tellher I'm a fool? She believed in me so."
"A man isn't a fool because he can't

write a book," said Caxton; but his tone
expressed no conviction that Baines was
not a fool.
"I'm a fool," said Booby, savagely. Then

he walled again: "And, God help me, Addi
will know it now."
"Look here, don't talk about it to hertill she's all right again."
As he spoke there was a knock at thedoor, and a servant came in.
"Please, sir, Mrs. Baines has beard Mr.

Caxton's voice and wants him to come in
at cnce."
"To 'come in?" cried Baines, jumping

up. "Wait a minute," he added to Cax-
ton, and passed quickly into the next
room. Caxton was left alone with the
body of his victim. He walked to the
window and stood looking 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, his facefull of alarm. He stood by the door and

beckoned.
"Come along," he said. "The doctorthinks 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, Baines havingmade no answer to the whispered appeal;indeed, he seemed dazed, and looked atCaxton with a vacant stare. Addle lay on

the bed, very pale, breathing quickly, and
her eyes were alight with excitement; on
the other side of the bed stood the doctor.
"Have you read it?" she asked, movingher 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 said, faintly.Caxton pressed her hand. The .doetor's

eyes were upon him, but he could not be
sure what they meant to tell lim. Baines
had fallen on his knees by, the bedside
and his face was hidlden in the coverlet.
The int arval that passed ,before Cax-

ton heard his own voice seemftl very long,andl when it came it said something that it
had hardiy meant to say.
"Splendid!" he said, pressinglAddie's hand

again and smiling.
"Splendid?" the echoed. "Splendid?"
Baints suddenly raised his head from

the coverlet; he put out his hand to catch
hold of Caxton. and his lips opened to,
speak. Caxton leant heavily on hip shoul-
der and kept him down where he was, on

"And whnt-whatt" she said, faintly.
his knees by the bed; and, looking across
at .the doctor, who made no sign or ges-
ture, he said again:
"Splendid, -Mrs. Baines, simply splendid!

It will make him famous and you must
make haste and get well and see the
fun."
"Ah!" murmured Addle, in a long, luxu-

ricus sigh of utter relief, as she sank backr'rd loosed her hold on Caxton's hand.
"Thanks, Mr. Caxton; oh, thanks! Add-ington, dear Addington!"
Carton drew back. The impassive doc-

tor was motionless. Baines rose to his
feet and bent over his wife, taking her
arms and putting them round his neck.
He kissed her, and the men heard her
whisper: "My clever darling, oh, my cleverdarling!" Her husband kissed her again
and disengaiged her arms from about him,
"Now, I think you two had better leave

us," sa~id the doctor. Carton was rejoicedto obey. The doctor came with him to the
door; he did not look at Caxton, nor Cax-
ton at him, and no remark was made untilthe door of the bed room was closed and
Baines and Caxton were outside together.
Then Caxton said:
"She'll do all right now, I hope, old fel-

low."
Baines walked into the little boudoir

without replying, and sat down again by
the table where "Stress and Striving" lay.
Caxton stood on the hearthrug gazing
drearily about the room and through the
window at the Opposite house. But hecould not endure the silence; an impulse to
justify himself came upon him, yet it was
to himself rather than to Booby Baines
that his excuses were addressed.

"I would have killed her to tell her
now," he said.
Blanes 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,
will she?"

Still Baines was silent, and Caxton turn-

ed to him, asking, half angrily:

"Well, I was right, wasn't I?"
"Yes, you were right," said Baines. "Icouldn't have done it."
Then, suddenly, in a fit of weak peevish

passion, he caught up the fairly written

roll. Caxton, starting, took one hastystep toward him, but then he arrested his

motion, and stood looking. Their eyes met

for an instant; then Baines, put'ting all his
strength into his hands, tore -the-roll full
across the middle, and flung.et from him
into the grate, where a bright, fir burnt,
"Is that right?" he asked, savag ly, rude-

ly, as thor'gh Carton were to i~~efor all
the trouble. dl
Csxton nodded, and, taking 1:is hat, pre-pared to go. The fire, which. hggi leaped

up in a brighter blaze to wvelcon "Stress
and Striving," was growing0 du as thesheets blackened and lay in inky'fakes on
the top of the coals.
"She'll die, too," cried Bahies, in a sud-

den whisper. *"She'll die, tooI!""No. no. she'll be all rig~ now; you'll
see she'll he all right now. ~gd-bye, old
fellow, and good luck. A * more than
a book, you 'know."
Baines sat looking into tI ~, which

was well-nigh choked by i n layer
of black flaky stuff, on whi written
characters could still be -tra uddenly
he sprang up and seized a -Stirring
the fire, he raised a blaze charred
what of white had remaine4I 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 the other arm
also, and Caxton saw that he was -crying
softly. He passed through titt doorway,
and shut the door gently behind him,

Humanly speaking, as the old' phrase runs,
there could be litc doubt that the lie told
by Tom Caxton and allowed by AddingtonBaines had something to do with saving
Mrs. Balnes' lite, -The doctor admitted to
haing considered her condition- so critical
that the least thing might b ecisive one
way or the other, andswas imelrdto be ofopinlon-the doctor man acautnan.... .a

did not love positive assertions-that the
dale had just been turned the right way
by what he called the res ut

Balues' 1,r%4r e£un or codrse.
w how en etitlous the good tid-

Ings had been; he suspected that Caxton's
enthusiasm had beefi somewhat strength-ened by the circumstances under which the
verdict had to be given; but he supposedthat It was only a question of emphasizinga genuine conviction. Neither had he
noticed a smell of burnt paper; so that to
this day he Is 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 foi'bade 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 beginninghaving been made for him, did not shrinkfrom 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. So he let his wife talk about the
dead book, and, on occasion, seconded her
talk with his own. Moreover, his over-
whelming joy at Addle'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 healthyjoy would be strong enough to heal the sore
wound of humiliation and the sad certaintyof self-knowledge for which the Ill-fatedbook was responsible.
But delay could not last forever. Addle

was convalescent, indeed, nearly well: she
was to go out soon, and as soon as she wentout and met her friends she would 'most
certainly talk about "Stress and Striving."She had already begun to ask what wasbeing done with the book, and to fret overthe blindness or dilatoriness of Imaginarypublishers. It was time to open her eyesto the true fate of the unlucky work, andBaines, finding her sitting before the verygrate that had been its tomb, nerved him-self for'the task.

PART IV.
"Peeling pretty strong, Addle, 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, dear, it's not put. I-I don't think

it will evier come out." He spoke and held
his breath.
"Not come out!" she cried. "Surely they

aren't as stupid as that? Do they want
you to pay? Well, we will pay."

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

Baines Sat Looking Into the Fire.
anybody to publish it. Do you remember
what Caxton said when you were ill?"
"Why, yes, darling. It was so nice of

Mr. Caxton. You know how I alwaysliked him, and it made me so proud and
happy."
Poor Booby Baines groaned, but he

stuck to his task.
"I want to tell you," he said, "that it

wasn't quite true."
"What, not true that your book was

good? Oh, Addington, what a modest
young man!" And she laughed merrily."I'm quite serious, dear, I'm sorry to
say. The book 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,Addle," said Baines, in mild, but honest

persistence.
"But he told me himself. He said the

book was splendid."
"Yes, my desr, but you were very ill,

and he thought, and I thought., too, thatit was Letter-"
"Well?" said Addle, sitting up straightIn her chair.
"To tell you what you wanted to hear,

even if it wasn't true," 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 so good as you hoped? I was
afraid, Addle--I mean Caxton was afraid."
"So you told Mr. Caxton to-to put it

strongly?"
"Well, he did It himself. I let him do

It. I thought it was right, Addle."
"Oh, dear, I'm sorry. No, I won't be

angry!Butdid he think it was not so

good as-as It ought to be?"
"Addle, he thought it was very bad-

very bad."

"Equal to a talk on bustness I"

"And he told me what wasn't true?"
"He-we meant it well, dear," pleaded

Baines.
"I thinkC it was a liberty," she said, with

dignity. "In him, I mean-not In you, dear.

What didn't he like in It?"
"Oh, l.e didn't like anything. He said

that it was utterly hopeless and that I
mustn't publish It; he said nobody would
have it."
The truth was now out. Balnes had

turned his eyes away from his wife'sa face
and sat waiting for the blow. But a long

pause followed, and then Addle said:

"How does he know? I never liked his

dcgmatic way of talking."

"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 isn't everybody, Addington.

I'm sure it's awfully good. Don't be dis-
couraged, my dear. You are just a little
bit easily discouraged, you know. You
must take somebody else's opinion. Yes;
you, must. Now do. Don't shake your
head like that."
"I can't," said Baines.
"Way not?"
Another long pause followed. Then Booby

Baines whis'p.-red:

"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 Addle, incredu-

lously, "that tha't man took upon himself
to burn your book?"
"No; I burnt it.," said Baines; he was de-

termined to be honest.
"On his advice?"
"Well-"
"On his advice, Addington?"
"He did advise it."
"And it all buftt-all of it, dear?'
"Yes, Addie. Don't cry. Addie! It's no

great lnss."
- "What a shame! What a sliame! To
come when you were in trouble about-me,
and teU ycu to burn it! Oh, how shame-full"

"Rea'lly, Addle, you're wronging Caxton,indeed, you are. I sent for him, you know,and quite agreed with him."
Addie put otat her arm to him and made

him drawr his chair closer to hers

"Pear dearl" she m.L "YOu wer~s
yourself that day; he took a rladva

.darig he had nothing to stby-"'
"Wel, at bratehe was most reim.

-end thoghteI -nd conceited, What
value he must put on kin own wlnaar
"Addle, dearest!"
"Now, tell me, Addington, do you realD

ask me to believe that thee was no geo
in the bock? Rememter how we liked I
when we read it togetherr"
Baines said nothing. He rememes I

it came beck to him somehow.
"Am I-I who know how clever you are

to believe that? Why, it was a beautifi
book!"
"No. no; it wasn't up to much," prc

tested Baines; but now he sualed tmidi
at his wife.
"Ah. you may say so. but I shan't be

lieve my clever boy is stupid. We
there nothing you liked ycurself? No
think'"
He began to yield to the sweet, lovis

flattery.
"Of coume," he said, "although it wa

bad as a whole. it may have had a goo
thing her., and there.-
"Of course, It had-here, there and ever

where! Oh. I wonder how he dared!
shall let him know what I think about kr
"My darling, he acted with my full ag

provel. In fact, I burnt it myself."
"Your approval! I suppose you wer

thinking more, about me and baby than th
book, weren't you?"
Baines could not say no to this questiot

and she went on, triumphantly:
"Of couiase you were. I see it alt Ol

the conceit of some man! Now. Addingtoi

se I . I

"The book would have done mothim
but harm."

just think about the chapter on 'The Ne
Light!'"
Alas for the eternal resurrections of sel

approval!
"Perhaos that wasn't as bad as the rest,

said Baoby Baines.
"So bad! It was beautiful! And that or

about-what was it? Oh, yes-'Zest I
Rest.' "

'"Mere was an idea In that, but it
working out-"
"Oh. bother the working out!" cried Mr

Ealnes. "Now, aren't you sorry?"Baines had begun to be a little sorry."I thotght It best not to risk a fal
ure, dear." he pleaded.
"You tthought! Mr. Caxtcn was kin

enough to thir.k!"
"Anyhow, Addle, you mustn't be angrwith Caxton. He meant It most kindly.""Oh, that's what oficious people alwaysay!"
"He did, indeed. He may have bee

hasty-"
"May have been! Now, don't you thin

he was? Now. wasn't he?"
"Well, dear, I could hardly consider th

rratter calmly then."
"I sho'ild think not, with me lying ha

deed! Aren't you rorry now?"
There was ro escaping It. His wifetrbet revived his own confidence; men

ory painted the dull-hued book in brigbcolors. Neither to her, nor to himsel
could he persist In his ascetic denial a
merit to his work.
"I-i am half sorry," he said. "But a

most be just to Caxton."
"I am just," declared Addle, "and It

all his fault. And I love you more tha
ever. -lear Addington. You must writeagain!I"

'I couldn't; indeed, I couldn't," he crict
in swift terror; for the vision of thos
barren, torturing hours before his desi
rose to his eyes.
"Oh. of cot-rse, you feel that now," sal

she, soothingly. "But some day you'll fe<
different. Some day, won't you, dear?"
And Addington Daines said: "Well, pethaps, some day"
When AddIe put it like that the pr<fessor could not deny that possibly at

might be right.
"My dear young lady, nobody is Infa

lible except professors," said he. "Cax
ton's got a sound judgment, though."
"You never did justice to my husband'

abilities." said she, reproachfully.
"Now, that's too bad! My pursuits ar

so different from his that-"
"Well, and what does Mr. Caxton knoi

about those things Addington writes on
Now, professor, would you burn anothe
man's book?"
"Not without his consent," said the pro

fessor.
"And would you ask his consent whe

his wife was almost dying, and he wa
utterly upset?"
"There, I'm not going to get Into troubl

by defending the fellow. He's big enoug
to look etter himself."
"In your heart you think he wa

wrong?"
"In my heart, my dear lady, I kno-

nothing about It."
"I asked him to come here today. I'

going to tell him what I think about It."
The professor pulled out his watch wit

htrlesque anxiety.
"I think I'll be going," said he. "I've a

appointment."
The professor went, and presently Tot

Caxton came. He greeted Addie with t11
excessive and unnatural urbanity of a ma
who knows that he is going to be scoldes
it is like a dog's cringing wag of the ta
when the whip comes in sight. Addi
plunged Into the subject at once, and witI
out giving him an opportunity of speakin
ir.dulged in ar. eloquent rebuke of his hast
ness, thoughtlessness, levity and self-aj
surance.
"Well, Mr. Caxton," she asked, at las

"have you nothing to say?" -

PART V.
"I am Incorrigible, Mrs. Baies," he at

swered. "I still think I was right."
She raised her hands In a gesturec

despairing astonishment.
"The book," he went on, "would hat

done nothing but harm to your husband
reputation.
"But I read it, and it was splendid."
"Well, you know, my opinion was askei

rot offered--and I '-ould only give it. Hi
talents are not In that direction."
"You think he has no talents at all,

suppose?" she asked, bitterly.
"It's no use arguing about it. If Addin.

Baines Wasn In His Aran Chair at th
Table..

tcn himself can't convince you, I can't."
"Addington? Why, he agrees with me!
"Agrees 'with you?" cried Caxton, Ii

credulously,
"Yes. He bitterly regrets yielding I

your opinion In a monment of-well, whie
hewasn't himself."
"Impossible! He fully acquiesced In niopinionrbe said he bad anticipated it.

he In, Mrs. Balnee?"
Addington's presence was secured. Whe

he heard why he was wanted, he laid hi
hand gently on Addle's shoulder.
"She's too seflous for me, Caxton," sal

he.
"It's a charming fault in a wife." sal

Cazoton, with a grim smile, "but in bat
justice to myself I had to cite you as
witness."
Baines glanced uneasily at his wife an

said nothing.
"You quite agreed In what I said am

advised," urged Caxton.
"Oh, yes Idid. Certainly Iagreed~. Ye

Addle, I agreed."
"And your own judgment went with it1added Caxton.
"Yes, yes. At the time, at least.

thought-I stil think-that the book was
had faults."
"They could have been remedied," di

clared Addle, decisively."Perh idear," said Booby Baines, "pehans o Caxton didahis stform."

t "You senea to have changed yer Vie rather," remarked Carten.
Dinama threw a glance at bm-it semed

a COmnesas game-.a glance of privatea
ell," he sald, "I was a b4 down them,L old chap. Add* was il ad-nd a thtyou know."

"just am I maId," interpt.i Adl,r drumming a neat toot on the fo2-laresay you were right. ~Carten,"t Baies went on; "but perhats we were jesta little bit hasrty"-
%"ton sinlted and, turning to Addle, ss:My witness is not Very dlerSm Deams, owdtim9Ce7."It all show'*" Sald Ad&, "how care-.ful we ought to be in assuming rmoeat-unilty.".
"Ye.," maid Carton, "an, perhaps, Inamking other people to assume It.-Neither husband nor wife meed to acern the point of his remark. They were

,Standing together now. Add~e left handrested on Baines' arm, ad sbe held outher lght to Carton.
"we won't quarrel about it," she saida charitably. "But I thought I ought to tellSyou, In came yOU hould ever do the samesort of thing again.-
"I think You may feel eawy about that."SamdCAut. "rye had my elemn,YQ§d she, in simple acquiescence,"And," she added. "he's going to write itagain.-

e
Caton shot a swift gtance at Baines,nanswer meemed to coms--m. distnares,e helpless protest. and Baines said:-f I cA d time. you know. Od ret.6, low."
"Why, Addington, you've all your time.Ow,ince you got id of that horrid boardI. of trade."
Booby Baines made no answer. Carto.,tirgetting his own wrongs in pity for theunlucky mn began to apologise for him.
-It needs lot of grit and resolution tosit down and write a thing like that over asecond time," said he.
"Well And Addington's got them, thoughYOU think he hasn't.*- she flahed out, an-grily. "And when it is done again wAnones out. we shall see who was right. Mr.Caxton.*,
"Im sure I hope I shall be provedwrong."* maid he. as he exchanged a verycold shake of the hand with Mrs. alneyThen he bade Booby farewell; the huntedlook was still in Booby's eyes. He had allhis time now, he had left the board oftrade (was It really so horrid?) and hecould set to work at once to rewrite "Stressand Striving" under the lively and con-stant encouragement of an admiring wife."One Is sometimes glad to be a bachelor,"said Tom Caxton to himself, as he walkedaway.

*5 e e eThe world 0a not let into the wholeseret of the arracre of "Stress andStriving." The professor knew, but he wasdiscreet. Caxton was not likely to tell.rnd the Baines treated the incident asthough it hal never been. Yet it leakedctut-who can tell how?-that the greater
e

part of the book had been written and thenC destroyed by its author. Caxtov.'s shareIn the transaction was not n'ectioned. and
6
Mrs. Baines was not unkind enough to ex-pose him; thus the way was left cear forthe natural inference. The Inference wasduly drawn, and the admirers of Mr.Baines wearied not in praisirg an artistwhose regard for perfectior. was so scrupu-Icus as to lead him to destroy the work ofmonths. and set to again on a blank sheet.Booby Baines himself said little, but heowned to having found faults in the firstF draft. This admission was enotgh: theversion was now authorized, and admir-a irg sympathy watched the conscientious

M author as he set to work aguan. Ye a heset to work again, in helpless bondage to hisk loving wife. in loathing desp.tLir of the task.There seemed no avoiding it and no per-forming it, and Addle was more cheerfulaLd confident than ever. She laughedfAway doubts, and was sturdy in re-fusingto regret the lost board of trade. Buttoward Caxton her bearing was cold andher manner stern.
t Now. In those days a certain eminent per-
,son put himself at thc head of a greatf movement for the promotion of artistic
culture in the masses of the people. Great

e bums were raked. great buildings built.and a couple of baronetcies were under-
s stood to be an ffier for a j'rize. Prof.
m Martin, being highly distinguished In quite
t another line, was Invited on to the general

committee, an-1. being an energetic man.
took a large part In fcunding the first of

e the great buildiriges, the College of Art In
k the Old Kent road. And when the Collegeof Art was nealy fnished Mr. Tom Cax-
I ton began to be most assiduous in callingI on Prof. Martin. In vain the professor de-

clared that he had no influesce with the
eminent person or with the genera, com-
mitt(e. CtXLon knew better. In vain the

0 professor plezded that public Interests
alone could be regarded In the appointment

e of a secretary to the College of Art in the
Old Kent road. Again Caxton knew better.

- "It's on -my conscience, professor." he
- urged. "Think of the poor beggar sitting

down to that job all over again!"s The professor thought of It, and his face
softened.

e "After all," he observed, "he is supposed
to know something about art."

v A week after, the general committee
-having met under the presidency of thereminent person, and Prof. Martin having
brought forward a certain candidate for
the office of secretary. Tom Caxton again
drove in a fast hansom to Vanessa Ter-
race. The'little house was itself again;6 its windows were decked with flowers; a
perambulator stood in the hall. Addlee Baines ran out to meet the visitor.

t "Oh. is It you, Mr. Caxtor.T' site said.
drawing herself up.6 "Yes. Where's Addington? I must see
him. I've got an important message for
him."
"He's in the study writing. Come along."

'" For the importance hinted in Caxton's
manner overcame her dislike of him.

ii They entered the study. Balnes was in

l'im armchair at the table. He was leaning
'a back when the door opened, but in an In-

stant he sat uljrght. seized a pen, pulled a1.blank sheet of paper into position before
a him, and then looked round with a startled
a air,

"I'm afraid we're Interrupting you, dear,"Isaid Addle.
"It doesn't matter," he answered eager-

-ly. "Please stay.".
Then Torm Caxton told the news-how

that the appointment of secretary to the
-College of Arts was at the disposal of Mr.

J1. Addington Baines In came he should think
fit to accept It.
"And," said Tom, "I consider the offer

an uncommonly high compliment to you."
Baines' eyes sparkled. Since the revela-

- tion concerning "Stress and Striving" he
had heen Ill at ease in living entirely on
Addle's money, and four hundred a year
Is just a comfortable addition to eight hun-
dred.e ..It would be most congenial work," said

s he. "It would give me a real scope."
Addie looked a little 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

"We ,

said Tom, "that's the draswhack,Mrs. Balnes. The work will be v'ery heavy,
and will take his whole time. Indeed, the
committee will erfpect tjie secretary to de-
vote his entire erergies to the work."
"Oh!" cried Addle, In dismay, "then he

won't be able to get on with 'Stress and
Striving!' You must consider that. Ad-dlngton."
For a moment Caxton trembled; he burn-

ed to stir Bamnes up to a stroke for free-domi. He exchanged a glan'ce with him.Blanes understood It; he rose and tookAddle's arm In his.
"Yes," said he, "I'm sorry for that, I

may get a little spare time for it; but, any-how, I think it's my duty to accept. I can
he of use In this new position, and I
mustn't think only of my own feelings!"And he suddenly put out his other handand clasped Caxton's hand, and said,. with
a sudden, genuine outburst of delight: "ByJove. I am glad, old fellow!"
Addle looked a little puzzled. but she

'said:
-"Well, It is a prominent position, Isn'tit?"

a And Tom Caxton said, very gravely, that

a It was.
Booby Baines turned to the writing table.

y' He opened a drawer, and with a dexterous

s sweep of his hand shot all the papers into

It. Then he closed the drawer with a bang,

a and said, with the happiest smile:
s "No more work today! You'll stay to

lunch, Tom?'

i And Tom stayed to lunch; and they talk-

ed about the baby, and the College of Art,

I and what could be done with another four
e hundred a year. And Addle's was the only

a toice raised In regret."i'm afraid," said she, "that It meansI the end of the book-for ever so long, atleast."

d "Well, I told you there wasn that draw-

back," said Tom Carton.

., The servant had gone, and they thre

were alone. Disregardinga Caxton's prem-
''ece. Addle rose and went round to her
husband. She kissed him on the cheek and

I said:

- "Never mind. darling. People know that

you could do it If you liked, and I know it
- beat of alL".

And this was the rare good fortune .fBooby Bamnes.
(The end.)


