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impressed me more than ever before with a
sense of his extreme worth.

“You look as if you read the Lessons in
church every Sunday morning, Mr. Addi-
shaw,” 1 said, when I shook hands with him.
“I’ve come to make my will.”

“ Ah, well,” he answered, ‘1 have nothing
to do for ten minutes. I don’t mind wasting
a little time.” :

“You must sit at your desk,” I insisted,
“or I sha'n't feel that I'm getting my money’s
worth.” ,

Patiently he changed his seat, and with
some elaboration I gave a list of all the
bequests I wished to make.

“And now,” said I, “we come to my
wines, spirits, and liqueurs.”

“Good gracious me !” he cried ; “I didn’t
know that you had started a cellar. You
are becoming a man of substance. 1 will
tell my wife to ask for your new book at
Mudie’s.”

“Your generosity overwhelms me,” I re-
torted. “Some day, I venture to hope, you
will go so far as to buy a second-hand copy
of one of my works. But I have no cellar.
The wine in my flat is kept in a cupboard
along with the coats and hats, the electric
meter, my priceless manuscripts, and several
pairs of old boots. I have no wines, spirits,
and liqueurs, but I wish to leave them to
somebody, so that future generations may
imagine that writers in the twentieth century
lived as luxuriously as butchers and peers of
the realm and mountebanks.”

Somewhat astonished at this harangue Mr.
Addishaw wrote as I desired ; then a pale
young clerk was sent for and together the
legal gentlemen witnessed my signature.

“ And now,” said I, “1 will light a cigar to
complete the illusion that I am a man of
means, and bid you good afternoon.”

Mr. Addishaw returned to his arm-chair by
the fire and, feeling apparently very good-
humoured, asked me to remain for a few
minutes ; he had taken the only comfortable
seat in the room, but I drew up the writing-
chair and sat down.

“Wills are odd things,” said Mr. Addishaw,
in a meditative manner. “Only the other
day 1 had to deal with the testament of the
late Lord Justice Drysden ; and it was so ill-
composed that no one could make head or
tail of it. But his eldest son happened to be
a solicitor, and he said to the rest of the
family : ¢ I’'m going to arrange this matter as
I consider right, and if you don't agree I'll
throw the whole thing into Chancery and
you'll none of you get a penny!’ The family

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

were not too pleased, for their brother thought
fit to order the affair in a manner not
altogether disadvantageous to himself ;'but I
advised them to submit. My father and my
grandfather were solicitors before me, so I
think I have law more or less in the blood ;
and I've always taught my children two things.
I think if they know them they can’t come to
much harm in the world.”

“ And what are they? ” I asked.

‘“Never tell a lie and never go to law.”

Mr. Addishaw rose slowly from his chair
and went to the door.

‘“If anyone wishes to see me, Drayton, say
that I shall be disengaged in a quarter of an
hour,” he called to his clerk.

Then, with a little smile which sent his
honest red face into a number of puckers, he
took from a cupboard a bottle, well coated
with dust, and two wineglasses.

“What is this? ” I asked. -

“Wel, I'm an old man,” he answered,
“and I keep to some customs of the pro-
fession which these young sparks of to-day
have given up. I always have a bottle of
port in my room, and sometimes when I
don’t feel very well I drink a glass or two.”

He poured out the wine and looked at it
with a smile of infinite content. He lifted
it to his nose and closed his eyes as though
he were contemplating some pious mystery.
He sipped it and then nodded to me three
times with a look full of meaning.

“ And yet there are total abstainers in the
world ! ” he exclaimed. :

He emptied the glass, sighed, refilled it,
and sat down.

“ Talking of wills, I said the last word in
a matter this morning which has interested
me a good deal ; and, if you like, 1 will tell
you the story, because it shows how sometimes
by pure chance that ass, the law, may work
so as to protect the innocent and punish the
contriving. '

“ One of the oldest clients of my firm is
the family of Daubernoon, north-country
squires, who have held immense estates in
Westmorland since the good old days of
King Henry VIII. They were not a saving
race, so that in personalty they never left
anything worth speaking of, but they always
took care to keep the property unencumbered ;
and even now, when land is worth so little
and the landlord finds it as difficult as the
farmer to make both ends meet, their estates
bring in the goodly income of six thousand
a year.

“Roger Daubernoon, the late squire,
injured his rspine/ imra hunting accident,
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“‘Who says so?’ he asked.

“There was no astonishment in his
manner, so that I wondered whether he had
divined the illness of Miss Daubermoon, or
whether in his utter selfishness he was in-
different to it. I mentioned Dr. Hobley’s
name.

“¢Twenty years ago he said I couldn't live
“six months,’ answered Mr. Daubernoon.
‘He’s a nervous old woman. Kate’s as
strong and well as you are.’

“¢Would you like a specialist to come
from Liverpool to see her?’

“¢QOh, those doctors always back on:
another up. A specialist would only frighten
Kate.’

“1 saw that he would never allow himself
to be persuaded that his daughter needed
attention, and I spoke more stemnly to him.

“¢Mr. Daubernoon,” I said, ‘if your
daughter dies the responsibility will be yours.’

“Then a cruel look came into his worn,
thin face—a look I had never seen before, and
a hardness filled his eyes that was horrible.

‘“¢After all, I can only last six months.
When I'm dead she can do what she likes.
Apres moi le déluge.

“I did not answer, appalled by the sick
man’s cruel selfishness; the poor girl had
sacrificed her youth to him, her hopes of
being wife and mother ; and now he wanted
her very life. And she was ready to give it.

‘*“ Mr. Daubernoon lived four months longer
than he said, for the autumn had arrived
when a telegram came saying that he was
dead. It was sent by Dr. Hobley, who bade
me come to Westmorland at once.

“ But.when I armved it was the change in
Miss Daubernoon that shocked me most.
Those final months had worked havoc with
her, so that it was impossible not to see that
she was very ill. She was thin and haggard,
her hair was streaked with grey, and she
coughed constantly. She seemed ten years
older than when 1 had-last seen her, and,
though she was no more than forty, looked
almost an elderly woman.

“‘I'm very much alarmed at the change
in Miss Daubemoon,” I told the doctor.
‘ What do you think ?’

‘‘She’s dying, Mr. Addishaw, he answered ;
‘she can’t live another year.’

‘“ ¢ Fortunately, now she can go away.’

‘¢ She can do that, but it won’t save her.
It's too late.’

‘ After the funeral Miss Daubernoon came
to me and said she wished to have a talk on
business matters.

“ ! Never mind about business,’ I said; ‘I
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can arrange all that. What you must do is
to get down to Italy before the cold weather
comes.’

“¢That is what I mean to do, she
answered. ‘I think I should tell you'—
she hesitated and looked down, a faint blush
colouring her pallid cheeks—‘I think I
should tell you that I am going to be married
at once.’

“‘What !’ I cried. ‘But you're not fit to
marry ; you're as ill as you can be.’

“<1 think I have six months to live. 1
want to be happy. It’s only because I'm so
ill that I cannot wait. We are to be married
in London in a week.’

“ For a moment I was silent, not knowing
what to say. 'Then I asked to whom she

was engaged.
“‘Mr. Ralph Mason,’ she answered,
shortly. ‘You met him. last time you were

here. We have been devoted to one another
for the last two years.’

“I could not remember anyone of that
name, and I mquired, somewhat curtly, when
I should have the pleasure of renewing my
acquaintance with this gentleman.

“ < He's now coming towards us,” she said,
and a look of radiant happiness came into
her face.

“] saw walking along the garden path
through which we sauntered a tall young
man in a frock-coat, a tall hat, and patent
leather boots. In a moment I recognised him.

¢ ¢ But that is the land-agent’s clerk ?’

“*“Yes,’ she said.

“ He was certainly a very handsome man,
with a beautiful moustache and the dashing
air of a counter-jumper trying to ape the
gentleman. I should think he was fifteen
years younger than Miss Daubernoon, and
this was enough to surprise me; but the
most amazing part of it all was that her
pride—you know what the pride is of people
in that particular class of life—should have
allowed her to think of marriage with such a
person. And when I knew him better I
found to my dismay that there was in him no
redeeming trait; he was mercly a very
ordinary, common, provincial tradesman, with
nothing but his rather vulgar good looks to
recommend him. And when I compared his
strapping vigour with Miss Daubernoon’s old,
sickly weakness, I could not doubt that he
was merely an adventurer of the very worst
class. I said nothing at the time, but later,
finding myself alone with her, I did not
hesitate to speak plainly.

“‘Why do you suppose Mr. Mason wishes
to marry you ?;- I asked.
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“Three days later I heard from Dr.
Hobley that they had left Daubemoon,
though Kate was much too ill to travel ; they
were married at a registry office in Mary-
lebone, and next day crossed the Channel on
their way to Italy.

“There was a good deal of work connected
with the estate of the late Roger Daubernoon.
He had left rather a large legacy to his cousin
Robert and smaller sums to various servants
and dependents, so that practically all his
personalty was absorbed. Stocks and shares
had to be sold, consequently I was in somewhat
frequent correspondence with Mrs. Mason,
but her letters were always very short, refer-
ring merely to the business on hand, so that
I could not tell whether she was ill or well,
happy or wretched. I hoped with all my
heart that these last months of her life went
smoothly, I hoped the man was kind to her,
and at least took the trouble to conceal from
his wife that he waited impatiently for her
death. Poor thing, I trust she preserved to
the last the illusion which had given her the
only joy her life had known; I was no
longer angry with her, but very, very sorry.

“Then one day, in the spring, my clerk
whistled up that Mr. Ralph Mason wished
to see me. I knew at once that the poor
woman was dead. He came in ; and though
in the country he had dressed ’ himself pre-
posterously in a frock-coat and a tall hat,
now he wore a rather loud check suit and a
bowler ; a black tie was his only sign of
mourning. And I had never felt such an
antipathy for this swell-mobsman. I hated
his handsome military bearing, his smart
counter-jumper looks, and the scent on his
handkerchief. There was a superciliousness
in his manner which told me I should have
to pay for all I had said of him; he, of
course, was now the squire, and I was a
humble solicitor. I knew I should not long
keep the business of the house of Dauber-
noon, and upon my word I was not sorry.
I had no wish to deal with a man of that
stamp.

“I did not rise from my chair as he
came in.

“‘Good morning,’ I said. ‘ Pray be seated.’

“‘I have come to see you on business,’
he answered, insolently. ‘My wife died in
Rome on the z24th of last March and you
are executor of her will.’

“T felt expressions of regret would be out
of place, and I could imagine the satisfaction
the man took in his freedom.

“*I hope you were not unkind to her,’
I said.
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“ <] told you I'd come solely on business.
I have brought the will in my pocket. It
was by my wish that you were appointed
executor.’

“I understood what a revengeful pleasure
he took in the thought that I must delive~
over to him the vast estates of the Dauber-
noons. Silently I took the will, which was
very short, written on a sheet of note-paper.

“¢I, Kate Daubernoon, of the Manor,
Daubernoon, hereby revoke all former wills
and testamentary dispositions made by me,
and declare this to be my last will and testa-
ment. I appoint James Addishaw, of 103,
Lancaster Place, London, to be the executor
of this my will. I give all my real and
personal property whatsoever to Ralph
Mason. In witness whereof I have set my
hand to this my will the roth day of Sep-
tember, 1go2.

‘ KATE DAUBERNOON.’

*“It was written in her own hand and duly
witnessed by two servants at the Manor. I
could hardly believe my eyes.

“‘How did you get the form ?’ I asked.

“‘I have some knowledge of law,” he
answered.

“¢That I can scarcely believe.” My heart
beat with excitement, but I did not wish to
let him see my triumph too quickly. ‘Is
this the only will your wife made ?’

{3 Yes-’

‘¢ Are you sure there is no later one?’

‘¢ Absolutely positive.’

““Have you observed the date?
days before your marriage.’

“¢The will was made on the very day that
you sent for me and oﬂered me two thousand
a year to give her up.’

“There was a ring of exultation in his
voice, but I answered very quletly, ‘You
would have been wise to accept it.’

“¢Do you think so?’ he laughed.

“¢Because this will is invalid. Marriage
annuls all testamentary dispositions previously
made, and this piece of paper is absolutely
worthless.’

“] shall never forget the look that came
into his face, the green pallor that spread
across his cheeks, discolouring his very lips ;
at first he could not understand, the blow
was too unexpected.

“¢What do you mean ?’ he cried. ¢It’s not
true.’

“¢You may take the will to any solicitor
you choose.’

“*You old wretch !’ he hissed.

“¢If you're not civil I shall send for my
clerks to kick yotdownstairs.’

Three
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