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his law. He had once written a book,—on the mortgage of stocks

iu trade ; but that had been in early lite, and he iiad never since

dabbled in literatuie. ^

He was certainly a man ot whom men were generally afraid.

At the whist-tabie no one would venture to scold him. in the
court no one ever contradictcU bim. in his own house, though he was
very quiet, tbe servants dreaded to oftend him, and were attentive

to his slightest behests. Vviien he condescended to ride with any
acquaintance m the park, it was always acknowledged that old

Wharton was to rogulato the pace, iiis name was Abel, and all his

bte he had been known as able Abe ;—a silent, I'ar-seeiug, close-

tistea, just old man, who was not, however, by any means deficient

in sympathy either with the sutferiugs or with the joys of humanity.
It was Easter time and the courts were not sittmg, but Jliu:.

Wharton was in his chamber as a matter ot course at ten o'clock,

lie knew no real homely comforts elsewhere,—unless at the whist-
table at tiue Eldon. ile ate and drantc and slept in his own house
in Manch(\sier iSquare, but he cuuld hardly be said to hve there,

it was not there that his mind was awake, and that the powers of

the man w(\re exerciHt;d. When he came up from the dining-room
to join his dviughter alter dinner he would get her to sing him a
song, and wc\ild then seat himself with a book. But he never read
in his own hoUkSe, invariably falling into a sweet and placid slum-
ber, Irom which he was never disturbed till his daughter kissed him
as she went to bed. Then he would walk about the room, and
look at his watch, and shuttle uneasily through half an hour till

his conscience allowed him to take himself to his chamber. Ue
was a man ot no pursuits in his own house. i5ut from ten iu the
morning till hve, or otten till six, in the evening, his mind was
active in some work, it was not now all law as it used to be. In
the drawer of the old piece ot turniture which stood just at the
right hand of his own arra-chair there were various books hidden
away, which he wan sometimes ashamed to have seen by his clients,

—poetry and novels and even fairy tales. Jb'or the're was nothing
Mr. Wharton cuuld not rnad in his chambers, though there was
nothing that he could resui m his own house. Ue had a large
pleasant room in Vvhion to sit, looking out from the ground iioor of
IStone Buildings onto the gardens belonging to the Inn,—and here,

m the centre ot the metropolis, but in perfect quiet as far as the

outside world was concerned, ho had lived and still lived his life.

At about noon on the day foUoMring that on which Lopez had
made his sudden swoop on Air. Parker and had then dined with
Everett Wharton he called at Stone Building's and was shown into

the lawyer's room. His quick eye at once discovered the book
which Mr. Wharton, halt hid away, and saw upon it Mr. Mudie's
suspicious ticket. Barristers certainly never get their law books
from Mudie, and Lopez at once knew that his hoped-for father-in-

law had been reading a novel. He had not suspected such weak-
ness, but argued well Iroiu it for the business he had in hand.


