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close beaida her, liea the best, maoet taith-
ful friond ahe has met in ysara—* Madsm
Potiphar

How much diversion, how many pleasant
houts this book has given her. Lt was, in
deed, the only friend who had sought her
out in her loneliness, and who had given
het news once more of him whom rhe bad
nevor forgotten, but about whom ehe had
questioned no one — Cyprian Lankwitz
s of this book, whicrh had creatad
dal by ita comments npon socisty
in the capital, had firat called hor attention
toit. She had ordered it, and read it with
ever increaring  eothusiasm.  All  these
opinions wereg hera ; the author of the book
felt aa sha did, and that brought him
noarey the hermit of Bahreuberg than any
one before. She had ment her agent to the
capital to laarn the author, with what re-
eult can by imagined.

Xhe grew mors and more fond of tha
book. Its delightful, it sharp, humour
mads her amile, although she fancied ahe
had forgotten how. The unknown asthor,
" Severin,’ nmused her, made her laueh and
cry, and ahortened her lonely hours, Traly,
this anonymous * Saverin*® deserved to be
rewarded.

A smile lit up the sick woman's festures,
and haetily, in tervous cread iert death
might frustrate, her plane, she commanded
a meezanger 10 tide to tha neoarest town
and fatch lawyera that she might make her
will.

The lawyers came juat in tims. The
invalid's condition had been apgravated by
her lsverieh cxcitemot,

The will wams drawn up, and to thae
amazement of ths f[awyer, Claodiue,
Baranase son Bahrenberg, made the suthor
of the book, * Madam Fatiphar,” &, Severin,
the aniversal heir of her large fortuna,
Baraness Florence Ohly’a name was not
mwentioned, and her danghter, Mignon, in-
herited outy the old family diamoande, which
must remain io the family.

Half the castle and fine eatate, as well as
Claudine's actua! cash, were to fall to an
unknown man wha had alazmed the fashion-
mble world by a book whoea cantents wera
eo scandalous that he war forced to conceal
hia identity behind a preadonym.

A notary called the baroneea’s attention
to the fact thot * A, Severn ' was a mask
which, in epite of ali conceivable efforts,
had as yet remained unpiercaed, but one of
the other mean ioterrapted bhim with a
rignificant wink.

* Pray, my good friend, do not grudoe

the world thia fine joke, Think of the
reneation. The guthor of *Madam
Potiphar® in offered a princely loriane if

he wil! lift his visor, Something eainter-
esting har not occurred hefore in the
uineteenth century. Plo yon think a mortal
can resiet thie tempting will? Never! My
fingers burn to publish the announcement
in the newspapers, 8o keepetill, Whether
it is a preudonym or not, now wa will dia-
cover the author of * Madam Paotighar,”*

S0 the teetament wae signed and sealed,
an-d roch peaceful calm came over Baroness
Clauding that her phytician almcst began
to hape for sn improvement in her condi-
tion,

But when the first snowflakes whicled in
the air, the martyr of Hahrenbery Iay pa'a
and cold upon her pillow, and it seemed
to thore who eaw her that the homety old
face had never looked eo beautiful sa =ince
the kisa of the silent angel who ends all
earthly mizery.

The Iawyers could scarcely awsit tha
time far opening the will.  WWith one stroke
the already half-forgotten * Madam Puoti-
phar * would bz the cantra of interest, and
rolution of the anonymous ridd's would
+urely creale more eeneation thau in the
firet place the book had created.

And it wna pro,

Probahly printera’ ink never crested maora
sensalion than the legal sanouncement Lhat
Baroness Claudioe von Bahrenharg had
lelt her large fortune to the author of the
book, *Muadam Potiphar.” and that the
author, *A. Sererin,’ or the person
identical with this peeodonym, had only to
prerant himeelf to the under-igned lawyer,
and prove his identity, to enter upon his
inhenitance.

This was an event which would electrify
the coldest being.

I'ablic interert prew from day to day.

*Has he mnnounced himeell > was the
burning nquestion,

There was no other topicul canversation,
and where * Madam Potiphar® had long
lain in & corner, it was quickly broupht out
aygain and dusted, Jt had mnever been
imagined that Claudine von Bubrenberg
would Lhue excite their curiosity snd impa-
ticnes onee more.

Hut * A, Severin' was a prevdonyin and
~—remained one.

CHAPTER XV,
Covst Cyvmin LANKWITZS rooms  were
noticeable for their axtreme simplicity.
Heavy old [urniture, coatly enly becaues
of ita age, bad bean brought from bis
mother's old castls. OQraaments, arms
and postly knick-kuacks wouald only have
boow in his way, in which respect he wara
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striking contrask to bin father, whoss
refined, artistic tasts Devar wearied ol
sccomplishing new marvela of decoration
and comfort, which trifles consumed a amall
fortune.

Cyril sat in his larga loather covored
armchair, a thick wolfekin boneath his feet,
an extinguished cigar betwean his teeth,
He was absorbed in his work, and forgat-
fal of all elss. Awu open letier from FPrin-
cess Hormine lay belors him, and the
young count was poring over the damsged
chronicles which ba had eavod from Neu-
deck.

Thors was a Furioas ring at the door- bell,

Ogly Count Cyprian rang Lhos. Hia
hasty, elastic step was heard almoet im-
modiately in the ball.

“Good evening, my boy,' ha cried, onter-
ing the room. * The devii! Buay again ¥
Valleal slapped bis ron affectionately on
the back, threw his coat to the old survant
who had limped after him, and rubbed hia
handa, *Somsthiog warm, old man. A
lictls cognac—but quick '

The servant gave his yoong musier a
helplers, imploring glance, and Cyril
quickly pulhaﬂ back hie chair and laid
down his

“ This i& do]mhtl’ul, papa, I have jusk
thiz moment finished. Some cognac, Lhen,
st onca.’ And he drew oot his keys and
wont op to an old earved rideboard, * Youn
mayv go, Brann, I have gvérything bere,”

The captain followed hia son, both bands
in his pockets, and atared corionsly over his
shoulder into the open cupboard. Ha
laughed wofily to himasif,

* Just like an old maid ! Evorything neat
and orderly. (laress, hottles, and plates—--
canned goode—dear me, you can serve
s breakfsst at any moment,’ and
ho threw himselt down opon the comlor-
table old sofa. " You are a gneer lellow,
Hosanns, To be sure vou live as uoecwm-
fortably as s backwoodaman, without any
mervice ; bot even that has its advantages ;
you are spared moch vexation. Ism uck
dietrostful, but now I belive that you are
right, snd that that, wrntched Parisian, my
valet, robs me unmarcifally.”

* Hava you dischorged him ¥

Valleral sighed and taok Lha offered glase
of cogoac. .

*To be frank, I have not ths courage, [
am =0 nzed to the fellow. Ha is so at-
tentive, knows all my babits and likingn ;
and, do yoo know, my boy, at my age, one
bacomas s trifle lazy and helpless, snd the
perpotual treining of servanta ja terrible.’

*Still I should think it more agresable
than such a reverased order of things, You
are not Moulin’s master ; he is yours.”

Cygprian laoghed.

*l have oiten thoupgbt recently what a
wreatched existence an old bachelor leads.”

Cyril raired his head abruptly.

*And yon say that?

*] say it, Even liberty may become
bordensnme, bacanse one who posaseees ib
usually abores it. 1t has loet the charm of
novelty for me, and in epite of my gay lile,
I am unepeakably bored. How valuable s
troe woman's love is. I long for all the
Londer intereet your mother naed to take in
pverything that concerned me.  \WWho really
sympathises now with me?

+1, father.’

. Mv good boy ! Yes, you are s comfort
when I can come and vnborden my heart
to you, bat yoa live here and Ilive there ;
and however rttached & fathar and son may
be, it is guite diflersnt from the love of =
wife, who is one heart and soul wilb you.'

{yril Janghed pervously.

*Yon are in & etrangs mood to-day,
papa, » mood which I have never seen yon
in before.” He laid his arm oo the cap-
tain’a shounlders. “ What makes you so
gloomy ?  Moulin alene, or a mouroful,
seriour ebb in the cash-box, which all your
joy and love of lifa have drained ¥

Valleral smoothed his handeome mona-
tachs thoughrfully. Ha smiled, but aven
bis emile was somewhat ead.

* Ebb—a serious ebh,’ ha zighad, desnly.
¢ Ah, dear, i t. emintly H what
doos & model man like you know of the
terrible meaning of this word? He rose
and paced the room éxcitedly, Suddenly
he pauzed befers hia ron and rested both
handa hearily on his shoolders. * Cyril,"
he mormured, * 1 loolishly gambled for n
few aveninges, had no lock, and am on the
vorge of ruin.”

‘The yoany connt started up in horror,

*Good heavens ! he groaned.

Kot Valleral continued, with flashed
fare:

*An1 know that ak present you opeed
every penny yourself to tide over the
strike of your minsrs withoot impalring
your ostates, I look upon it as abeclintely
out nf the guestion, my boy, that you
whoold hold your hopelera old father above
water thia time. What I need is too much
—and * Tha k d, drew
oat his purlulnadhnndkerl:hml nod mopped
his brow, Cyril sat as thoogh para.
Iyzed, wnd stared straight befors him.
*And so? he repeatadly {aintly, mechanic-
slly. *Bol must marry?

* Marey I

*And some wealthy, very weaslthy
woman,' enid Valleral, ssating himself com-
fortably on the sola agmin. Now $has he




