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FELICE.
DY ANNA T. BADLER.
« Thesgo lilacs, my good Lucine, aro they not fresh and
dolightful, and with s peculinr beauty of their own 2

« Not so fair, not so beautiful, ns Mademoisello,” nnswered
Lucino,

Thero was n defercnee in her manner, which to the close
observer wus not without o traco of eringing servility. Ma-
domoiselle, who hiad breathed the roscbud of flattery from hier
cradle, scarcely percoived this obsequiousness ; nor could. in
deed, praise from such a quarter have disturbed licr com
posure, somewhat haughty, people said.

Mistress and maid had reached the end of u green and
secluded alloy. ‘Tho park surrounding the Chateau de Neuilly
was full of such shuded walks.  But this particular path ter
minated in un exquisite little nook, which at the moment
might be deseribed us a lilue eopse  Bushes and trees, over
Inden with tho purple and white clusters, lent their rich fra-
grance to the nir, the smooth green grass under foot, the
glimpses of sky through the lower hung branches. It was a
seene for n painter

* Lilucs nre so spring like,”* continued Mademoiselle, half
dreamily  She seemed us if pursuing come train of thought
forgotful of the presence of her attendant. * One feels in
looking at them that winter is reallv gone, winter, so like
harsh and stern reality. This is why I love these simple
flowers."”

« And then Monsieur de Fontaneville has said,'” broke in
Lucine, ** the handsome, brave, and gay M. Gaston, when
riding away in his gorgeous uniform, * before the lilacs have
blossomed and faded I will return.” ™

The color that came swiftly into mademoiselle’s pule fuco
was nccompanied with a sudden look of displeasure, which
quickly passed, however. Mademoiselle merely snying in a
light and careless tono :

“ Your care is good, Lucine, and your memory better.
But for the promises **——0

« Men lightly make and as lightly break them,” said Lu
cine, her light gray eyes darting furtive glances at the chiselled
side ince of her young mustress. ** Not with a demoiselle de
Nouilly,” said Mademoiselle this time with genuine haughty
displensure.

« You mistake, my good Lueme ; such matters are not for
you. You forget, at times. that Mademoiselle do. Nouilly's
affeirs can have no interest whatsoever for her attendants.”

There was a dangerous light in the gray eyes, all unnoticed
by mademoiselle  Indeed, they were quite outside her 1ange
of vision, the obtrusive Lurine having withdrawn quickly into
the background, as if she had been stung.

There was a long silence, Mademoiselle seeming lost in
tl!ou&,ht. and T ueme, after th severe rebufl che had received,
refraining from farther speech.

» Lucine,” said Mademoiselle suddenly, ¢ you may waii
for me in the summer house; I shull not need you just now.
M. De Fontaneville is approaching.”

Lucine, with a little studied bow, and something like an
expression of baflled spite on her fuce, retired discreetly to the
summer house.  This was but a few yards away and scarcely
out of carshot of uny conversation which might iranspire.
Lucine had hopead that Monsieur might fail to keep his prom-
iso. She hated her young wistress for her youth, beauty,
and high rank. )

There was a rare degree of self-control in the calmness
with which Mademoiselle had dismissed her attendant, and
now prepared to receive the young officer 8o ragidly ap-
proaching  Mudemniselle knew that the interview was to be
a decisive one  And then there was the joy, the surprse, of
his rather unexpected coming at that particular day and hour.

Mademoisello stood crect and stately under a white lilue
irees, fair, graceful. elegant, with complexion of snow and
hair of suburn.

« And so, Mademoiselle,” smd the young man. bowing low
ever her hand *¢ 1 have come to find you among the lilacs.
That was our tacit agreement, was it not ?*

Mademoiselle, who had been silent with the silence of emo-
tions, said quictly, thougn with a smile:

** The agreement was, porhaps, of Monsieur do Fontane-
villo’s making.”
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* Yes, it was of my malung,”” snid the young officor, impul-
gively. ** I snid that before the lilacs blossomed and faded
I shiould micot you hicre and claim you, my own, my beautful
Felice."

Felico retrented a step.
is 80 unusual.

M. De Fontanoville saw his mistake.

* Forgive me,” ho said, = but unless you desire to annul
thie agreement, our fathers, our motlers, all have consented ;
to consent that you shall really be nine.  There 18 not une
obatacle in the path.” -

Lucine Lad cropt vut of the summer-house and drawn near,
under cover of tho bushes, so that she stood directly bolund
Madewoisclle, her light eay oyes aflame as they peered
through the folinge. .

* But, Mademuiselle,” cried de Fontaneville, earnestly,
** frum yowself 1 want one word, une tohen, one look even,
tu show that you are 5ot an unwilling party to-tiieTompact.
Thut you are

* Felice,” said Mademotselle, ruising her oyes and fising
thet upon the yuung man for an instant only, * I was born
for happiness , I bear a fortunate name, It has been yours,™
she added, in a lower tonw, ** to bestow on me this happiness.™

Her enge , shining syes had lovked upward for one mo-
ment, as she made her boast of being born to happiness. But
no svoner had sise finishied speaking than she turned and lnd
her face in tho clusters of the whate liluc.

 For you; then, as for me," cried Do Fontaneville, joy-
ously, * It is happiness. Oh, Felice, Felice, when thes gave
you that fortunate name, how little thuy guessed the happiness
it would be in your power to confer on others. And this hap-
piness shall be lusting.”

+ It shall ever be renewed,” answered'Felico, with sudden
enthusiasm, * as spring is renewed, as these beautiful blos-
soms cume when the air grows warm. We shall know no
winter. Woe ahall always be happy.” .

s Forever and ever,” said the yuung ofticer, alinost solemn-
ly,” death alone shall separate us.”

“ If you please,” broke in the sibilant voice of Lucine, ap-
pearing as if from the summer-house, ** it grows chill, and
Madame has given orders that Mademoiselle shall not be per-
mitted to stay out.”

Was it a presentment? At the sound of the woman's
voice, Felice actually felt the clill which that voice announced.
The soft, warmn air blew cold upon her.

*¢ She is right,” Felice answered, quickly recovering her-
self. ** we must go in.”

But her voice sounded cold after her late enthusiasm, Lu-
cine walking on at some distanco before, Felice passed along
the lilnc-bordered alleys of thoe park, with the young man at
her side. A silence had fallen between them, and it was with
some embarrassment that the latter gsked from his betrothed
a spray of the white lilac she wore in her dress. She offered
it to him silently.

Y sholl keep it always,” he said.

 Tven when it is fuded,” said Felice, with a faint smile.

¢ Even when it is dead.”

As they went on, the sun, though it was near its setting,
fell warm about them, the apple blossoms strewed the earth
at their feei, as though they were making a triumphant pro-
gress. The light green of the lenves framed the clegant figure
of the girl and the soldier-like form of the young officer. The
sun set in o glow of color as they stood on the gray stone
steps of the chatean, the newly betrothed.

In France familiarity even of spech

« An cfficer has just fallen at the barricades,” said one
young man to another. They were walking 1o the Elyseo at,
a rapid pace. It was singular how the puce of all the prome-
naders there bad changed.  No longer the graceful lounge of
the pleasure loving Parisian, it was the hurried step of mon
and women over whom some calamily was impending. It
was during those fearful days of the Commune. Warfare of
the most deadly kind was raging in their midst.

* Who is tho officer 2"

Lo Capitainoe Gaston do Fontaneville.”

 Gaston de Fontaneville, mny God! One of the bravest
hearts in the service of Franco. A gentle true and honorable,
many with the best blood of Franoe mn his veins. How did yoy
bear of this 2"




