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The party dress, a white organdy with

HE

touches of delicite pink, was finished,
and hung beneath the chandeliér in
Millie's room,

She had never been to an entertainment of
any importance, and was not quite old enough
to go to one now. But this was not wholly a
grown-up affair—one of the arguments which
she and her brother Bob had brought to bear
upon their mother. Bob's class was giving it
over at Colleze Iall, only a few blocks away.
There were to ba charades, tableaus and recita-
tions, inall of which Millie was to take a leading
role.

AN her acquaintances were going; everybody
that was anybody, between sixteen and twenty,
was going. But surely none looked forward
to it with such yapture, such blissful anticipa-
tion, such expectancy as did Millie. All night
she anticipated the event in dreams, and all day
she posed or declaimed or danced through the
halls and apartments as if possessed by the very
spirit of Terpsichore,

If anything were to happen! Blillie sicl 1
at the thought. But what eould happen, exeept
nin, perhaps, and the weather prophet was
taking care of that. To be sure, her Aunt
Mildred, n couple of hundred miles away, was
quite sick, and lier mother was wearing a sad-
dened face betimes,

Again, the party dress might catch fire and
burn up, and there wonld be no time to make
another, She hersell might take a tumble in
one of those fantastie Aights through the house,
and sprain an ankle. The thought sobered her
for twenty seconds or less,

At breakfast the merning of the party Millie
found it difficult to keep up a pretense of interest
in anything so prosaiec as toast and mutton-
chops.

She plied Bob with questions, she worried
liim with her misgivings, She quitted her seat
to embrace her mother violently, then she was
off to the kitchen, and dmgging Kitty, the maid,
up two flights to view the creation in pink and
white beneath the chandelier.

A while Inter the restless Millie stood out upon
the front steps, gazing up into tha misty October
sky in search of weather indieations upon which
she might base some prognostications of her
own. Itwasthen that the postman came along,
and with a polite greeting handed her the
morning mail—quite & bateh of it.

She slowly turped into the house, glancing
over the cirenlars and letters, and in a manner
assorting them. There was a letter to her mother
from her Aunt Jane,—she knew the stiff, formal
handwriting,—mailed from the distant town in
which her Aunt Mildred lny sick.

A dread that for the moment made her feel
faint took possession of Millie. She erept into
the quiet parlor and sat there undisturbed,
staring at the outside of her Aunt Jane’s letter.
Her fingers seemed to feel for the annoyance
which that sealed envelope might cover; her
eyes seemed to penetrate and unveil the threat
ngainst her longed-for and looked-for pleasure.

What difference would a day make? She
twned and turned the letter about.  What differ-
ence could a day make? None whatever, as
Millie counted days. Yet she could feel her
heart thump with guilty excitement ns she
slipped the letter into her pocket.

She then went on up-stairs and laid the mail
in the usual place upon the sitting-room tuble,
glad that her mother was not there at the
moment to unmask her shamefaced conseions-
ness,

It was a hateful oceurrence, that threw a
damper upon her joy. During the sehool hours
the letter concealed in her pocket seemed like
a live thing, a reptile, a slimy thing, when her
hand accidentally encountered it. She almost
made up her mind to deliver it to her mother
when she returned at three o'elock.

Oh, but the merry timeahead! What chatter!
Like the twittering sparrows among the russet
leaves as the girls walked home beneath the
trees. What breathless chatter of gowns, of
hair ornaments, of slippers and Huttering rib-
Lons!  But Millie knew thers was nothing that
wonld compare with the pink-and-white clond

floating beneath the chandelier in her room. |

_All her eagerness returned, and nothing marred
it, not even the sight of her mother's face,
perplexed with an uneasy sadness.

Bob was distinetly proud of his pretty sister
when she stood revealed for household inspection
that night, but he would have considered it an
wipardonable weakness to say so.

“Youw'll do, Millie. Rub some of the paint
off _}'ml.rcheeks.” Oh, what a joke! Kitty, the
ma:tl,'howleﬂ at the humor of it.

“Yow'll be afther tellin’ her to take the
spharkle out of her shinin’ eyes next, Misther
Bob. Go way wid yel”

_.\lil!.ie, in an exalted state, turned like o show-
window automaton while the gentle mother
en\-feluped her in a fleecy white cape, brought
to light for the oeeasion from the relic trunk.

There have been thousands of parties just
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exnetly like that one, but no
one could have made Millie
believe so.

What applanse at her rec-
itation! What side-splitting
Lwughter over the charndes
What a bush of appreciation
over the beautiful tablenus!
And then the attentions of
the college boys, the compliments, the mountaing
of ice-creams, the islands of sponge-cake, the
running river of lemonade]

Millie's exéitement held her all the way home,
Clinging to Bob's arm, her little, nervous steps
kept a dancing pace to his unthinking stride.
It followed her to her very pillow.

But there, before she closed her eyes, a lull
came npon her senses; the joy all melted out of
her soul, and the vision of a letter held sway
in her dreams all throngh the night.

There was nothing haphazard in the fact that
Millie stationed herself upon the front steps the
following morning. She was pale. Something
had, as Bob would have said, rubbed the paint
off her cheeks, and that same something had
taken the sparkle out of her eyes, and left in its
stead a dull anxiety.

She was waiting for the postman, Yhen he
handed her the scanty mall she avgmented it
with the letter in her pocket and carried it
directly to her mother, who sat at the sitting-
room table, bending over some sewing.

Millie did not withdraw, but stood there,
watching at a little distance. Somehow she
was not startled when the letter trembled in her
mother’s hand, when the tears gathered and fell
upon the Auttering sheets.

““What is it, mother?’” asked Millie, in a dry
voice that did not sound to her like her own.
She darted forward, and with an enciveling arm
drew her mother’s hend against her throbbing
heart, *What is it, mother, dear? What makes
you ery ?"?

“Your Aunt Mildred eannot recover. The
doctors have given herup, I am going—TI must
go to her!” rising with agitation and elasping
Millie closely.

“You never had a sister, my sweet child—
you ecannot know’’—between broken sobs—*‘a
favorite sister! We were everything to each
other until wemarried. Jane was not the same;
she was older and stern. I must go. Send
Eitty,”” relinquishing the trembling girl. *'I
must get rendy at once. God grant I find her
alive.”

From the time the train left the station, bearing
her mother away, Millie becaume the prey of a
feverish restlessness. It wns Saturday, and
there was no school. She walked alone far
out into the suburbs, walked rapidly, as if her
own motion might basten the fying wheels of
the engine. All her thoughts were concen-
tmted in the reiteration:

“*She will be there in so and s0 many hours,
and it will be all right.””

She had seen her Aunt Mildred but at rare
intervals, and her sorrow was nob active; it
was but the reflection of her mother’s.

All her thoughts were for her mother, In
the house, going from one room to another,
she watched the clocks, almost counting the slow
seconds. At luncheon Bob urged her to eat,
but she eould not. She only poured the tea
with cold hands, and her eyes, brooding, cast
down upon the white cloth,

In the afternoon a telegram came, directed to
her mother. Bob opened it, and they read it
together:

Mildred died at one o'clock to-day.—Jane.

Bob could not understand the wild paroxysm
of grief that seized upon his sister, that made
of her for hours a pitiable object of his solicitude.
He has not understood it to this day, For it was
not to Bob her eonfession was made, in abject
contrition, a wveritable suffering penitent, im-
ploring the forgiveness which was not withheld.

Millie, quite grown up by this tine, has been
to many a party since then; but none was ever
again like that one.

“Do you remember her the night of the party
at College Hall, when she recited?’’ said an
amiable chaperon, lifting her lorguette, one
evening not long ago. *“How she has changed |
What dignity! What quiet poise] But it seems
to me she has lost something.”’

“Do you think so?’’ from a second amiable
chaperon, with clearer eyes that needed no
lorguette, *‘It seems to me she has gained
something. **



