
,nBOYS AND GTIRLS;7ýD
The Parson's Place

~(By Annie IlQiltcn Dulineil, La 'Youth'a

Companlea.')
Th girr.e syffl foliwed thbe train wist-

fully, ~unil <ofly a flx o! Smokeý ea left
heiginf ln the stili air. '[heu sah turn(NI

&vd taced Uùe1ii.df~lte littIe sai
1 1 belleve PI' mamuonekil' aie g nd

'Tlere lsn't a sou.l in-y-6, tresa boy.
Have 1 Kot to aesk hàtm fcr he,*?'
The. boy was brown-very brow'n. Bis

triýuers wer. crauxmed carel.ely ilit. big
top-bccts, auD tbe boot.a were muK!,d.y. The

bo ws big andi awkward amd baeiul. He
e141e4 &wLy doui the deserted piatiorm, ua

Ift u eape as soon ais posble. Me drli not
look~ Ul> once.

'Oh, wait Plana. wait a moment!' thhe
girl crled, bastE.y. 'Ther-e's uebucdy else to
ask. WGn't you ploase tell me if tia la
Ontier? I'm afrald I g!ot of£ at the. wronq

'Not &flY stage!'
Thc girl'.a votie Eghowel dieotrem~ A trnfl

o! miidýd'y roadweu' stjretcb-d awaiy be-fore
bar, and ber eyes *>}ieowed i4 desi>Jrr1nga

Terry Qulrnl's ert melitad. 'How far are
y'oi cakculating te go? I dou't kuew but I
could takbe you a piecýe,' he sakl. Sudde4ly. 'I

liv thLa aide of thea vilage a little way.'
'I amn gcRing to the- Pairsons pêsce. D'o you

kiiuw where it is?'
The. Pa.rsous place! A ploture &f it, Lba.n-

doned and forloru, rose before the boy,
and he cootrsted it rnitally~ wilh the beau-
Uiful, delikmate girl betor. hlm.

'Ye, 1. know where it l8,' be sad. TYOU
eau go &lonig with mne il ycu want te. I've
got a lozd o!f grain, oo 1 sha.11 have t» go
810w.'

'Oh, 1 Iou't mind golxxg slow!' the giri
cried, gTatoulIy. 'You are very kLmL'.

AI old farm-wuni loawed wlth grain-
boa stcod er. aihe had bard wrrk te
oiamnber up to lit htgh seat.

and the tinkno(wa Pansons place. At Iaot sW
oeuld bea.r lt ne ling(ýr.

'I's lt âk?'be ashke'd, udnstI-
jing tii. celor tirto the boy's brown face.
'The Parsonis pkoce, I mean?

Terry h.Id the di-ma! picture srtili ln hl$
mind. The Parsozmi place wauirepalired,

utmln,ab.ited. He remecniboeread thbe tall woes
and gra,4 in thhe do-oryaz'd, an.d the libvokei
windows Dnd the gate thnt sagge<l on its
hinges. r4or ten years the. Pamw>s xlace had
been aband-oned.

Use t valnte-d w.iite with green blindis!'
the gi1rl pe-rseted. 'Axe there beautiful
treea? And reI>saeL thera a vlew?
1 shall bc g>o glad if tbore's a piaz7yja! W.
could wbeel mother's counh out en it. and
she oouild lie there a14 the plnatdays
and gct weil. That's wýilit we're cc'ýmtng here
for. The denture snad »be-eoul-d flot b.
any botter in the clty. TVa aWfu1 In the city
in summer.'

The boiy made noe nwer, and a.ttributLig

rY. I've
e open-
or themi

'Wlhhre wce youexn rt te stolp to-
nlght?' qucotioned the boy, awkwardihy. She
turn.%d ap-on hinm iu puzzled wDn.der at the,
Quiestierx.

'Wiy, at thýe hortel, 1 suppose. 1 badn't
ihchight, buit th-at'a wbaýre 1 shall go, et
vounise. la it near thie Paronc plea?'

Terry Quilun flt a wild destre te IMIu7gh.


