
32 DON-A-DREAMS
Conroy knelt beside him and began to wipe hiseous.ns torn fingers in his wet handkerchief ''I

'

never h-hit you"- He choked.
Don, face down, rolled his hea.l from side to sideIt was n't tkat. lie could n't tell what it was

the hlh h"'*
^^ ^"'^ •""* '"'^'''^"'^ ^'^drawn into

Sims If norJT;" '"'' '""' *•'''* "« ''«1 ^l^o-"

but of ai°l' ^'f.
"' P^"""' ™<''-cy and protection,out ot distant justice and no partiality of loveCome on back, Don," Conroy whispered. "I

one elseT
'™ ''"" """ ^"'' ' ^-'^ -- ^^^^ -^

It was the end of Don's young religiosity and itwas the teginning of a mutual respect and frie^shipbetween Conroy and him. Don was incurab y oh

two; for Conroy developed a sort of protective devot.on that was as dumb as it was dogged If Don dWnot co^
, to join in the games of the o h^r boyCom-oy hunted him down among his books and sat"wuh him over them. If Don stole away into the Park

iZ7J:7l k'"
"'^ '"^'^ ^ ^"-^ "Man Friday

'••

exploring expeditions m those narrow wilds Don

h.^coira^^rh^';',''''"^^"^ ''^''^ *'-'* ^^-^-^

or melanchoW th
'"^ ^'^""^"''^ *" morbidnessmelancholy the companionship kept it down

could
"^

Tth *°''*'" ''' '''^'•- "^^^-^ whenever' the.could. If there were any fights to be fought, thei


