
16 DON-A-DREAMS'
and Don had fired the fet "Boom" of imaginarycannon over the soldier's grave, she said abrupt;^You ought to give me one."
"One what?"
"Picture. A picture of yourself "
He shook his head. "Haven't any." He wasereciang a tomb of building-blocks over the grave Shewatched h:m moodily. When he came I put onthe roof, he found himself in difficulties, he had noblocks long enough to reach from wall t^ wall He

!tT\ J f '*' '* '"'"''* ^' '"•«1« t" fit exactlyIf the back wall were moved in an inch-
She snatched it from him. "Noi"
He caught at it. "Give me that "

diptiot'-N"''"''
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''I want it," he said angrily.
"No " She backed away from him. "No. Tousha'n't. Nof" She stamped her foot to stop him ashe got up from his knees. When he clutched at herarm impatiently, she turned and ran, screaming "Tousha'n't! You sha'n't!"

a« w'' ^""1 T'"
"*'''' ''""'^'"S '"^t^nals «s goodas her old photograph. There was the cover of the

nd b°rok"d"'"' '! '^P* *"^ "'«^'"- He tried itand broke down a s>de of his mausoleum. He brushed

soll/bir.^^^
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But Miss Margaret did not come back, and he be-gan to miss her. He went nonchalantly around the


