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    To Mom, who modeled true greatness and never let my knowledge go to my head.

      

    


Ordinary days, I’da ran the three miles back to the house like they was nothin’, no matter how tired I was. On top of that, I wasn’t even so tired any more—sorta got my second wind, I guess, somewhere between geography and arithmetic. But it was too late for Mr. Tyson. I seen him lookin’ at me sharp durin’ the geography, and he had no way of knowin’ that my head felt clearer in the arithmetic—not when I handed him last night’s samples, stained and crumpled and only half done at that.

“Dan,” says he, “I want to talk with you.”

That talk was what slowed my feet, I guess, though I shoulda been makin’ double-quick time, late as it was. My books felt heavier, too, like they’d got weighted down with all the greatness locked up inside ‘em. Mr. Tyson had give me the key today—the one that’d make me a real big man, just like Ma always said I’d be. But I was free to confess it was sure a hard one, though I hadn’t said such to Mr. Tyson.

Sammy and Joe was out in the yard like I knew they’d be, throwin’ a ball and runnin’ after it more times than not. They called to me, happy-like, but I shook my head and went past ‘em into the house. I’d promised to teach ‘em to catch, and meant it, too, but now I was bound to a different course.

Ma lifted her head from over the stove, and I turned away so I couldn’t see the tiredness in her eyes.

“How was school, Danny?” she asks me.

Ma sets a lot of store by school, and she’s kept me in it longer than our family ever was before. She’s got big plans for what I’ll be someday, but nobody’d told her yet all of what it’d take.
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