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tortcd Pat. It was a year since they had seen 
one another and Pan was much smaller than 
any of his girl schoolfellows.

“Do you like to go to the big school?” 
asked Pan, noticing the books.

“I don’t like it very much. But, say, Pan, 
I learn lots of things that you don’t know 
anything about.”

Pan eyed him wistfully. Finally she said: 
“0 Pat! A-Toy, she die.”

“A-Toy! Who is A-Toy?”
“The meow, Pat; the big gray meow! Pat, 

you have forgot to remember.”
Pat looked across A-Toy’s head and far 

away.
“Chinatown is very nice now,” assured Pan. 

“Hum Lock has two trays of brass beetles 
in his store and Ah Ma has many flowers!”

“I would like to see the brass beetles,” 
said Pat.

“And father’s new glass case?”
“Yes."
“And Ah Ma’s flowers?”
“Yes."
“Then come, Pat.”
“I can’t, Pan!”
“Oh!”
Again Pat was walking home from school, 

this time in company with some boys. Sud-


