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“Pan!” said the teacher, “you have been 
just as naughty as Pat, and you must be 
punished too.”

“I not stay away flom school!” protested 
Pan.

“No," — severely — “you did not stay 
away from school; but you told me a dog had 
bitten Pat, and that was not true. Little 
girls must not say what is not true. Teacher 
does not like to slap Pan’s hands, but she must 
do it, so that Pan will remember that she must 
not say what is not true. Come here!”

Pan, hiding her face in her sleeve, sobbingly 
arose.

The teacher leaned forward and pulling 
down the uplifted arm, took the small hand 
in her own and slapped it. She was about 
to do this a second time when Pat bounded 
from his seat, pushed Pan aside, and shaking 
his little fist in the teacher’s face, dared her 
in a voice hoarse with passion:

“You hurt my Pan again! You hurt my 
Pan again!”

They were not always lovers — those two. 
It was aggravating to Pat, when the teacher 
finding he did not know his verse, would turn 
to Pan and say:

“Well, Pan, let us hear you.”
And Pan, who was the youngest child in


