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and I must do what you wish. Youwll be true to your
promise about the hour, Hester. Oh !—it's the messest
trick that was ever played on a feller, and I'll be even with
every one of you yet.” ’ -

“You may do your worst, child—we ain’t afeard,” re-
sponded Mother Bunch. ¢ Three cheers, boys all—for
Isaac Dent have lost his sweetheart.”

The room rang again with the sound of boisterous merri-
" ment, and in the midst of the confusion and uproar Hester
slipped away. o

She was going to Miss Vallence, to ask her to come with
her at once, and so to redeem her promise.
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