
those angiy men '

Dwyer could not have asked a better arrangement
In fact, it- was just what he had in miixl.

''Ihats what you must do, Miss Hetty, so besuie
you tell >our papa that the angry men want money

'
' \cs, ye1-, I Know Papa has plenty of money

It is 'poila-nt business, but Idon't like it, "cause it
makes men ansrry. Guess I'm hungry now,' she brok'*
oft abruptly, looking at Dv.yei. 'Is it dinner nine
yet ■' ''No, miss, not \et But we can get a bite to eat
at my cottage over there, and then i will take you
home. on will see my little daughter Mabc, she is
just atxHit your m/l\ but not s-o nicely dressed, for
is poor'

I'm s<v ry she is poor But take me to her, won't
you ?

'
sine asked coaxingly

And hand jii hand they went to the cottage.

Aftcir leaving his little daughter in t|hc|garden, Mr.
Baxton Miller proceeded to ln^ prnatc odice where let-
ters were lead and ansvvcicd, diflcrcnt business trans-
actions attended to, and persons of nice or less im-
portance seen and dismissed.

An agreement with Ins men was proposedby them
but rccened with contempt He was blind to his own
interests, and trusting to hi-> immense wealth preferred
to lemani obstinate, knowing that want and starvation
must force the strikers to yield in the end

Closing and locking his ollioe dnoi, Jfe »t rolled /nice
m.ore through the garden. There he met Mary,

'
the

nurse, seeking the lnissme; child.'
Iuan't think where she is, sn,' she said in des-
'

\ oiu will fn.fl her in the meadow, Alary , I told
her she might hunt butterflies there lkit you had bet-
ter bring her in, for 1 in afiaul theie is a storm threat-
ening, do quickh, Mary

The meadow was searched and ic-searohed in \ain
Hetty was ,not there Largo drops of rain fell, fore-
runners of a nnghl> stoim Mr. Miller paced the
ground m front of his house, trusting to see the familiar
little figuie run to him from behind some tree. When,
however, his ser\ants returned fiom a fruitless search
bo was like one deranged.' Keep on hunting, stoim or no storm,' he com-
manded, "my child must be tound. Go now, don't
waste the precious minutes It may mean life or death
to her. My Cod ' what rain

'
And mv Hetty can't

be found. Oh huiry, my brave men, lor her sake, 'or
God's sake,hurry. Fi\e hundred dollars to the man who
will hi ing her back to me '

They obeyed, despite the ranging storm, and left
him alone.'

She was allIhad to h\e for,' he cried, in real,
heart-felti sorrow, as he paced his loom during the long,
weary hours that iollovved. 'All 1 had and she ha-,
been taken from me 9 My poor lit lie Hetty ' Merciful
hea\en '' ha\e they stolen her troin me 9

'
he gasped, a-,

threats he had lieaul Hashed sluddenly across
his mmd. 'IGicat Cod ' \\hv are <mch deeds allowed9

My child '
niv flesh and blood ' The image of her dead

mother. Is .vhe to he thus lai\cn from me 9 Oh, no '

It cannot be Jo cannot be (Jood is good after all
He knows how 1 love her, and what Ihave suffered for
her sake. He wiil not allow harm to reach her.'

These and many such thoughts filled his now feverish
brain. The hours sped on. The storm increased with
the approach of night, and still no news reached him
He threw himself into a chair and buiied his' face inhis
hand-*.

Pictures of his enraged workmen came up "before
him. 'I heir homes, wives and ohildien lav exposed be-
fore hisA troubled gaze, deprived of work, food and
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money, ajid for the first time thoughts of how they 'were
sufienng caused him some uneasiness.'

And all because of my stubbornness,' he reasoned.
'My God ! You are puni&hing me. Iknow it! Ifeel
it ! But Iam sorry, Just God ! Irepent !Iwill make
amends , only gi\e me back my child. I cannot live
without her

'
'ine long hours of the night dragged slowly on.

From one room into another, out into the grounds
whcie the storm seemed to nrocK at his grief, anywhere
went the stricken lather like a restless spirit.

Daybreak brought him no consolation— no hope. He
passed out to the garden once mose where the air was
pure and refreshing after the night's storm. He turned
to the oki rustic scat where he had last seen and talked
to her.

He sat there for some time when approaching voices
met his ears. His heart gave one bound. lie listened
and looked. It was her voice chattering gaily. There
she was, the darling, coming towards him, but at the
head of Ins rebellious workmen. What can it mean ?

He knows very soon what it all means, for in less
time than it takes to tell it, Hetty is inhis arms andbetween kis.es and hugs is pouring out her little story.

Antihony Dwyer is there, too, and in a rougher but
perhaps more satisfactory manner, added that had it
not bcem for the storm, he would have brought the childhome the night before. As it was she passed the night
in his cottage.'Veil, papa, only tor hfm, p'r.apfc your Heity would
really a,nd truly have been lost, or maybe killed.''Hush, dear,' said her father with a shudder, as heheld her to him.

But 'deed, papa, Iknow it,' and she drew his ear
close to her baby lips, to whisper the rest of her story.'

Won't you now, papa 9
'

she asked aloud, with aknowing little glance at Dwyer.
1 Yes, pet,Iwill.''

Dwyer, you can tell yotir comrades that they cango to work as soo-n as they like. I agree to theirterms. You yourself may come to my office in theafternoon to receive the five hundred dollars reward,
which I offered to the Under of my littleHetty '— 'Uo-sary Magaxine.'

The Catholic World
ENGLAND.— A Contradiction

An authoritative contradiction has been given to
the statement, made by an Knglish contemporary, that
the Ilig|ht Rev. Dr. Brindle, D.5.0., has resigned theSeel
of Nottingham.
Church Attendance

Mansignor Canon Moyes, the Administrator of Ihe
Catholic Cathedral at "Westminster, caused a co,unt to
be made ol the numbers of men and women present in
the Cathedral on Sunday, September 25, from the time
of its opening at fj am. to the hour of its closing at
!)..$(). The total recorded was 5281, of whom 2827 werewomen and 2154 men.
A Double Jubilee

The sacerdotal jubilee of the Rev. Patrick Maguire,
rector of St. .Joseph's, Salford, took place on July 26,
and on Monday, September 26, the rev. gentleman com-
pleied the 25th year of his connection with St. Joseph's
palish. The event was celebrated by theparishioners with
great rejoicings. Father Maguire is a native of Knock-
long, wihere he was born 48 years ago. He was educa-
ted at St John's College, Waterford. He has beenpre-
sented with an address and a purse of £170.
An Appointment

It is stated tiiat the stucee&'sor to the late Monsignor
Allen as Hector of the Knghsh College, Valladolid,
Spain, is the Hey. William Wookey, secretary to the
Bishop of Salford.
Praise for Catholic Schools

A glowing tribute has been paid to the Catholic
schools of Southwark by Mr. A. P. Graves, one of his
Majesty's Head Inspectors of Schools. Mr. Alfred
Percnal (frave.s is the sion of the late Protestant Bi-
shop of Limerick, and author of the well-known ballad
1 Wither O'Klvnn.' On being transferred from the
Southwark division to another part of London, Mr. A.
P. Graves was presented with an illuminated address
by the. managers and teachers of the Oath/olic schools of
the division as a mark ol their gratit,ude for tine uni-form kindness and consideration which he haAi always
extended towards them m the performance of his duties.
In thanking them for the gift, Mr. Graves said that,
though not a Catholic, his experience as an Inspector
soon made him appreciate the great efforts that werebjpuig, made in the Catholic{schools. HeAvasglad to

Can't you trust me, boys ? When Isay a thing I'lldo
it i[ it is in the pov\ er of man at all. lkit I must
have my own time and way Now go, and don't stand
staling trtns little one to death.'

They tinned without a word, for when Anthony
Dwjcr spoke it was law.'

Please, si:, what i-> it all about 7
' timidly askel

Hetty, when the utieating figures had disappea-ed.
'II is, deai, taut jour papa won't pay his men

enough money i.ir the \\ ork they do lor him, and they
aie angry with him.'

1 Angry wiiu my p.i^a
° Oh, they mustn't get angty

with my papa. lie lias lots of money and lie will i>i.e

some to these men. 1 know he v- ill.''
Hut he won't. 'that's just what makes them angry.

They ha\e asked him more than once.'' Well, p'raps my papa didn't un'stantl. Sometimes
he don't un'otand me either when he is thinking about
'portant business, you know. But if Italk to him
about mamma, then lie always un'stands me and gives
me whatever I■ask.'

it makes papa cry when I talk about mamma. Hut
he says he loves In.-, lit lie UeLty and would do any-
thing for her, so h'po->e Iask him to gnc money to
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