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A NEW YEAR'S PRAYLR,

(Marian White in Catholic World,)

Rosexr Browsny was a proud man as he gazed that first
morning of the year on u scenc us lovely as any thut a New
Year sun ever shone npon. His young wife, in her duinty
morning gown, wag bending ovor the cradle of her buby boy;
the cluld, who had just awakened, was extending one pretty
dimpled hand towards its mother's face,

That face nlone was u study.  The newly-awakened ten-
derness, the soft flush of maternal pride, lent o beauty
almost holy to the dehieate and youthful features. Robert
stood looking at the picture for some minutes in silence.
‘Then, as the pretty mother picked up the laughmng boy and
turned towards him, he excluimed: * I wonder if any fellow
ever had before as genumnely happy a New Year as this. I
can well aflord to wish every man, woman, and ¢hild to-day
‘2 Happy New Year® without the smnullest grudge in the
world.

** Aud you, too, are happy. Lillian, Isn’t it so?** he aaid,
sceking her blue cyes for confirmation of her perfect con-
tentment.  But Lillian was bending over her boy and did
not look up, though she said, with a little lnugh s T know
I ought to be happy, Robert, if I were as good as you are, or
baby. Who ever had such a darling boy, or such a good
husband 2

«Ah!” said Robert, laughing in the abundaunce of his
good humor, *1 am afraid my wifo is becoming very
urtful.”

Then, as she blushed a little, he laughed again, and said:
“ No, Lillian, that is the last accusation 1 would want to
mauke against my wife, and the most unmerited. Do you
know,” he continued, walking towards the window and look-
ing out, «* I sometimes think it is very strange that I should
be so exceptionully fortunate in everything, I am a crank
on the subject of siucerity. If T find any one guity of the
smallest deceit I want to end my acquamtance with him
then und there. Now suppose I had married a tricky
woman, I might have doneit. Men in love are blind, you
know, and I might have had my e¢yes opened too late. Good
henvens ! how I shonld have hated the deceitful creature! 1
can’t imagine a more miserable fate than to despise the
woman one has married.””  And his usually genial face was
drawn into 2 most withering scowl.

* Which reminds me." he suid, as his features reluxed and
he smiled at Lis imaginavy difficulties, ¢« that my wife is a
strictly trathful creature as well.”

“ Yes,” to the servant who announced n gentleman in the
library ; ** 1 will see him in a2 moment. LEh? He isin a
huery 2 Well-—"  And after kissing his wife and baby he
left the room, Just then nurse came in to take the buby, and
Lillian was left alone.

“ O my God ! she cried, sinking on her kuces and cover-
ing her fuce with her hands, «how shall 1 ever tell himn now?
1 could not bear it! "

The New Year had come to Lillian as it comes to us all, a
stopping-pluace for reflection, a hale on the road, a fresh
starting-point.  All other days whirl over us and bear us on
unconsciously ; but New Year's dny pulls us up suddenly, as
it were, and compels us, willing or unwilling, to consider how
far we have gone and whither wo aro going.

A few years previous to this tune Lillinn Nelson had been
a bright, bappy girl. Thongh an orphan, and so impover-
ished at lier parents’ death that she had been obliged to earn
lier daily bread as a telephone operator, her cheerfulness,
frankness, and candor made her a universal favorite. Lallian's
mother had been an hrish Catholic, ber father a convert. In
spite of the loss of both parents at an early age, and though
surrounded by Protestants, she continued firm in the prac-
tice of her religion.  Suddenly the girl's fortune changed.
She was invited to visit her father’s sister, Mrs, Carlton, a
rich and influential lady, and upon that personage taking u
fancy to her, she was practieally adopted, and became the
daughter of the house, The girl soon becams warmly at-
tached to her aunt, and the latter exerted un astonishing in-
fluence over her niece.  Unfortunately, that power was soon
used to break down the girl’s piety and faith. Lillians was
cessentially a clinging nuture. She would have made the
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typicul old-time horoine—gentle, contiding, and submissive ;
but pretty und lovablo as such o nature ny appenr in
romunca, and often in reality, it lacks the element of
strength, whieli is as necessary n part of a perfeet womun's
churacter us a certnin elastic firnmess is an essentinl quulity
of all plants that grow. It is fair to auy, however, that
Lillinn would huve resigted uny open oppd'sitiun to her reli-
gion. Mrs, Carlton never opposed her openly

* At going to church so early this nwnﬁng?" the lutter
would say as Lilthan prepared for Mags. ] renlly hoped vou
would breukfast with me; U waated to huve n Little ¢hag : **
or, ** Idon't feol well, nud I slould like to have you sz'ny
with me this morning,*”

At first Lilliun ulways hed o polite but firw answer ready
for such un oxcuse, but gradually sheo began to grow Jax and
to yield point after point. Aguin, Mvs. Carlton would remark
quietly, us her mece was going to make u eall or prepuring
for a reception :

1t is not necessary, my dear, to tell any one what chureh
you go to. So-and-So and So-and-So are Protestants ; and
it is no oue’s business but yours whut sect you belong to."

1 am not sshumed of my religion, Aunt Carolive.” Lil-
lian once said proudly; but impercoptibly the impression
took voot in her mind that her rehigion was a subject to he
kept in the back-ground.

When Robert Brownly appeared upon the scene ag a
suitor for the young girl’s hand Mrs. Carlton, who congidered
him a most eligible part, cautioned Lilliny more plainly and
decidedly thun she had ever done vefore to say nothing ubout
her religion. TFor a moment the spark of frith stil] glim-
mering in the girl's breast flashed n her eves :

« No, aunt, 1 have kept silence too much already abont
my religion, and if Robert Brownly asks me to be his wifo I
will certainly tell him that I um a Catholic. 1ie will have
to consider whether that is a serious objection Lefore he gues
any further.”

“ You silly little goose,” said Mrs. Carlton. *¢ All (hat is
very fine, but it is nonsense.  No one urges you to tel] a lie.
You have simply to ssy nothing on the subject. Nobody
imagines that my nieco is a Catholic, g0 there will be wo
questions asked.  When you are married, no doubt, you can
tell him all, and he will be perfectly satistied. I understund
men better than you do. little girl,”" she continued caressine-
ly, *“and I know that u trifle can crush a love affair in the
beginning. It would be such a pity, for Robert Brownly is
a splendid fellow and just suited for you, I think. Begides, I
am sure that you love him already.” )

The girl could not deny that she loved him. Yet, al-
though Mra. Carlton urged that the Brownlys had always
been the strictest Protestants and had never been known to
murry Catholics, Lillian did not promise to keep silenco. 1t
was only when her jealousy and pique were aroused that she
vielded to the temptation and tried to make herself helieve
that shie would make it right—asteriwards.

So tho Catholic girl was married by a Protestant minister.
After marriage the stumbling-block her guilty silence lind
thrown across her path loomed up before her as a mountain.
When she knew Robert better she did not fear so much that
lie would object to her religion, but she dreaded to roveal her
hypocrisy. Her love and esteem for him, and consequently
her desire to appear well in his eyes, had grown stronecer
cach day. Robert was the soul and truth of honor. He
detested anything like deceit. How, then, could she tell
him that she, his wife whom he loved and trusted, had con-
cealed frem him so important a fact as her rehgion ?

Though Lillian’s spirits were buoyed up by her natural
gayety, though she was pleased and interested in her home,
her husband and her baby, yet her conscience was still alive
and gave her many uncomfortable hours. At last, on New
Year's morning when Robert found her leaning over her
baby's erib, looking in those innocent eyes, she had resolved,
cost what it might, she would be a hypocrite no longer.
She would confess »Il and repair her guilt. She unpght.
neglect her duties, lose her own soul, but how could she leave
the little soul that God had entrusted to her care unbaptized 9
Her fuith was still strong enough to make her feel that this
was little short of & crime, and that if her child should die
unbaptized the evil would be irreparable. Such g possibihty



