
for this good and perfect gift Thou

sendest us to-day, that Thou for-

gettest us not in these later years^ hut

givest us the greatest joy of our lives

in these our loyal children.

Nan's hand clutched Guy's under

the table. "Doesn't that make it

worth it ?" his grasp said to her, and

hers replied with a frantic pressure,

" Indeed it does, but we don't deserve

it."

. . . It was late in the after-

noon, a tremendous Christmas dinner

well over, and the group scattered,

when Guy and his mother sat alone

by the fire. The "boys" had gone

out to the great stock barn with their

father to talk over with him every

detail of the prosperous business he,

with the help of an invaluable assis-

tant, was yet able to manage. Caro-

lyn and Nan had ostensibly gone with

them, but in reality the former was

calling upon an old friend of her

childh )od, and the latter had begged


