o e - - L4 then” hey 15 was notably tolerant of al-
: _ . o Wi suggested, “and you most all kinds of &inners. He liked
: | - ey 0ok 1ute. - |the companionship of the rough and
TEWLFTH INSTALLMENT Wﬂl”wumxotuphalp-dﬂr.m!mhmm.m “Im lots more : ready folk who were entirely out-
' ' proached her with the intention of me happier than to . .. to be able side—yoti're lot more epl on gide the churches; he was tender
It was evident that Nell WaS yising her. But she stepped aside to be a friend of my son's wife”|air,than I am,” she |toward unfortunate women; he had
blowing off steam which had accu;|and made it plain that she prefer- she replied, her lips quivering, “to| Nearly a fortnight Set a special fondness for James and
mulated for some time, and secretly | red to avoid his greeting. To her re- have you want it!” She laid her|off one morning on an John whose ungovernable tempers
Joyce's spirit rose a little. She was | lief he did not press the matter. larm gently around Joyce's shouders. |all-day ramble through -hﬂhmmmmmqm-
glad that he was asserting himself. “Hw’nt.hemmwm?”I “I'm coming again soon, alone,|She carried her lunch & book|of Thunder”; he forgave the weak-
She had an odd little feeling—odd he inquired as they went out to- and then, well . . . we'll get ac-|With ber and told Roxie nt f0 €x-|ness of Peter who denied him; and
when you considered that he was, |gether, ‘ !qmlnted."mmmand.lom. #She | pect her back until late ¥ the af-jwas not resentful at the unbelief of
in terms of actual experience, noth-| “Oh, it's all right,” replied Joyce rose and lifting her head nearer,|ternoon. his near relatives and his native
ing to her—of pride in his outburst. mmuy.'mmtupbnmhlmdupmw, “Then CONTINUED NEXT town. A
Frills seemed to her more than ever big blue car and waited for hinf {0 she ran out of the room to Neil : But for one s he had no
an alien, a separate individual, al- | open the front door. | When they. got back to the house * _ iHe denounced the insincerity of the
mostuheunrst'wﬁe.m_ggﬂﬂned! “Don’t you want to go in yom]Joyqurellevedtoﬂndmtthw S‘lnda | Pharisees in phrases which _sting
with an overwhelming m*mmmumm.mnow. : 'Htethehshorawmp_m,
erase that hurt look from his face.|stopping beside the car. ° “Let’s see what's on the radio e ithought they had a first
“I'm not trying to put anything| “No, I don't, I don't like the color tonight?” suggested Neil, Joyce as- on the Kingdom of Hﬂ?en.mandwhe
over on you. I .. .1 don’t blame of it,” retorted Joyce, and supress-imnted,mt.hcrcuuﬂouswm.ahe told them scornfully that only
you for not believing me now, butf ing a smile, she continued hastily,'soon discovered that Neil's idea of those” who. become like little chil-
1 swear I'm telling the truth about, “anyhow, I prefer to have you drive enjoying the radio was to spend all dren have any chance of en
this. T know I've been pretty . . .|today.” {his ttme and effort trying to get on tering
rotten, but now » ghe paused.| Packard got in and started the distant stations.

1t was so difficult to say what she 'e'ngine without further delay. Theyi Joyce, bored finally at the super-
wanted to. A mixture of shyness| drove down the main street of Man- latives of the unseen speaker who
and fear, and the unaccustomed- zanita where they were greeted :right was boosting enthusiastically for

words, held her back for a moment. | of people and Joyce was on pins and said goodnight,
again her desire to make Neil needles for fear Neil would stop to would reman downstairs.

that she wanted to be friends | talk to any of them. After half an Packard immediately shut off the

him. that in the future he|hour during which she grew more radio and:announced his intention

would not have to worry about her nervous every minute—what in the of aceompanying her. By the air of
actions, drove her on. “Well . . .| world would she say to Neil's moth-]
perhaps that blow on. the head er?—they stopped finally at
knocked a little . . . sense into me.” charming little bungalow covered;the inevitable results of her friend-

On impulse alone Joyce suddenly with rose vines d@nd surrounded by |liness toward him that day.
came close to him and smiled up a garden of beautfiul flowers. They! She decided this time to take no
into his face, a little tremulously, entered a friendly, low-ceilinged chance of repeating the soap ineci-
and said, “Please, let's start over
again , ., . and after this . . . well
don’t expect me to be any. white-
robed angel, but I'll try not to wor-
ry you too much.”

—

happy expectation on.hig face, Joyce | come early ox
a ' realized that she was about to reap|

of Jesus, to

She was unable to say more, for
Packard abruptly drew her close to
him and kissed her again and again, |
murmuring words of grateful sur-
prise and happiness, “Frills, darl-
ing . . . I love you so, sweetheart!
You . . . you really mean it. dear?
I thought all my chances of happi-
ness were gone, but now . . . T'll do |
everything I can to make it worth
while—to help you if you really |
mean it.” |

Joyce, submitting to his caresses, |
reflected ruefuly that she had never |
been so much kissed in her life as
sghe had been since she woke up in
Mrs, Neil Packard’s bed. Gently she
tried to free herself. Poor Neil! He
did find it hard to believe that any
such miracle as this had happened.
She smiled again, all her joy in the
day restored, knowing that he wouldl
go off to work filled with hope for
the future security of his home and
- happiness.

“Of course, I mean it. But you;

She Iaid her arm gently

around Joyce's shouldér.

ly the women were fright-
t the angel reassured
.iDo not be terrified,”  he
is Jesus you are looking
is risen! He is net here!”
se women needed was faith,

of the goods they have to sell, °

bran wates helps them retain their
color,

in use for transporting school chil-
dren in the United States.

They are startlingly frank They look
at the world through clear eyes and
say only what they think. No writer,
no orator, no salesman exercises
any large dominion in the world
unless he can humble himself and
partake of their nature.

“Though I speak with the ton-
gues of men and of angels and
have not love, I am become as
sounding brass or a tinkling cym=-
bal,” wrote Saint Paul.

Much brass has been sounded
and many cymbals tinkled in" the
name of advertising; but the
advertisements which persuade peo-
ple to act are written by men who
have an  abiding respect for the
Intelligence. of their readers, and a
deep sincerity regarding the merits
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companies
Ibought control of the biggest of
air-lines.—Autocaster, .
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-

West Africa is the home of the
world’s smallest antelope; it stands

only a little over 12 inches high at
the shoulders. ;

Want A Nice

Budng Lot

which can be bought
easy terms. If

We have several good building lots

: you are interested—either
in a lot or a home see '

ROXBORO BUILDING & LOAN

ASSOCIATION
J. S. Walker, Sec.

reasonably and on

jgnificant than the fact, It
Easter faith in a Christ
ant over death that cousti-

t actually happened of the

- BUSINESS

needn't take my word for it. Just|room paneled in white with wide dent and when they reached the
give it a thirty days’ trial. Satisfac- | Windows framing a view of dstant pegroom she turned to him said

tion guaranteed or your money re-|
funded,” she replied lightly, slipping!
out of his arms, “better run along

five this afternoon.”

“You bet I won’t! Gee, but . . .
whoopee! I . .. I wish I didn't have|
to go down to the office. I feel like|
celebrating——" '

“¥You go %long!” exclaimed Joyce, | the same time. Joyce shook hands be so happy if I were sure of y

alarmed at the threatened loss of

her day of freedom and feeling the

need of a rest after the strain of

this stormy scene, “I can’t have you

around all day., I'm going to be
busy.”

right! And say, if anything

come up you'd rather do this

oon, it's all right, you know.

We can go to mothers’ some other
time.”

“The date ig made. If it's broken,
it'll be your doing.”

When she got out to the _ stable
Joyce found Sam about to mount
the black horse. “Oh, Sam, where
are you going?"

“Why, Mr. Packard asked me to
take some papers to Jake .Anson.
It's up beyond Elk FTat in the hills,
a good long way from the road, so
he told me I'd better ride Barney,”
explained Sam.

“Well, couldn't I go with you?”
demanded Joyce. She was still a Jlit-
tle nervoug about going out alone.
when all the trails were so unfa-
miliar to her.

“Why, sure! I'll saddle Rosita.”

When Joyce got back at noon af-
ter a two-hour ride, during which
she learned much about the coun-
try and its possibilities for: horse-

mountaing across the valley.

I‘II
“My dears, I'm deighted to see
you both!"” exclaimed hig mother,

holding out her hand to Joyce|

while she kept Neil in her clasp at

with her and smiled silently.

“Do sit down, children, it's so
good to see you,” went on Mrs. Pack-
ard, beaming happily as she return-
ed to her comfortable armchair in
front of one of the windows, “when
did you get back, Neil?”

“Last night, mother and you bet
I'm glad to be back,” replied Pack-
ard.

Neil’'s mother was a woman in her
late sixties, with soft gray hair, and
a face pleasantly fresh and clear-
skinned. Only in her dark eyes
could one read the shadow of past
sorrows, mingled with present lone-
liness and pain, Joyce thought,
and when she did not smile her
mouth was set in curves of quiet
resignation.

“Are you feeling quite well again,
my dear?".asked Mrs. Packard after
Neil had told about his trip, “Neil
said you had had a bad fall.”

“Oh, yes, I didn't really get hurt”
replied Joyce, “though I suppose I
might easily have been killed.”

“Yes, it frightens me to think
of it 'said Mrs. Packard, a shadow

| said, “Good-night, Neil, I'm going to

Mrs. Packard rose to meet them!
and Neil, kissing her, said gently,]
to work now or you might lose your | “Well, mother, here we are, come oqn detaining her, “y
job. And don’t forget our date at to make you a little call, Frills and | gongderful today and —I love V¢

read for a while.”

“But, Frills, sweetheart,” he be-
ou've been @

iso! T want you so, dear.” He
{ her closer into his arms W

ing the last words close to her
“Such adorable little ears!” he
gkiming them again and’ again.

“Listen, Neil,” she said quief,
“won't you, if T ask you as a fa
to me and ag a return for
what you call reasonable and
sible, won’t you please let me
in the other room without
questions and going through
sort of thing every night?"
Her manner evidently made
impression on him for he re
her immediately, saying, “I'm
dear. It's just that I love you
He paused and added hesital
“But—will you come of your
accord when you're ready?”

f Resurrection we do not pre-
cily know. But we can, with per-
|td confidence, look at Jesus with
(t] eyes of faith, and say “He
"  And we can remember our
d ones, hidden from sight, and
y say, also with faith, “They, too,
alive!” Then we can look at

M

ourselves again in faith. and cry,
“We too shall live!”

But the Easter faith is much more

‘|than the assurance of immortaiity.

It is a faith we desperately need
for the proper conduct of thé affairs
pf evéry day. Marshal Foch once

gaid that morale is more important

than material. Now morale is the
fruit of faith, the faith St John
calls “the victory that overcometh
the world.”

Too many of us try to live within
the narrow walls of proof. We seek
to explain everything. What we need
to learn is to release our energies
in the spirit of a great adventure
of faith.

Bruce 'fBarton
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ahead

That chefished phrase, “Business is Better
peing heard throughout the land. It emanates fr

branches of business and industry and marks
urn into better days

e As an individual, are you making plans to
create a place for yourself in the new order ‘
...'lfsowefeelthatwecanserve |

cient manner. We solicit your patronage,

you in a highly effi-

is again

om many
‘an actua]

-« . . Public confidence is being re-
stored and the people as a whole are in the

mood to go

of .buainess_?




