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& In the valley shhdows gether-stowly,
"The lust shafts of lght from the Sinking sup
S ' Recede Nigher. Righer up the long siopes.
Far below the day is dying:
But upon the hill’'s brow #t lingera on.
Loathe 10 tear away ils sunset caress
o From the Jittleigrey leaves of the olives,
The soft grasses. and time-worn rocks resting
On the hill «hat holds old Gethsemane.

A hush hovers over everything there
A hidden bird is singing. but hls song
Is softly muted like the silver notes
From sweetly singing, silver fhutes.
Darkness creeps silently from behind trees
3 And bushes. Shadows merge and blend until
They form a background for the few laté roys
Of light that now themselves seem brigin chadows
Of God's golden guard, dropping at last
A little hurriedly as though too long
He had lWngered, lovingly keeping watch
Over a scene the peace of which today 3
Is but the echo of a peace that lay v
Two thousand. weary, stumbling years ago -
Undisturbed, blessed by the benediction
Of a sunset the glory of which was
Like unto today's only as today's x
1« Mike its own &'m. subdned reflection
In the darkening twilight-kissed waters
Of a little lake nesthing far below.
And even then- Gethsemane was old.

[ 8

The night has come. The olives leaves be<zin

To ercon the soothing heart-songs that they sang
When night had fcllowed rhat obther sunset,

When far down the trail soft footsteps were ‘heard -
Coming slowly —slowly. up, up to where

In deep yearning. throbbing. loving silence
(Jethsemane awaited Ws christening.

Again there seems to sound thru the stitiness
The muffled tread of patiént. weary féﬂ..
Nearing now the summit of the dark hill.
They come more softly as if their number
15 lessened; as if One comes on alone;*
One who fain would drink deep into His soul \
The beauty of the stars, the cool freshness

Of the little winds that blow across the world,
The shy companionchip of wee. wild things
That scurry off at His approach; then turn
And peer from shadows darker than the path
He treads: if shadows could be darker.

The weary air seems tense. atill listening,—

As He moves quietly up the lonely way,

The thorn trees bend backward as if knowing.
That all too soon unwilingly their boughs

Will pierce the whiteness of a brow unstained
By faintest mark of cruelty or iH>will

Toward any man He CaMeth “Brother” —

And calls He all men everywhere—"“Brother"!
Yet He walks alone—in Gethsemane.

He has entered the trysting-place. He knecls
‘Neath trees that quiver with deep emotion,.
Knowing not whether they should turn away -
Railsing leafy hands to shut out His agony-—
Or should bend low over Him, offeting

The faith, the loyalty, the compasdsion

Those sleeping yonder have not given Him.

3 BaEE 2 w-‘p.-
How can it be that here tonight. there comes
A two-thousand yearol vision,—moving
In reminiscing. odd Gethsemane?

And can it be that thru dead centuries

That lonely vigil hras been kept where croon
The breezes on Mount Olive’'s tired brow?

The sudden passing of a oloud reveals

The truth. The Vision still is here. No light,
No darkness ever quite can wipe that oud.
Bwt—Oh! Thege is a change. A change theat -is
Itself old—being younger by one night,

One short night than ‘the scene the garden saw
When twHight's velvet eurt+in sfowly rdse

First disclosing there the Gethvemane.

The brave, patient, white-elade Figure still kneels
Beneath the olives, the thorns, and the stars

As tiven He knelt. The night still means softly
As when its theusand eyes looked’ dowp uwpon
His agonizing torture of the past.

The thorn tree seéms weeping quietly as tho'

To wash away all memory of blood

And dbrow and thorns once too closely mingled:
All that is there. The stage has not been changed:
Buf ‘there has been added sémce that first p'ght,
Another charueter; for beside the One

In white other knees are bent; other arms
Reaeh toward the stalrs; other eyes are wide—
Seeling a single shifiing ray of Hght

In all that darkness; anotber votce cries;

“Let this cup pass from me'" Ancther cup

Is being drunk—in old Getlsemane.

So has 1. been each day the sun has set.

Each aight has he'd a soul faeing its great
Gethsemane. And each Gethsemane

Has held a vision that is more than that:

A vision —real, dternal—of the One

Who walked His way alone: but who. since then.
‘Has followed. often lead, -newer deserted

The soul of any brether groping in

The darkness for the Light. He drained His chp
Alone; yet night-by-night. again He atinks deep
Of rhe dregs of the oup of another:; '
A cup that may be esngptied only by

The drinking of its bitterness. And thus

Has i been and shall be. Each calm tMtht
Sbail hear somewhere words that seem an ¢cho;
“Remove this cup from me." And then-grey leaves
Shall bend low, as softly, soundlessly, now

That other Figure turns gently, sweetly,

To the suff'ring one. Hisg e¢yes are shining

His Mps are smiling. Lovingly He lays

Upon the head of His distrait brother

A hand thet knows the fee] of neils piercing

The palm; yet was not even raised to strike

A single blow 'gainet those who thrust them there
The music of heavenly choirs resounds

1n His voice when He says in sweetest tones.

My peace I leave with you." Ana the sweetness
Lives again in the face and in the voice

Of the other as—once mere—the nighit winds
Hear the words, “Not oxy: will, but. Thine be done.”
Floating heavenward from Gethsemane,
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Death, Where Is Thy Sting? O
rave, Where Is' Thy Viectory) |
d I Corithians 15:12-68.)
we turn to Paul for an inter-
tion of what' we have called “the
t Paradox of history.” This pas-
overwhelmingly majectis,
in concepuon and in feeling, to |

is too

be wholly grasped save by almost x!

iifetime of contemplation and thought

Yer,

an impression
-al description.

zive
swee

passionate

selve
‘nNce
PRA

for whom Thou didst send to us, and |
.or the victory cver sin

even fro mone reading we receive
too profound for ver-
Let us then, today,
ourselves over to the force and
p of Paul's mighty concept and
emction, preparing our-
s for entrance into the experi-
of Easter Day.
YER: We thank Thee,

O God,

and death

~hich cometh through Him. Help us_ |
we pray. to be steadfast and unmov- |

ible
with

in our fatih, that we mmay enter
joy and assurance upon the ex-

perience which Thou holdest in store '

for t

hose¢ whol ove Him with stead-

fastness even through the hours hefore |

dawn.

“They Came Untothe Sepulchre at

Read Mark 16°1-7.)

A se
*dox
hre
:loth

ieavy stone that had closed the tomb

~Nas

-hree women who were frightened by
what they saw.
~orld that should never be the same
igain.

183

ruered night.

‘out.
ry

hose three have been afraid? Only

beca

trust
Chey still believed (against their dear-
'st hope) thalt darkness was able to

put
livin
vnd
1lso,

~hite garment; for angels are always
there to tell us of a resurrection. We,

too,

iway .

Afra
ness

Amen.

EASTER DAY, March 27

the Rising of the Sun”

pulchre and a sunrise! The Par-

is made complete. The sepul-
was emply, save for a young man
ed in a long white garment. The

rolled away. The sun rose upon

It rose also upon a

The light had overcome dark-
as easily as the hun had con-
Life had put death to

Eternity had proven its mast-
over time. Why, then, should

use they had not yet learned to
Life’'s unconquerable power.

|
out the Light. They were su'llz
g under the tyranny of time |
the oppression of space. We see, |

4 young man clothed in long

find the heavy tomb-stone rolled !
Shall we then, also_be afraid?
id of what? Of the Light? Of the
enger? Of the FACT? Not so,

iurely, for we have recaptured the

Radi
yut
shall

ance! Not in doubt, not in fear, l
in faith and hope and love, we |
turn from the sepulchre to the |

sunrise with a song of triumph and a |
prayer. |
PRAYER: Now, O Lord, our pilgrim- |
1ge of these short webks is ended. and

wga

our home with Thee.

us 1

many

and

Thou hast led |
hrough many paths of thofight,
turnfings, many discovértes-
past many places of doubt. - At

]
i
re come from tRe far country to |
i

fength Thou did:t bring us to the pain |
and perplexity of the thought of death_ |

ind
Here

meeting place of dying and living,
where Thou dost require of us a final
choice.
of life? Shall we be afraid? Nay, Lord |
we shall not refuse, nor, shall we fear
or hesitate.

nrow,

votton and
hereafter so to live that we may prove

Thy

through Jesus Christ Thy Son, who

is ou
ever

out end. Amen.

then to the sepulchre at sunnise.
we stand before Thee, at the

Shall we refuse Thy proffer

We accept Thy proffer
and turn toward Thee in full de-
in utter faith. Help us

power to redeem our lives,
r Light and our hope, forever and

by Thy Holy Spirit, world with-
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The Story of an Un

"READ I'RIS PIRST:

lillian Abbott, 18-year-old ‘heiress
to millions ot Cyrus Adbett, runs
aiwcay to Newe York to become a work-
tne girl. 8he belicves she s to ve-
come a movie star under the direc-
tion or Thomas Blane. But' Blanr
turna out te be a airl racketéer and
atraia I:lhan s money ana drparis
Lillian ts tao proua to pao back home
and admit tailure to accomplish what
she set out tor s0 she determines to
brave Newe York She trades har dia-
wmond wnrist wateh to Howard Marsh,
the attractive wmanaoer or the litile
haotel,  where she ey 'NShe 18 at-
tracted (o him and goes to dine and
dance with him He belicves her a

runaway collvge yire and Lires her to |
be a professinnat haostess in the aine |,

and dance place or .rhich he is jotnt
owner. She w hwmdiatea when she
tearns he ieaves her there: alone
and that he has hired her witiont
telling her just what the 10d is about
She strikes up an acquaintance wilh
Gloria Lowell, another hostess, and
tearns about the lile o1 a professionai
hostess 8he does nat want to ac-
cept Rer profession, but heing pennt-
leas and wmiles from her hotel she
is forced to.

(NOW @0 oN WiTH TIHE STORY )

CHAPTER 24

LILLIAN FELT that her face
looked even more cheertess than she
felt. That it, In spite of its make-up
having been directed by Gloria, was
too white, 100 pink. too red,

She and Gloria reached the edge
of the glassy dance floor. The colored
lights fastened beneath the crystal
surface blinked blue, green, red, yvel-
low. [Like signals. Like warnings.

The floor wasn't =0 crowded as It
had been when they left ¥

But there were ahout thirty couples
dancing. Their bodies seemed electri-
fled by the music. Their faces were
near each other. They duin't even
look tired
- Lillian wondered if people never
went home 1 hed in New York. if

they never tired of dancing, playing,

being merry.
thought.

“Now sinfle and look as if you were
‘having a grand time . . . a marvelous
time.” encouraged Gloria

Lilllan forced animation on her
tense features, tried to will the little
tears of self pity to hide.

She tried 10 think of something
bright, cheerful. Tried to wonder if
arything had ever made her happy.
Nothing cheerful could he conjured.

Gloria’s hand pressed Lillian's. It
was a warm, friendly hand.

Lillian wanted to pull this under-
standing girl into her arms, 1o weep
because of her bravery, her sympa-
thy, her kindness.

She thought for a second, in the
melodious room. that she could not
keep from screaming with the pain
that tore through her . . . pain for
herself, for the cheap thing sghe
seemed. . .

Back home In New England she
might have read about all of this in
a magazine . . . gone over this same
experience in a short story, a sophis-
ticated story, written by some dash-
ing. clever person—some clever per-
son her father knew.

It would have seemed fantastic.
Quite desirable then. Highly amus-
ing.

Liilian would have laughed and
shown it to her father. They would
have thought it amusing, that girls
went about charming men to get
money from them—nice girla They
would have thought of ever so many
cunning things to say, for the char-
acters of the magazine story to say—

She would have longed to live
through the experience thén, just as
the characters of the story—would
have imagined herself a part of it

. dreamed abhout living through
this very episode which ncw seemed
so cheap.

But—in the story there would have
been comedy and some intense ro-
mance. '

The dine-and-dance hostess wou!d
have had some eligible fellow fAIN in

That was a new

A,

. .. interpret all of her
make-betieves, think her remarks
were perfect gems . . . and the ftirst
night of the little hostess’ job would
end with the dashing young chap
simply losing his heart and kidnap-
ping the heroine . . . marrying her
before morning!

But now that she, Lillian Abbhott,
was living the experience she could
find nothing c%ver, nothing gay,
nothing tascinating about it

It was the most miserable episode
o! her life!

“If ‘you don't - take that mournful
expression off of your face, Lilllan,
I'm going to burst out in big tears”
said Gloria, pressing Lillian's cold
little hand

“Just stand here a minute, looking
pleasant, and we will be all right. We
will be invited to join a party. Just
wait,” said the experienced Gloria

They made an attractive pair, Lil-
lian and Gloria. [Ltlian, ebony and
ivory and crimson. Gloria, blonde,
pink and white. They were the een-
ter ‘of attention before many min-
utes

They stood waiting. The orchestra
struck up a slow waitz

“That's good,” Gloria sald, as If
she were imparting some sparkling
bit of gossip. “A waltz. Men like to
sit out waltzes. Not one in ten likes
to waltz. We'll be asked to a table
soon. Don’t look so il at ease.”

Lilllan was hard to be diverted.

She was almost fearful that some

fellow would come up and ask Glorla
for & dance and teave her alone . . .
standing there, with greater horror
and humiliation than any wall flower
ever experienced.
- Bhe felt gready for A moment. She
hoped that should only one tellow
approach them for a dance . . . that
he would find her more appealing
than Gloria.

The music kept up. The floor soon
became littered with couples sway-
Ing to ita melody.

[.illian shifted her weight from one
aching foot to the other.

Two tuxedoed yoisng men came up
to them. Gloria smiled and called
them by name. She introduced
ELiHian.

One of the young men asked Lil-

luve A1ITH Ner

employed Giri_

“Aloue, tonight?”

they started into the steps, Giorma
caught at his arm. “She's our new-
est hostess, Paul,” she 3aid, mean-
ingly.

Well, she had opened the way for
Lillian. He knew by that then, that
she expected him to pay for her
pleasantnesa

He' wrappe8 his arm about her
slender waist and drew her against
him. He snuggled his chin down
against the side of her curis. He
clasped her hand securely. 3

Lilllan was a good daneer. She had
a natural grace and sense of rhythm.
She followed easily.

They -damced around 'the 'room
without a word.

Tn her excitement Lillian could not
think of one thing to say. He seemed
not to care about talking, hut Gloria
had said you must be entertaining
And she feared that following him ir
his dancing was not sufficient.

ATter a little while he askeds

“Alohe tonight?

“Why, yes—"

“I. mean—Ilater.”

*“Yes—"

“Would you like to go places with
me?”

“It's almost daylght now. “Where
would we go—what places at day-
iight?

“Oh—placea Tezve that to me”

“I don't think 1 could.”

“Righto!”™ he said, “] just asked.”

Lillian wondered what Gloria would
do in her placa What kind of a line
was there to hand a fellow who ap-
proached you like that.

She couldn’t fatter ‘him He wa:
not ugly. He wasn't handsome. He
was ordingry looking He were s
tuxedo well. He had a manner I
his dancing and in his speech that
hinted of culture. Put the way he
spoke to her did not convey ane
particular interest, intrigue

That was her job. though. being
entertaining. To get him interested,
intrigued. Any man.

It soon would be cloking time - , .
she had not made any money . . .

she had 1o now was her chance
to be pleasant . . . chirming hut
she couldnt . her whale nature

lian to dance.

A= he put hie arm ahont her and
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“TRIPLETS SWELL FAMILY TO TEN

Triplets have swelled the family
of Frank Riker of Narrovsburg,
N. Y. There are six other girls

and a boy. The triplets, pesing
(with indifference) for their first
picture, are Jean, Jane and Fran.

TWO WEEKS’ PAY CHECK FOR MINER TOTALS ONE CENT

1

"PAYMASTER'S CRIECK

P S Columbus, Ohio,

“Who wouldn't strike with a few
Pay days like this?’ asks a coal
Miner of Nelsonville, 0., as' he
exhibits this pay check for one

$28.01 over a period of two
| weeks. His company account,
| however, was $28,

ltons of coal, earning a lotal ot

including

Sont. The mimer had loaded 53 | “store” 389, reat $4. “docks” 50

cents, coal $3, ahd burial fund 50
cents. “With the ome-cent check
he faced a doctor’s bill, and the

cost of clothing and school books
for his children.
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FOR RENT -

z
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s
B

seed which we Hil"
prices. Call C. W:

| FOR RENT TWO ROOM [
(V 1
| hished ' apartment one lnlth,‘: =
from post office.' Apply 2)4 w —

8treet, phone 562-J. E::';'
Ehleiin -~ ]

LOST — BILL FOLDER <o
where in city yesterday mﬂ()ug.

2 $20 gold pieces. 1 _
1750 bt Rewan e tne
Scoggin Chevrolet Oo. 23.1:,"
BABY  CHICKS — pORERnC
' blood tested rocks .n:’ti::fBF:{[::D
quality  profitable chicks 'l‘:n
week guarantee 1o live. Rock‘f
:‘lount Hatchery, Rocky Mount, ‘\'\
é 25-6u

P SRS
WE HAVE BEEN APPOINTED 1,
handle rervice and repairs on A
line Radios by Montgomery w":

and Co. Full line parts o
: Mixon Jewelry Co. g

! 224f
T ———— S s

TWO MEN OR WOMEN GUARAx
teed $3.00 day local, $91.00 apng f‘:
penses month traveling. Welfara
efforts. QGive phone and fAddress
Care Dispatch. 23.5.,

each indiviual radiator Highesy
quality, lowest prices, Tann§
i Roofing Co. 22-9-2¢

WHEN YOU WANT C0AL
consider quality, servie
and price. We have j)
kinds. Hight's Coal ay

| Wood Yard. Phone 158
i eod-tf.
{ BENJAMIN  MOORES PAINTs

and varnishes of the highest qualyit
in every painting need. They ha.
been sold for over 40 years at Wi
kins Hardware Co. 124

OUR MOTTO: INDIVIDUAL TOWV.
els to each and every customer, san.
itary neck bands for hair apron
clean combs and brushes the bey
tonics, shampoos, masaa{;e cream-<
and scalp treatments to be had. Al
applied by as good barbers as you
wifl find anywhere. Hair cut 2
shave 20c. Allen's Barber Shop.

25-21i.

FOR RENT-Two UNFURNISHED
connecting rooms for housekeeping
sink in kitchen. private entrance
light and water Yurnished. $85.
One block from post office. Joe
Smolensky . 26-11i.

NOW IS THE TIME TO BUY YOUR
garden and field seed. We have
every kind at low prices. Come Sa!-
urday, we will be closed Monday.
‘H. B. Newman. 25-2;

‘PHONE 29 FOR COAL
and Wood. We have the
following grades and
sizes: Pocahontas or New
‘River Egg Stove and nu.
Pocahontas or New River
I R O M. 50 per cent lump,
| splint lump, and ege
' Prompt Service and Satis-
- faction guaranteed. S. H

. Watkins Coal and Wool.
! Tues-Thurs.-Sat. tf.

| S p

[FOR SALE — WHITE SECOND
| sheets. lettirhead size, cut from goud
| mews stock, 60c per thousand. Larke
: quantities at lower prices. Hender
|

son Dally Dispateh. 31

Everyone must have & trage— why £ot
:nlke yours PRINTING. The Printind
industiy offers exceptional wages. lo-
| struction available, Monotype, keyboars
;and caster, Linotype, Hand composition
|and Presswork on modern presses. Pot
full Information write the SOUHERM
|SCHOOL OF PRINTING at 1514-1¢
| 8dwtd St., Nashville, Tenn.

_— = —_— -

is.«u: OF PERSONAI. PROPERTY
OF ESTATE OF S M. NA('I(.\'AIJ.

Pursuant to crder of the Clerk of
Superior Cour: of Vance Coumy.
North Carolina, and for the purpos¢
of settling the estate of the late §
M. Blacknall, I will offer for sale s!
public auetion to the highest bidder
for cash, on the premises, of the late
S. M. ‘Blacknail, at Kittrell N. C
ap Saturday, April 2nd., 1932 at 10
o'clock, A. M. the following describ-
ed personal property. ¢

1 mower, 1 reaper, 1 thresher, -
wagons, 1 horse, 18 mules, 1 autom®™
bile, 5 motor trucks, § fire-proof safes,
5 typewriters snd adding machines.
{ addressographs, 2 multigraphs. °
shares of stock CHizens Bank and
, Trust Company, shrubs and nurserv
| stock and ornamental plants, mail
'ing list of about 45,000 nemes oD
plates, the trade name and good will
of “The Continental Plant Co.”, book
decounts and nctes receivable, abou'
‘225 barrels of corn. All other items

Administratrix c. t. a. of
8. M. BLACKNALL

Kittred, N. C., March 11, 1832.



