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DENOMINATIONAL BIBLE QUIZ WON 
BY TRURO TEAM 

Congratulations Truro! To your coach, Rev. C. E. 

Stairs and to your captain, Mrs. Neta Wilcox. The Trur
o 

team, composed of Mrs. Neta Wilcox, Miss Ida Ripley, 

Miss Joan Reid, and Bryan MacKenzie won by a goo
d 

margin over the Beals team. Be sure to read the whole 

story in the next issue of the Highway! 

THE GUIDING STAR 

An-artist drew a picture of a midnight scene. It was 

the picture of a lone man rowing his boat across a lake. 

The night was dark and stormy. The angry waves were 

beating around the frail bark. The heavens were black. 

But through a rift in the clouds a lone star was shining. 

The man in the boat had his eyes fixed on that star while 

he pulled his boat through the storm. Beneath the picture 

were these words, “If I lose sight of that, I'm lost.” 

In the voyage of life, in the conquest for Christ, we 

pass through the midnight darkness and we face storms
; 

but through a rift in the darkest cloud shines the Morn
ing 

Star, our hope, our life, our stay. We must keep our 
eyes 

on Him through all the stormy midnight, rowing and 

toiling; for if we lose sight of Him, we are adrift. 

WHICH? 

What position, please, do you occupy in your church? 

Are you— 

An Attender, or an Absenter? 

A Pillar, or Sleeper? 

Wing, or a Weight? 

Power, or a Problem? 

Promoter, or Provoker? 

Giver, or a Getter? 

Goer, or a Gadder? 

Doer, or a Deadhead? 

Booster, or a Bucker? 

Supported, or a Sponger? 

Soldier, or a Sulker? 

Server, or a Sorehead? 

Worker, or a Worry? 

Friend, or a Fault-finder? 

Helper, or a Hinderer? 

There with the goods or off with an excuse? — 

Wesleyan Methodist. 

The King's Highway 
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SILENT VIOLINS 

Luigi Tarisio, was found dead one morning with scarce 

a comfort in his home, but with two hundred and forty- 

six exquisite violins, which he had been collecting all his 

life, crammed into an attic, the best in the bottom drawer 

of an old rickety bureau. In very devotion to the violin 

he had robbed the world of all that music all the time he 

treasured them; others before him had done the same, so 

that when the greatest Stradivarius was first played it 

had had one hundred and forty-seven speechless years. Yet 

how many of Christ's people are like old Tarisio! In our 

very love to the church we fail to give the glad tidings to 

the world; in our zeal for the truth we forget to publish it. 

When shall we all learn that the good news needs the 

telling, and that all men need to know ?—Selected. 

THE CHRISTIAN 

When one has found a man who is gentle in speech, 

cheerful in manner, tolerant in judgment; a man who lives 

uprightly and unselfishly, loving deeds more than creeds 

and friendship more than favor; a man who gives with- 

out thought of return, being wronged is ready to forgive, 

and being misunderstood still keeps his faith; a kindly 

man of wholesome thoughts, uplifting spirit and a resolute 

purpose to do the will of God; mark him well—that man 

is a Christian!—Alfred Grant Walton. 

DON'T MENTION THE BRIERS 

A man met a little fellow on the road carrying a 

basket of blackberries and said to him, “Sammy, where 

did you get such nice berries?’ “Over there, sir, in the 

briers.” “Won’t your mother be glad to see you come 

home with a basket of such nice ripe fruit?’ “Yes, sir,” 

said Sammy. “She always seems glad when I hold up the 

berries, and I don’t tell her anything about the briers in 

my feet.” The man rode on. Sammy's remark had given 

him a lesson. He resolved that henceforth he would try 

to “hold up the berries,” and say nothing of “the briers.” 

—Church Harold 

SIXTEEN TO ONE 

If statistics are to be trusted (and surely they are, in 

a study that covers a large area, all denominations and a 

long period of time), there are sixteen chances that the 

child trained in Sunday school will become a Christian, 

to one if he does not attend Sunday school. In some sec- 

tions of our country the percentage is even larger. 

—J. D. Canaday 

GREETINGS 

By Ellen Ryan 

Although they're perfect strangers on a busy city street, 

You can send a smile of greeting to the folks you chance 

to meet. 

Their burden may be heavy; so lighten it a bit, 

As you send a smile of greeting to the folks you chance 

to meet. 


