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ST. NICHOLAS CHURCH — OLD MARSTON

SERVICES.

Sundays. Holy Communion 8.15 a.m.
also on First Sunday of the month 12 noon,
also on Second Sunday of the month 7.30 p.m.
Morning Prayer 11.0 a.m. (Sunday School during
Sermon).

Sunday School 3.0 p.m. at Old Marston Secondary
School.

Pathfinder Bible Classes—
Boys and Girls : 10.15 a.m., Church Hall.
Evening Prayer 6.30 p.m.
Saints’ Days. Holy Communion as announced.

Holy Baptism. Fourth Sunday of the month at 4.0 p.m.
Notice must be given.

Holy Matrimony. Banns to be given in at the Vicarage.
CHURCH ORGANISATIONS & MEETINGS.
Discussion Group. All welcome. Thursdays at 8 p.m.
Mothers’ Union. Fourth Tuesday of each month in the Church
Hall at 2.45 p.m.

Young Wives. Alternate Wednesdays in the Church Hall at
at 7.45 p.m.

Pathfinders. Each Friday (Girls) in the Church Hall at 5.30
p.m. onwards.
Tuesdays (Boys) in the Church Hall at 6.30 p-m.

Cubs. Wednesdays in the Church Hall at 6 p.m.
Scouts. Thursdays in the Church Hall at 7.15 p.m.
x x % %

Vicar : Rev. Paul N. Rimmer, M.A,, 11 Elsfield Rd., Old Marston.
Phone . 47034.

Lady Worker : Miss M. S. Liles, The Flat, 15 Mill Lane.
Churchwardens : Prof. V. T. Harlow, Fir Tree House, Oxford Road.

Mr. B. G. Oliver, 13 Jack Straws Lane, N. Marston
Secretary of P.C.C. : Mrs. Harlow.

Verger : Mrs. Brain, Cranmer, Elsfield Road, Old Marston.

The Vicar would be grateful for notification of any parishioners
who are sick, or who would like a personal call.



My Dear Friends.

November — the month of Remembrance, when all ot u. ,sause for at
least two minutes to remember those who have given their lives for their
countries, and in the hope of a better world.

We who say the Apostles Creed each Sunday make a special act of
remembrance every time we say : © I believe in the Communion of Saints.”
For when we say this we are not only acknewledging the fact of our one-
ness with our fellow Christins in the world (i.e. those who are * called ro
be saints” (see Ephesians i, Phillipeans i), we are also recognizing that
we are linked with those who have passed on into the *nearer Presence of
God.” It is partly because we have not stressed this wonderful article of
the Christian faith, that so many who have been bereaved have turned from
the Church which they (mistakenly) felt offered o little assurance of a con-
tinued fellowship with their loved ones who have passed on.

T.et us thank God this Remembrancetide for our glorious faith in the
gommi.ﬂnon of Saints, the Forgiveness of Sins, and the Resurrection to Life

ternal.

And for the sake of those who gave their all to build a New World, let
us dedicate our lives afresh to bringing in God’s Kingdom on earth as it is
in Heaven :

“ Wherefore seeing we also are compassed about by so great a
cloud of witnesses, let us lay aside every weight, and the sin which
doth so easily beset us, and let us run with patience the race that
is set before us. looking unto Jesus the author and finisher of our
faith.” Heb: 12. 1, 2.

May God bring to those of you who have been bereaved fresh hope and
strength, and may He unite ail of us more closely in our faith in the
“ Communion and Fellowship of the Saints.” both here and beyond this life.

With sincere good wishes,

Gul -

CHURCH NEWS
Parish Meeting.

The first Parish Meeting (September 23rd) was a great success, and
attended by some 40 people, who came with suggestions and, who were not
too shy to speak out. Perhaps the feeling thai nothing  would be taken
down and held in evidence against us” made us feel freer than at an
organised meeting.

Topics were many and varied. The question of the need for a Men’s
Group was brought up, and it was felt that it would provide an opportunity
for discussing viral issues, and hearing authoritative speakers on topics
which concern Christians today.

Services and hymns were amongst other items discussed and there was
a general feeling that a Communion Service with hymns once a month, at
about 92.30 a.m. would be greatly appreciated.

After a cup of tea, the Rev. Howard Rose, showed some beautiful colour
slides on the English Lake District. It was a great joy to have Mr. and
Mrs. Rose with us, particularly as Mr. Rose had at one time served us
Assistant Priest ar Marston, The Vicar had also served as his curate during
Mr. Rose's time as Rector of Windermere.

It is hoped to arrange another Parish Gathering soon, when further
questions witl be discussed and opnions ventilated.
iarston Macket.

Congratulations to the organisers of the Marston Market and to all who
helped in any way during the season. The Market raised over £50 which
wil be divided berween local needs of the chuzch, and the chuzch overseas.
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Vacancy.

Old Marston Cemetery. Caretaker required for Maintenance. £40
per annum, plus £2 10s, 0d. fee for gravedigging. Apply C. P, Mettem,
Esq., 61 Delbush Avenue, Headington.

For Sale.

Cyclemaster. Needs slight overhaul, but mechanically sound. What
offers »  Apply to the Vicar. Proceeds to Church Funds.
Additional Dates.

Palestine in Bible Times. Exhibition. C.M.]J. Third Jubilee. Central
Hall, Westminster, London. Tuesday, November 3rd to Saturday, Nov-
ember 14th, 1959, Open Daily 10.15 a.m.—09.30 p-m. Admission 1/6. This
Exhibition is well worth seeing and will be most illuminating to all who
read their Bibles.

Marston Parish Couzrcil.

(Abbreviated Minutes of meeting held on 6th October).

Mr. Hill, the Planning Solicitor, was invited to address the Council in
camera on the present position of the caravans in Marston.

On consideration of the plan of the new road which would cut ACross
the Recreation Ground and the grounds of the Primary and Secondary
Schools, the Council approved the motion proposed by Mr. Gammon, and
seconded by Mrs. Deam, that “ this Council endorses its previous objections
to the proposed route of the road.”

After further consideration of the caravan question, a motion was passed
emphasising the need for more council houses in the Bullingdon area. A
discussion arose over the spare land in the cul de sacs on the Carters Estate,
Mr. Gardner propesing thar the Council should not accept responsibility
for it. Mr. Gammon and Mr. Jones referred to the Highway Authority’s
promise to piant shrubs on this land, and that ratepayers contributed money
(5/9 in the £1) for the maintenance of highways and grass-cutting. Any
objections to the land at present could be registered by residents in the area,
with Messrs. Carters who srill owned the land, and who would have i
maintain it under the Town and Country Planning Act. The motion was
defeated.

The cost of the recent Parish Council Election was reporied to have
been £40 9s. 5d.

The guestion of wiring in the ditch near the schools has been referred
o the Minister of Education.

Estimates for lamps in The Link and the corner of Marsh Lane—
Elms Drive, were being obrained.

Mr. Gammen’s offer to re-erect the byelaw notices on the Recreation
Ground was accepted.

The Amusements on the Recreation Ground would not be repaire]
until next Spring.

The post of Caretaker for the Cemetery would be advertised as tha
present Caretaker had handed in his resignation,

Mr. Rumbold reported thar he was still. endeavouring to get someone
It.iD lop the trees in the lane leading to the school, in order 1o let in more

ght,

The Deeds to the Recrestion Ground had been returned from the legal
advisers and a lease could now be given to the Village Hall Management
Committee.

Applications for grants for building and equipment had been made.
Next Meeting : November 3rg.

THE SECOND ARTICLE IN OLR SERIES ABOUT HOLY BAPTISM
We shall now consider the three promises made by Godparents during
the Baptism service, in the name of their godchild,
*“ Firstly that I should renounce the devil and all his works, the pomps
and vanity of this wicked world, and all the sinful lusts of the flesh. Second-
ly, that I should believe all the Articles of the Christian Faith, And thirdly,
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HOME WORDS

LEST WE FORGET

Remembrance Day

*

ETWEEN the two great wars
Bof our time people used some-

times to say, “Why keep up
Armistice Day ?  Why not just forger
the miseries and muddles and mistakes
of the past? Why not look hopefully
forward, instead, to a future of peace
and progress when wars will be
unthinkable ? *’

Perhaps it was chiefly those who
grew up in the unecasy years of so-
called peace who felt most strongly
that Armistice Day, as it was then
called, had served its purpose and
might well be done away with.

But since then any optimistic
hopes there may have been of an era
of peace and sweet internarional
reasonableness just round the corner
have been blown to shreds by the
blast of a second world war, and by
its tragic aftermath of hatred, sus-
picion and tyranny. If we needed
a Day of Remembrance between
1918 and 1939 to remind us of the
tragic consequences of war, how
much more do we neced one now
that we have seen how slow and
reluctant are nations and statesmen
and the ordinary peoples of the world
to learn the lessons of the past?

Personally, I am old-fashioned
enough to believe that ferocious and
destructive wars, such as those which
have disgraced and ravaged our
modern world, are by way of being a
judgment upon the nations that com-
pose that world, and in particular
those nations that profess to lead it.

H. A. L. RICE

Not, of course, in the sense of being
a punishment inflicted upon it by an
angry and outraged God; but in the
sense that such appalling conflicts
are the only logical result of the way
that most of us lived and spoke and
behaved in the years between the
wars, as many still live and speak
and behave to-day.

Men must worship something or
somebody, and if they cease to
worship God they will find a substi-
tute to worship, even if it only turns
out to be themselves. In pre-war
Germany and Italy, as in Soviet
Russia today, men were taught to
worship that most dangerous and most
pitiless of idols which is called the
State. In Western Europe and in
the United States of America far too
many people went a-whoring after
the false gods of material prosperity
and the selfish pursuit of pleasure.

These were feeble and unheroic
gods with which to face the warlike
deities of the dictator states. The
best that could be said for them was
that at least they did not demand
of us that we should torture and kill
our fellow men. They only caused
us to forget the Brotherhood of Man
and the Fatherhood of God. We did
not have upon our consciences the
bestialities of Belsen, Dachau or the
Siberian salt mines, but we had little
enough to boast of in the way of
positive spiritual practice or lcader-
ship.

Just before he committed suicide
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in 1945, one of the Nazi leaders,
Dr. Ley, wrote in his diary, “We
have abandoned God, and’ now he
has abandoned us.”” He was refer-
ring, of course, to Hitler’s Germany,
but his words contain a universal
warning to which we all would do
well to pay heed. For the Western
nations, too, had largely abandoned
God, and in September, 1939, began
to reap the whitlwind. Once more,
in John Bright’s unforgettable words,
the Angel of Death was abroad in
the land and we could almost hear
the beating of his wings. Once more
the guns began to speak their mur-
derous message of hate and destruc-
tion; once more there were rows of
wooden crosses in corners of foreign
fields, which are “for ever England.”
And what of those to whom we
pay homage on Remembrance Day
—the Glorious Dead of two World
Wars ? We have been told so often
that they died so that we might live
in a better, saner and more peaceful
world. As we look around us today,
we may feel tempted to feel that these
men and women died in vain.
Towards the end of the first World

Photo:

The Times

War an English poet wrote those
moving words which decided the
emblem we wear on Remembrance
Day:

*“If ye break faith with us who died,
We shall not sleep though

Poppies bloom in Flanders fields.”

The poppies still bloom in Flan-
ders; we fasten them each year in our
button-holes. But have we kept
faith with the Fallen? Do they sleep
contented wherever they may be in
God’s great Universe ?

These are questions which few
would care to answer with a confident
affirmative. Korea, Indo-China, Al-
geria, Suez, Berlin, Tibet restrain us
—and, over all, the shadow of ‘“the
Bomb”. If ever Christian people
needed to pray from their hearts—
“Give peace in our time, O Lord;
Forgive us our trespasses and deliver
us from evil,”” they need to do so
now and in the years ahead.

If ever Remembrance Day was
needed, not only to honour the
Dead, but to bring the living back

to God, it is desperately needed
today — lest we forget, lest we
forget.

Remembrance Sunday in the Cotswolds
(Nether Swell, Near Stow-on-the-Wold)




HISTORIC CHURCHES IN PERJL

Our Silent Heritage

*

N the Church of St. Martin,
ISaIishUry, is a medieval stone carv-

ing of a head wearing spectacles!
Through the centuries this unique
figure must have gazed upon knights
knecling in prayer before going off 1o
Crecy and Agincourt, and young
soldiers back from Alamein and
Normandy.

But there is a real danger that the
sculpted head will gaze down upon
no more visitors to Salisbury. For
the church may fall in ruins.

That is no exaggeration. Over
the centuries the walls have been
thrust outwards by the formidable
weight of the roof. If the south aisle
and fifteenth-century nave collapse,
into the ruins will go the ancient
and gracious spire, the fine crafts-
manship of the Tudor Chapel of
Corpus Christi, and the .superb
carvings in wood and stone.

At rhe moment the walls of the
nave are shored up with timber
supports. The roof has to'be tied,
a pillar rebuilt. And facing the 260
people on the Electoral Roll will be a
bill for £17,000.

There are other St. Martin’s in
Britain. There is—or was—the par-
ish church of Oxborough, Norfolk,
which suddenly fell down in ruins
one night. (Though already much
is being done towatds restoring it.)

That is why, in 1952, the Church
Assembly welcomed the formation
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GARTH CHRISTIAN

of the Historic Churches Preservation
Trust (Futham Palace, London,
S.W.6). Its aim was fo help the
parishes in raising the /4,000,000
required over the next decade to
repair our 10,000 historic churches,

.

St. Martin's, Salisbury
Photo: G. Pennethorne

some 300 of them containing masonry
that was old when William the Con-
queror came to Britain.

A tall order? An impossibility ?
Maybe that was what people said
when craftsmen began building the
8,000 churches which have come
down to us from the Middle Ages.

But where is the money to come
from? One clue to the answer was
provided when a B.B.C. ‘Week’s
Good Cause’ Appeal by Lord Halifax
brought in no less than £9,000—



including generous gifts from old-
age pensioners and blind people who
are so often quick to respond to
broadcast appeals. The Pilgrims’
Trust promised £10,000 a year for
ten years. Bequestss, Seven-year
Covenants and grants from various
Trusts have benefited splendid parish
churches like Beverley Minster—
largest parish church in England—
Earls Barton, Northants, with its
Saxon tower, the fine East Anglian
Church of Long Melford, and several
hundreds more.

One could fill pages describing the
splendid churches which have been
saved by the Trust—and which still
need much more help. There is
South Lopham, with the finest tower
in Norfolk, and Thurleigh, Bedford-
shire, a 13th-centurv church, which
has just been saved from partial
demolition.

Or there is the Westmorland church
where rain was pouring in at forty-
two different places until the Trust
came 1o the rescue.  Their supporters
have also helped noble town churches
like St. Editha’s, Tamworth, and St.
Mary’s, Warwick, as well as village
churches with attractive names like
Thorverton and Cornworthy (near
Exeterj, Cherry Willingham {(Lin-
colnshire), Walsham-le-Willows {near
Ipswich), Whitchurch Canonicorum
and Lytchett Matravers (Dorset).

Help is needed, too, by little Down-
land churches like North Marden,
where the total population of the
parish is twelve! Indeed, there are
eighteen fine old churches in the
Archdeaconry of Chichester where
the population of the parish is fewer
than a hundred.

While the parishes have done
much to help themselves, some
£3,000,000 is still needed before all
our parish churches are in good
repair.

Will the spectacled figure in stone
in St. Marun’s, Salisbury, like the
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people of Oxborough, Norfolk, see
this aim accomplished ? Through the
centuries our parish churches have
served as silent witnesses of the Chris-
tian Faith, calling men to offer them-
selves to their Master; and inspiring
them to go from the altar to do His
will in hospital and workshop, school

All Saints’, Pavement, York
Photo: G. Crowthes

Bath Abbey —dfter recent restoration
Photo: Reece Winstone

and office.
tion, men

There, in every genera-
have knelt and wrestled
with their problems and difficulties,
finding in the surrendering of self
something of the. faith and courage
that fired the early church builders.

What of their futrure ? The answer
depends upon the generous response
of the ordinary people of Britain.



| ®
. The Way of
an Eagle |
W. A. RAMSAY |
®

N the autumn of 1957 I met a
INorwegian writer who had just
released a Golden Eagle in the
mountains near my home. He had
rescued the bird from captivity and
death. It had been caught by a
peasant who was keeping the poor
bird cooped up until a Government
official would come and kill it and
give him the reward offered by the
Norse authorities for vermin—for
thus is that noble bird classified in
Norway. 1 was disappointed that
1 had not got an opportunity to take
the eagle myself, and I told the liber~
ator that I’d try to track her in the
mountains. Her name was “Eos”
(or Aurcra), the goddess of the dawn.
“If you call her by name she will
come to vou,”’ said my new-made
friend, Reidar Brodtkorb.

1 hardly believed that a bird that
had never scen me—and a Golden
Eagle at that—would come to my call.
But the thought of having an eagle
in my arms was alluring, if a little
alarming! When I went up the
mountain which T had suspected the
bird to frequent I took a cord iasso
with me. “Eos,” I thought, might
come near enough to walk into the
ring of the lasso, laid on the ground
with some meat in the centre as bait—
and then I would gently catch her
by the legs.

I realised that I was probably being
unduly optimistic. After all, the
bird had no reason to Twust men
by whom it had been badly treated
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until it had come into the possession
of its liberator. But he had said,
“She knows her name.”

When I saw the mountain that 1
had to climb, to reach the region
frequented by that eagle, I was almost
afraid to tackle the 2,000 feet of the
ascent—indeed it seemed folly for a
person of my years (70) to attempt
it. Bur—well, to have an cagle come
to my call—was that not worth a big
risk even if it were the last thing I
did? Strength seemed to come with
the effort; but after an afternoon of
climbing and shouting the name
“Eos” to the wind, [ was coming
down disappointed and sad, when,
right above me, I heard the ridiculous
little **Wee-wee” {almost wailing) cry
of a Golden Eagle. And there, over
the top of the wood through which
1 was descending, I saw her—so low
down that it must have been “Eos”.
She had, I feel sure, been disappointed
that we had not met (for she was
hungry indeed). However, when I
retraced my steps uphill and on to
the moor above the wood there was
no sign of her! With my glasses 1
took one despairing look round in the
fading December light, and there,
some 300 yards away, sitting in the
heather apparently looking at me—
an eagle! “She will come if you call
her name,” Brodtkorb had said. So
I called and, to my horror almost, the
great bird rose, spread her wings and
bore down upon me. I had taken
off my shoes and stockings (for the
ground was marshy) and I had left
my gauntlets at home, for the Nor-
wegian had said, ‘“‘Gauntlets will
frighten her,”” So I felt singularly
unprepared 1o take on a Golden
Eagle. ‘“She will land on your
shoulder,” my friend had said, but
1 was afraid she might put her talons
into an artery—the great carotid—in
my neck. And here she was coming
at me like a Comet Jet!

{Continued on page 174}
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Church Notes
and Views

&

The Knight’s Last Ride
TRAGIC accident occurred in Pilton,
North Devon, in the year 1627, when
Sir Robert Chichester was thrown from
his horse while crossing Pilton Bridge.
His spur caught in the stirrup, and he
was dragged along, with disastrous re-
sults. A beautiful monument was
erected to his memory in the Parish
Church of St. Mary the Virgin, and he
can still be seen, kneeling there in effigy,
with the fatal spur affixed to his heel.
One of the most interesting churches in
North Devon, Pilton has much to show
the wvisitor. Owing to some kind of
subsidence, the pulpit, screen, and the
south arcading are leaning over to one
side. The pulpit carries a long white
arm, holding an hour glass for timing
the sermons, and the screen is a model
of grace and beauty, even among Devon
screens. Outside above the south porch
is the following inscription:
“The tower of this Parish being by
force of arms pulled down in ye lat
unhappy Civil Wars, anno domini
1646, was rebuilt 1696 . . . .
—C. G. SLADE.

TO OUR READERS
We offer five shillings for every photo-
graph with notes which we print on this
page, and half-a-crown for every para-
graph without a photograph which we
consider of sufficient general interest for
publication. ~ Entries should be sent to:
The Editor, 11 Ludgate Square, London,
E.C.4. Unsuitable contributions can only
be returned when accompanied by a

stamped and addressed envelope.

A Holy Well
OUR photograph shows the ancient
well from which Holywell Church,
near St. Ives in Huntingdonshire, gets
its name. According to local legend;
the well owes its reputed sanctity to a
seventh-century Persian Bishop, Ivo,
who was buried at St. Ives, and whose
remains were transferred to Ramsey
Abbey about rooc A.D. His bones, and
the wells and springs connected with his
narne, were credited with healing proper-
ties. The basin of the well was restored
in 1845 and surmounted by a brick
canopy.—C. R. WILMER (ST. IVES).

An Unusual Window

LANDKEY Parish Church, Devon, has
recently been enriched by a new

stained glass window in the Children’s

Corner. .

It consists of three panels. One
depicts the Good Shepherd, with a lamb
under his left arm and holding a shep-
herd’s crook in his right hand, while a
small British boy is touching his robe.
The centre panel has three figures of
small girls, British, Chinese and Korear,
and the third panel shows Peter the fisher-
man with a small negro boy, a Boy Scout
and a little Indian girl.

The whole design represents our Lord
bidding St. Peter “Feed my lambs’’, the
lambs being represented by children of
all nations.—REev. C. K. Burton (TavI-
STOCK).
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The English Church -—Chamonix

Family Tradition

LAN and Colin Childerley are
Achoristers at Eltisley Parish

Church. Recently, Alan re-
ceived a medallion in recognition of
five years’ regular service in the choir.
Colin, the younger of the two broth-
ers, will soon qualify for a similar
award. Their father is also a choris-
ter with 30 years of service to his
credit, while their grandfather, who
was also a churchwarden, served the
church for fifty years—a fine family
record, —Rev. ]. HobgsoN (HuN-
TINGDON).

* *

Stones from the Sea

HE church at Aston-on-Trent
in Derbyshire has a fine lych-
gate of unusual design with
wonderful carving on its oak beams.
It was built many years ago in memory
of a Rector of Aston who served the
parish for nearly 50 years. The
curious feature about it is that the
stones with which it is roofed are
said to have been brought here from
the sea, the nearest point being about
100 miles away. One wonders if the
Rector had any associations with the
sea, or perhaps a love for it.
FraANK RODGERS (DERBY).
* * *
Tourists’ Church

HIS very English-looking
I church is to be found opposite
<% the railway station in Chamonix-
Mont-Blanc, France. It has served
many generations of English tourists
in that mountain resort, chaplains
being provided by the Colonial and
Continental Church Society. As few
English folk now stay in Chamonix-
Mont-Blanc, the church has been ient
to the Reformed Church of France and
Belgium, whose services resemble
those of the Scottish Kirk. The
graves are those of English peopie
who died in the Alps.—E. J. Wise-
MAN, F.Z.S. (BARNET).
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* *

Weekday Pages
for Women

CONDUCTED BY MARION HURST

* —%
Monday—Washing

To remove grease stains on fabric. 1
spilled quite 4 lot of grease on my grey
skirt, and used the following methoed to
remove it. 1 sprinkled a good coating
of taicum powder over each stain, left it
on for about ten minutesand then covered
it with brown paper. I then pressed it
with & nor-too-hot iron, brushed off
surplus powder and the result was that
all the stains had sone.  This method also
removes grease stains from wallpaper—
Mgs. F. HARRISON (BELFAST).

Tuesday—Sewing

I am sending a sewing hint which I
find most effective. Turn a large scrap
book into a handy file for used patterns.
Paste two pages together at the edges,
leaving the top end open. Slip the
patterns between the pages and paste a
picture of the pattern on the front page.
You will then be able to locate the patrern
you want at a glance.—MRs. J. COCOPER
(WHITELEY, Nr. W ARRINGTON}.

Wednesday—Nursing

Drawsn Sheets: Fold sheet lengthwise
into three, put just below pillows over
ordinary sheet across, folding a short end
one side under the mattress and long
one the other side. Everybody gets
rucked sheets, not to mention crumbs,
so pull short end, folding firmly under
again.

A Donkey: This is either a pillow or
bolster wrapped into a sheet. Twist
ends tightly, pat ¢ither under patient’s
knee or against the feet; twisted ends
under the mattress. This prevents the
patient slipping down.—MgSs, B. W.
THoMmPsON (IDESFORD).

When one member of the houschold
starts a coid, put a small washed-out tin,
such as an empty cvaporated milk tin,
on the kitchen hob or some other light
heat. Put a little water in the tin and
add a tablespoonful of ceal tar or pine
essence purchased from any chemust for
a few pence. The fumes will permeate
the house and will both help to get nd
of the cold quickly, and also prevent
other members of the household catching
it.—Mags. E. M. WaARD (FERNDOWN).
Thursday—Cooking

A delicious but simple dish can be
made from the [olloswing. tew  some
rhubarb. When it is cooked add some
sugar and mix in a raspberry jelly.
When cold the rhubarb will be well sct
in the jelly and is not too acid to cat, as
rhubarb usuvally is on its own. Also not
so much sugar is required.—Miss L. M.
HarringTON (REDHILL ).

Christmas Cake: 10 oz, self raising
flour; S oz. butter; 6 oz. currants: 6 oz.
ground almonds; 8 oz. sugar; 6 oz.
raisins, 4 o0z cherries; candied peel
and mixed spice to vour own fancy;
4 eges.

Mix the butter and sugar to a cream.
Add half the eggs, beat up to a creamy
mixture, then add all the dry ingredients
and the remaining cggs. Avoid the use
of milk if possible. If made well in
advance of Christmas, this cake will keep
quitc well.  To add extra fruiriness, store
an apple in the tin in which the cake is
kept before icing.

Bake Reg. 3 for } hours according to
the size of tin you use.

Friday—Household

If vou have a silver teapot thar has got
furred-up, put a dessertspoonful of
bicarbonate of soda inside and fili with
boiling water. Allow to stand overnight
and it will be quite clear by morning.—

Mgs. ]. CHARLTON ({STOCKSFIELD ON
TvyNE).
Saturday—Children

A large plasuc cloth with a circular
head-hole cut in the centre is one of the
quickest made ‘pinnies’ I have cver seen.
Tucked well down, it covers every inch
of baby—even nis toes—and is very useful
at mealtimes—Miss V. F. PLANT
(BLAKENEY, GLOS.).
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MAKE YOUR OWN SWEETS FOR
CHILDREN’S PARTIES. Goconut Ice.
1 Ib loaf sugar ; 2 tablespoonsful condensed
milk; vanilla essence; 1 cupful of water;
6 oz. desiccated coconut; cochineal.

Dissolve the sugar in the water over
a low hear until completely liquid.
Then boil for 10 minutes; add the coco-
nut and a few drops of vanilla essence,
and boil for another 10 minutes, stirring
all the ime. When the mixture thickens,
draw away from the heat, stir in the
condensed milk, mix well and pour half
the quantity into a buttered tin and
leave to set. Keep the second half hot
by standing the pan- in a bowl of hot
water. Add a few drops of cochineal
and mix well. Pour the coloured mix-
ture on top of the white, which has ceoled

in the tin. When set, turn out and cut
into bars,
Helpful Hints

To clean shabby varnish—use the
following liquid. Dissolve two table-
spoonsful of borax in boiling water. Add
three pints of cold water. Rub over

the woodwork with a cloth wrung out in
this and, when dry, polish with linseed
oil.

Photo: Eric L. King

For Beauty’s Sake

To the true all love is true,
And love’s reward 1s such
It’s beautiful to view

And wonderful to touch.

True love’s a sacrament,
As pure as star is pure;
Love is our beauty lent
To make our glory sure.

Be true for beauty’s sake;
Be clean, be lovely, whole.
Oh will you not awake,

O Heart, O Hand, O Soul!

WALTER NUGENT SINKINSON

* * *

Instead of folding trotley and afternoon
tea cloths—roll them. This avoids all
fold marks.

* * *

Place a lump of sugar in vour biscuit
tin. This will keep both plain and sweet
biscuits crisp and fresh.

Snowdon from Capel Curig



ol ERE. Drink this up, dearie;
Hit’ll do you good.> The

white-capped nurse took the
old man’s head tenderly into the
warm nest of her arm, as she held the
feeding cup to his lips.

He pushed the cup aside feebly.
“Is Steve here yet ?°” he asked.

“Be here soon, grandad. Just drink
this up and we’ll soon have you ready.
It isn’t every day we’ve someone
a hundred years old.”

“A hundred!’ he laughed. “You
think it’s a wonderful thing to be a
hundred. But I tell you I’m going
to live till ’m a hundred an’ two; a
gipsy told me.”

She brushed his white hair, a
mat of shining silk. She arranged
his sweeping moustaches, stained a
little from the pipe he would still
smoke. They called him William
Smith, but that had not always been
his name. Once, when he played
as a boy on the bleak shores of Heligo-
land, he had spelled his name
Schmidt.  Still, that had not made
him a less loyal sailor in Her Majesty’s
Navy, as would-be traducers had
sometimes found to their cost. At
last, in the twilight of his days, he
had come to the Old Men’s Home.
He was much loved. Almost they
treated him as if he were their baby,
rather than the oldest resident.

“Light my pipe please, nurse.”
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They didn’t let him light it himself
now for fear of fire. As she complied
and put a match to a pipe which
surely would have killed a less-sea-
soned smoker, it seemed almost as
if his face lit up from within; he
looked like a picture of some patriarch
of old. Yet William had a grievance.
Though he was never heard to com-
plain of anything else, it irked him
that they wouldn’t let him light his
own pipe.

“Why can’t I light it? I’m not a
baby,” he would say. “An’ anyway,
no woman knows properly how to
light a man’s pipe.”

He puffed for a few moments in
silence as she helped him into his
clothes. ““When’s Stevie coming ?”’
he asked again. “He must come
today ’cause it’s his party as well as
mine. It’s not everybody’s got a
great-great-grandson.’’

“Come, put your coar on, dear,”
she replied soothingly, “ and we’ll go
right along and see if he’s come.”

The great dining-room was packed
with guests. You’d have thought it
was Christmas to look at it. There
were festoons and coloured streamers
everywhere; balloons and silver stars,
and a frieze, specially painted by one
of the residents, which depicted
sylvan scenes and Santa Claus with
his reindeers, with simply no regard
for place or season. The thing, it



seemed, was to get plenty of colour
into the birthday party. Everyone
of importance in the town seemed to
be there. All the Committee, with
their ladies, such splendid guests,
and the Mayor himself with a gold
chain that looked as if it had been
stolen from some ancient ship’s
anchor and covered with gold to serve
1ts turn.

But the old man’s eye scanned them
and then looked beyond them all,
seeking another face. “Where’s my
Steve 2’ he asked.

There was a scuffle and a scamper.
“Here T am, gran’.”” The little boy
climbed on the old man’s knee and
eagerly placed in the old veined hands
a smadll box. “I made something
for your birthday, gran’. Hope youw’ll
like it.””

“Now I wonder what it is?” He
was quite oblivious of the grand com-
pany. ‘There, in a small world of
their own, the very old and the very
young werc a COMIMUNILY of spirits
apart. It had often been so. Many
a day, when the sun shone, they had

Photo: Eric L. King

sat together on his favourite bench
beneath the three pines all in a row.
They would trudge together very
slowly across the lawn which swept
so widely, right down from the great

house to the trees. He would say
they were going aboard. For it
was the old sailor’s fancy that the
three pines were three masts, crowded
with sail, and he the master of the
ship as he sat on the ancient oaken
seat fashioned from a tree older than
himself. Many a day, as they sat
there, he would talk to the boy of
ships, and, with hands still cunning,
would fashion for his delight the
small paper boats which they then
dispatched with unimaginable car-
goes to magic islands that never were.
He opened the small box that Stephen
thrust into his hands, and took out
the little ship, fashioned from bright
red paper, with a tiny blue sail to
catch the wind that would blow it to
fairyland.

“T made it myself, all by myself,
gran’. Nobody helped me even a
teeny bit.”




“Eh, it’s a dandy, that one is,”
William chuckled, and gathered the
lad into his arms.

Then Matron asked him if he’d
have his presents, They gave him a
new chair, beautifully uphoistered in
warm colours; they gave him a new
pipe with a silver band right round it;
they gave him a pair of new slippers
in embroidered wool. But the old
man made little response. But when
they gave him a box of matches, the
old man’s tongue was loosened. For
him the gift symbolised freedom,
Now he could light his own pipe,

He put the child gently from his
knee and stood up to face them all.

“I'm thanking you,” he said, “for
all yer kindness. Some folk think
it's a grand thing to be a hundred
years old. But, long ago, when [
crossed a gipsy's palm with silver,
she told me fortune. She said to
me, “ You're going to live a long, long
time. Youll see Your great-great-
grandson come and play at your knee.
You’ll live to see your one hundred
and second year; and then, like all
good sailors, youll come at the end
to the Broad Sea’.”

So they all laughed and clapped,
They lighted the candles on the birth-
day cake, specially made in the Home
kitchen. And, because one hundred
candles, even small ones, generate
a lot of heat, they all began to melr,
and it seemed as if the lovely cake
would be spoiled. But Sister, wise
in the ways of cakes and candles,
as well as in those of old men, had
put the candles on a silver board on
top of the cake, and she swiftly slid
away the board with its melting wax
and the cake was saved.,

They all enjoyed the cake. But
William said, “T want a special piece
for Steve to take home, Wrap it up
in one of them papers, will you "
And he put it into the child’s hands
and said, “There, son, that’s for your
supper when you get home.,”

And when ar last it was time to
80, and Stephen climbed once more
upon his knees, old William’s face
lit up with a joy beautiful 10 see,

“Say, Our Father,” said the child,
taking the lined hands between his
small palms.

“Our Father,” repeated William
obediently. And so they went
through it all.

“Kiss me, gran’.” And the white
moustache swept the fresh young lips,

“Night, night. God bless. He
waved farewell and was gone.

The old man was sometimes nor
toa sure whether there was or Was not
a heaven, but he was quite certain,
if there was, it would be where little
Steve was.

But a day arrived when the child
came no longer, They dare not rell
old William he could never come
again. They told him he had gone
to school.

“But can’t he come on Sunday 3

It became harder and harder to
answer him. And with the weariness
of waiting William Smith grew tired
and the light died from his eyes. He
developed a cough which shook his
slight frame. Even Sister was unable
to coax him to cat. He kept saying
that he wanted 1o £2et to the Broad
Sea and go aboard again.

It was Sunday, “Where’s Steve 3
he asked.

“He’ll come soon.”

“Yes, he’ll come soon,”” And the
weary old man sighed his bitter
disappointment

It was at tea time that they missed
him, and a search of the whole
building proved fruitless, Someone
said they had seen him walking on
the lawn,

At five o'clock, as the mist came
down, William Smith had S€L out on
his last voyage. It had seemed 1o
him that little Stephen stood calling
from the midst of a shallow shore
where the lawn had been.
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“Come on, gran’,” hewwvas crying.
“Come on to the sea, the Broad Sea.”

“Ay, ay, my lad,” responded the
old sailor.

He waded slowly through the
swirling mist as it lay thick across
the grass. He thought he was moving
through the shallows of some bygone
shore, Then it seemed as if a tny
hand clasped his own, and small
fingers guided him to where the three
tall pincs stood, just like the masts of
a ship in the gathering gloom. The
long sweep of the lawn lay complerely
covered, like a calm sea at utter peace.

Slowly the old man made his way.
He had just passed his hundred and
first birthday—he was in his one
hundred and second year. Hand in
hand with the child he went, until
he came to the old oaken bench be-
neath the pines. And the small
hands once again took the toil-worn
palms in his own, and the shining
eyes looked up again into eyes grown
so dim and weary.

“Say, Our Father,” said the voice.

“Qur Father,” quavered the old
man.

William Smith had come at last
to the Broad Sea.

CHRISTMAS CARDS
Specially selected for our Readers

Series 2. 54 cards for only 10/-.

Our special selection of 3 of 18
S.P.C.K. cards of simple, tasteful
design by the best of today’s artists.
Medium size for use also with gifts.

Series 130. 54 cards for only 10/-.
Twelve different winter landscape
scenes in full colour, with a Scriptrure
text and greetng verse inside.
Series 3. 30 cards for only 10/-.
An exceprional and charming selec-
tion of 2 of 15 S.P.C.K. cards giving a
wide variety of refined contemporary
designs.
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Crossing The Bar

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me;

And may there be no meaning at the
bar

When I put out to sea.

But such a tide as, moving, seems
asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the
boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark;

And may there be no sadness of
farewell

When I embark.
For, tho’ from out our bourne of
time and place,

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilor face to face

When I have crost the bar.
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON

(1809-1892}.

Series 241. 34 cards for only 10 -.
Eight different winter landscape

scenes in full colour, larger than Series

130, each with a Scripture text and

greeting inside.

Verse Cards.

Six excellently drawn Christmas
verses printed in red and black.

60 cards for only 5/-

Series 1. 54 cards for only 5 -
Six Nativity scenes in black and

white. Exceptional value.

All post free and with envelopes.

Postal orders, etc., made payable to
“Home Words”” and addressed to 11
Ludgate Square, London, E.C.4.



THE WAY OF AN EAGLE

(Continued fron: page 165)

Now, I knew that that bird trusted
me, or she would not have responded
to my call. Indeed, after a long life
of adventure amongst animals of all
kinds in Britain, I have never had
such a touching moment as when that
exile eagle gazed at me from the
heather waiting to hear her name.
She had always had kindness from
those who named her. So, not a
move—hungry as she was—until [
gave the password—“Eos”. And
then, “as an eagle spreadeth her
wings,” gladly and swiftly did she
hurtle towards me. No greater thrill
can I ever have in this life than when
I found myself able to stand until
nothing but her eager talons were
within my view. Then, and not till
then, I struck out and, grasping her
thighs, pulled her to the ground. I
was afraid this unceremonious action
might scare the bird, so I sat beside
her at once and handed her a piece
of meat. This she took in the talons
of her left foot as she drove the other
talons into my right hand, which
immediately began to spurt blood.
I realised that her action was not
hostile—my hand was the only thing
she could find to grip for leverage.
All the same, I lay there panting
with staccato grunts of pain as I
pulled at her talons with my free
hand—but this only made my big
pet tighten her grip. The talons
were like daggers in the back of my
hand, and for a week after I felt that
my hand had been through a mangle.

Had I dared to interfere with a
dog or cat that was eating, I’d have
paid for my temerity. But the kindly
“Eos” went on tearing at the meat
and then sat up and asked for more,
releasing her grip on me at once.
This time I was more circumspect
when I fed her and kept my hand
out of the way. She went into a
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huddle, like a dog with a bone, and

turned her back on me. When I
touched her teasingly on a shoulder
she turned and rose at me majestic-
ally, air-borne at three feet above the
ground and falling backwards still
grasping the meat—a truly fearsome
sight. But I said, “Get on with it
now,” and (Norwegian though she
was) she knew what I meant and
turned round to finish her meal,

I have been with “Eos’ several
times since, but she is now self-
supporting and apparently with others
of her kind, which is where her
owner meant her to be.

Thomas Hardy has a beautiful
poem about a scraggy thrush which
he saw on the last day of the nine-
teenth century. In this, the pro-
fessed atheist wonders sadly what any
creature could find to sing about in
such a world as ours—

“That I could think there trembled
through
His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he
knew
And I was unaware.”

And, as the song of the thrush touched
chords of hope in the heart of Thomas
Hardy, surely the confident flight of
that majestic eagle to the arms of the
unknown friend who had uttered her
name—that hungrv exile’s name—
surely there must arise in the Chris-
tian’s heart an equal response to Him
Who has said to His children, “They
that wait upon the Lord shall renew
their strength: they shall mount up
with wings as eagles: they shall run
and not be weary and they shall
walk and not faint.” Or, as the
Scottish paraphrase puts it so beauti-
fully,

On eagles’ wings they mount, they
soar,
Their wings are faith and love;
Till past the cloudy regions here
They rise to Heaven above.,



Tough rubber and tougher metal
combined, make these the hardest
wearing heels you’ve ever known.

When “Combinettes” go on
—heels go on, and on, and on.

EVERY HAIR GIVES TREBLE WEAR !

SIZES FOR MEN LADIES AND CHILDREN

FUSSELL’S RUBBER CO. LTD.,, WESTON-SUPER-MARE. SOMERSET

I’'M WISHING

- JERUSALEM BLIND
GIRLS

Funds Urgently needed
to complete building and
equipment of new Helen
Keller Homein Jerusalem.
| Every gift acknowledged.
| Braille alphabet and
| literature sent on request.

Chairman of Mission :
Anglican Archbishop in

Jerusalem.
_ that this Christmas, you and your family
Piease send a gift to the will remember the boys and girls at Dr.
Treasurer >
Barnardo’s and perhaps send us a
Blind Girls’ Fund present to help make their Christmas
BIBLE LANDS MISSIONS’ morning as happy as vour own !
S AVANERTG ] Please send Cheques and Postal Orders to:—
AID SOCIETY (foumied 1854)
172 Buckingham Palace Road, DR BARNARDO s HOM Es
London, S.W.1. 140 BARNARDO HOUS

STEPNEY CAUSEWAY, LO\DO\ E.1
175 1530 I




" Dozing instead

of darning?

SLEEP SOUNDLY at night and you won’t feel the
need for forty winks in the afternoon. But if
you've lost the habit of getting a good night’s
sleep—try a change of routine. Tonight,
make yourself a nightcap of Allenburys
Dict. It's a soothing drink of rich milk,
wheat flour and milk sugar—easy to
prepare and very easy to digest (an im-
portant point late at night). Your sleep
will be deep and sound. And you'll wake
up tefreshed — ready in a wideawake

/

way for a long working day.

From Chemists, in tins ai 6/3d.

Aonteesys Dz

THE GOOD GOOD-NIGHT DRINK

Made by Allen & Hanburys Ltd., London, 45,9

The Church at Work
for the Children

This Voluntary Society has nearly 4.500 children
now in its care depending on YOUR HELP
will

, help to provide

1 0 ™ Christmas farefor one child

Christmas Donations gratefully received
CHURCH OF ENGLAND

CHILDREN’S SOCIETY

(formerly WAIFS & STRAYS)
C_)_l_d Town Hall, Kennington, London,. S.E.lI

# Garden ot mentembrane

Consisting of a Natural Walling Enclosure and
Random Paving (enabling colourful Rock Plants
to be grown), complete with Scone Bird Bath,
all constructed in the Brown Yorkshire Stone.
Erected In any Churchyard, E£49. Without
Paving, £45. A larger size Picture printed in
FULL COLOURS o? this singularly beautiful
Memorial will be sent with iliustrated Booklets
and Specimen of the Stane. Post free on requesc.

(1) A Garden of Love and Remembrance

(2) Memorial Brasses, Bronze Plaques & Shields
(3) Carved Oak Church Furniture & Furnishings
(4) Stained Glass Memorial Windows

(5) Booklet of Inscriptions & Verses (36 pp.)

(Kindly state probable needs.)
& The Chureh Craft Studios &
G. MAILE & SON LTD. Founded 1785 at Eustan Road

7a, BAYHAM ST..LONDON, N.W.I.

Published by HoME WoRDS PRINTING & PUBLISHING Co., Ltp., 11, Ludgate Square, E.C.4.

and printed by HARRISON & SONS,
37, Chancery Lane. W.C.2.

L1p., London. Advert enquiries to CHANSITOR PUBLICATIONS
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that T should keep God’s holy will and commandments, and walk in the
same all the days of my life. In other words, our whole duty to God is :—
1. That I shoul aveid sin and turn by back on it in all irs varied forms,
unbelief and doubting God. pride, with all its selfish ambitions, envy, dis
content and malice ; unreality, and falsehood in thought, word or deed:
temptation of others ; the abuse of certain elements of our daily life ; and
the desires which develop inte sinful lusts.

The positive side of this being “ This is the victory that overcometh
the world, even our faith.” (I John 5, 4.).
2. That I should believe with all my being in God Himself and all that is
revealed by Him in His Word. Belief entails the conviction of the mind,
the confidence of the heart and the consent of the will. When one’s belief
is grounded in God’s Word, the Truth as declared in our Church’s Creeds
hecome a reality. We believe in God as Father of all Creation, in Jesus
Christ the unique Son of God Who saves man from his sin, and in the Holy
Spirit who indwells, empowers and guides all believers.
3, That I should keep God’s holy will and commandments.
Ten Commandments, the Sermon on the Mount. and the life of Christ,
which must be our guides in marters of conduct. Furthermore, as our Lord
promised, we have the Holy Spirit to guide us. Our conscious enables us
to choose between right and wrong, and the Holy Spirit not only strengthens
this conviction but. helps us to decide when we are faced with the choice of
two apparent good courses of action. In I Corinthians 13, St. Paul gives
us that wonderful picture of what Christian love demands, and, for Christ-
ians : “Love is the fulfilling of the Law.”

How do we ktnow what is God’'s Holy Will? We have in the Bible the

It must not be thought that keeping God’s Will and commandments is
an irksome duty. It is only as the Christian does this that he realizes true
happiness. There must be many who will say to themselves : “How can
T ever keep such promises >"™ The answer is that none of us can—in our
own strensth. But that is the secret. We are not striving alone. “1I can
do all things through Christ who strengtheneth me.”

ST. NICHOLAS COUNTY PRIMARY SCHOOL
Harvest Fectival,

The Infant Department held their Festival on Cctober 6th, when a fire
collection of Flowers, Fruit, Vezetables and Preseryss we-e on displav.
Mr. and Mrs. P. Rimmer attended the Service in the School Hall. A Sale
of the gifts yielded £10 0s. 101d. which was ziven to the World Refugze
Organisation. So far we have sent -a total of £16 to this Fund and twn
knitted blankets in addition. Miss D. Wright is the Organiser of this very
needy cause.

Additisnal Classcooms.

Tt was re-assuring to read in the local press that the Education Com-
mittee had made provision for two new classrooms—of the transportable
type—in the 1960/61 plans. The School Roll has swelled so rapidly that
unless these new rooms are available by Avpril 1960 there is a very real
possibility that children who are expecting to come to school after Easter
will be prevented from taking their places through lack of accommodation.
The School Managers are doing all in their vower to see that this situation
does not arise but their powers are somewhat limited.

Scheo! Closare.

The School will be closed on Thursday and Friday. November 19*h and
29th because all the Teaching Staff will be attending an Educational Con-
ference at Witney County Secondary School.

Advance Netice.

The Infant Department will be givinz 2 Concert at the end of this
Term. an afternoon performance on Thursday, December 19th and an even-
ing show on Friday, December 11th.
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BAPTISMS
“ Received into the fellowship of Christ’s Church ”

Stephen David, son of Kenneth and Mavis Jones.
Russell Vaughan, son of Kenneth and Audrey Edwards.
Julia Ann, daughter of Douglas and Daisy Franklin.
Andrew Wasyl, son of Wasyl and Joan Janko.

Leslie Charles, son of Wasyl and Joan Janko.

Paul Peter, son of Peter and Ann King.

Kathyrn Anne, daughter of Leslie and Peggy Lord.
John Francis, son of Harry and Jean Martin.

Nigel John, son of Keith and Hilary Mears.

Lesley Anne, daughter of Reuben and Kathleen Wilson.
Susan Karen, daughter of Hugh and Mary Dougan.
Jennifer Irene, daughter of John and Irene Harding.
Publicly admitted into Christ’s Church, after baptism in Hospital :
Graham Marcus, son of Marcus and Patricia Eeles.

FUNERAL
Ronald Ralph Piper, aged 40 years.

PARISH CALENDAR

ALL SAINTS DAY. 23rd Sunday after Trinity.

8.15 a.m. and Noon. Holy Communion.

11.0 a.m. Morning Prayer.

3.0 p.m. Children’s Service.

6.30 p.m. Evening Prayer.

2.30 p.m. Pram Service.

No Bible study this evening.

24th Sunday after Trinity.

8.15 a.m. and 7.30 p.m. Holy Communion.

11 am. REMEMBRANCE SERVICE. (The congregation are
asked to be in their seats early so that the Two Minutes Silence
may be observed at 11 a.m.).

6.30 p.m. Evening Prayer.

P.C.C. Meeting.

Men’s Group meets in Church Hall at 8 p.m.

8 p.m. Bible Study Group (Vicarage).

25th Sunday after Trinity.

8.15 am. Holy Communion.

11.0 a.m. Morning Prayer.

6.30 p.m. Evening Prayer.

7.30 pm. Young People meet after Evening Service.

Young Wives : Theatre and Supper Outing.

Sunday next before Advent. * Stir-up Sunday.” (This Sunday
will also be kept as Bellringers Sunday). "
8.15 am. Holy Communion (Corporate Communion for M.U.),
11.0 am. Morning Prayer.

6.30 p.m. Evening Prayer.

Preacher : Rev. H. Benson, Vicar of Elsfield.

M.U. Meeting. Miss Foote. British and Foreign Bible Society.
Mrs. Hiles. Personalities and Places.

Bible Study Group meets at Vicarage.

ADVENT SUNDAY. The Church’s New Year’s Day.

8.15 a.m. and Noon. Holy Communion.

11.0 am. Morning Prayer.

6.30 p.m. Evening Prayer.

St. Andrew’s Day.

Holy Communion (Time as announced in church).
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CHURCH & LOCAL CLUBS, SOCIETIES, ETC

CHURCH.
Bell Ringers. Sec.: Mr. A. Gammon, 50 Oxford Road.

Choir. Choirmaster : Mrs. E. M. Garner, “ Bamn Gates,” 31
Oxford Road.

Cubs. Leader : Mr. Morse.
Mothers’ Union. Sec. : Mrs. N. E. Green, 60 Oxford Road.

Parochial Church Council. Sec. © Mrs. M. Harlow, Fir Tree

House, Oxford Road.
Pathfinders. Leader : Miss M. Liles, The Flat, 15 Mill Lane.
Scouts. Leader : Mr. R. Jones, 118 Oxford Road.

Young Wives. Mrs. P. Clay, Above Mead, Barton Lane,
Headington.

LOCAL.
Allotment Assn. Sec.: Mr. R. Bowen, 129 Oxford Road.

Choral Society. Sec.: Mr. L. E. Hodgkins, 59 Copse Lane.
Cricket Club. Sec.: Mr. R. D. Skates, 31 Mill Lane.

Parish Council. Chairman : Mr. Rumbold, 8 Beechey’s Avenue.

Teacher-Parent Assoc. St Nicholas County Primary School.

Sec. : Mrs. M. Smith, 4 Windsor Crescent.

Teacher-Parent Assoc. Old Marston S/M School.
Sec. : Mr. L. Maund, 4 Ashlong Road.

Women’s Institute. Sec. : Mrs. Harley, 20 Oxford Road.

District Nurses. 6 Broughton’s Close, Marston.  Tel. 44417.

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths :—
22 Oxford Road. Thursdays, 4—4.30 p.m.



DIRECTORY

Bibles & Christian Literature.
Gospel Book Depot, 574 St. Clements St., Oxford. Tel. 47567

Butcher (High Class).
V. C. White (Marston) Ltd., 17 Salford Rd., Old Marston.
Tel. 43177
Chemist & Post Office.
B. G. Oliver (Oxford) Ltd., 11 Old Marson Rd., Marston.
Tel. 43824
Coal Merchant.
Dunlops, L.M. & S. Wharf, Oxford. Tel. 42421
Fish & Poultry.
G. R. Porter, 19 Salford Rd., Old Marston.
Funeral Directors.
"~ W. Reeves & Son, 10 Cambridge Terrace, St. Ebbe’s ; and
83 Botley Road, Oxford. Tel. 42529 & 42034
General Drapers & Outfitters, Dry Cleaning, Shoe Repairers.
S. G. McLening & Son, 4 Cherwell Drive, Marston. Tel. 61423
Grocery & Provisions, and Old Marston Post Office.
L. E. H. Hayle, Oxford Road, Old Marston. Tel. 49668

Hairdresser, Ladies & Gents.

S. T. Greenaway, 402 Marston Road, Marston. Tel. 48726
Hardware Stores & Paraffin Delivery Service.

L. C. Boiteux, 8 Cherwell Drive, Marston. Tel. 61668
Launderers & Dry Cleaners.

Advance Laundries (Oxford) Ltd., Leopold St., Oxford.

Tel. 41077

Laundry (Dry Cleaning, Dyeing, Mattresses, Carpets, &c.).

Bicester Modern Laundry, Bicester. Tel. Bicester 205
Newsagents & Stationery.

G. C. Green, 13 Salford Road, Old Marston. Tel. 48932
K. A. Baxter (late Hall), 7 Old Marston Rd., Marston.
Tel. 42123

Plumber, Sanitary Engineer & Decorator.

A. J. Walton, A.M.Inst.B.E., 1 Beechey Ave., Old Marston.
Tel. 47107

Taxi—Car Hire (Long & Short Journeys).
F. W. Passey, 107 Oxford Rd., Old Marston. Tel. 43981



