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Pirar:—Rev. T. P. CONYERS BARKER, B.A.
GT. SAMPFORD W. HEMPSTEAD VICARAGE,
SAFFRON WALLEN, KEsSEX.

@hnrih-marﬁgng:—MR. WALTER GRAY, axp Mr. ROBERT GOULDSTONE.
Sibpsmen :—Mr. CHAPMAN, Mr. CHARLES WRIGHT Mr. ALFRED WRIGHT anp

Mgr. SMITH.
@rganist: Mzr. ERNEST STOCK.
Perger:—Mg. ALFRED DRANE. Sexton ;—MR, ZACKERY COOTE.
SERVICES.
Horny COMMUNION. 8.15 a.m. and 10.30 a.m. (Choral) 1st Sunday in Month.
7 am. 9nd and 4th Sunday.
i 8.15 a.m. 3rd and 5th Sunday.
MorNING PrRAYER. 10  a.m. 1st, 3rd and 5tk Sunday.
11.30 a.m. : 2nd and 4th Sunday.
EvENSONG & SERMON. 7.30 p.m. 1st, 3rd and 5th Sunday.
6.1£ p.m. 2nd and 4th Sunday.
CHILDREN’S SERVICE. 3 p.m. 1st and 8rd Sunday.
SERVICE FOR MEN. 3 p.m. Alternate 5th Sundays.

Hory Baprism. 1st and 8rd Sunday at or after Children’s Service at 8 p.m. At other times
CHURCHINGS. By arrangement,. [by appointment.

The Vicar can be seen in Church for spiritual consultation on Saturdays after Evensong
at 7.30 p.m., or by appointment. He should be notified of sickness where visiting is required.
He is willing to administer Communion to the sick whenever desired.

W.'HART & SON (8AFFRON WALDEN) LTD.
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t}_Je Sermon ; and here too our alms will be
given to the Hospital at Saffron Walden. Ag
we have «fr, ely received ”’ let ug generously
give. .

“A working Christian is a man with a
hoe, but he has a part in the Harvest whose
reapers are the Angels.”

* * * *

The Sixth Report of the Missionary
Council is a book to watch for. It will be
published in October, Each of the other Five
Reports was devoted to one subject—Africa,
India, The Fay East, The Moslem World, Our
Own People Overseas. This Report to many
subjects : the Jewish World, the Dispersions of
Oriental Races, the South Sea 1slands, Soush
America, and the West Indies. Such a Report
should put a keen edge to the interest of
Missionary Prayers and other efforts,

* * * *

An mteresting extract from the Liverpool,
Diocesan Leaflet, by the Bishop of Liverpool, is
reproduced below, :

I deal briefly this month with a variety of
topies. First must come our new Archbishops.
Those who have had most to do with the
adminstration of (he Church in recent years,
have long been aware that there wag only one
man in England on whem the burden of
Lambeth eoulq confidently be laid, namely, Dr.
Lang.  His appointment, has received and
deserves approval from all quariers in the
Churel. I do pot know anyone who is more
careful in understanding and more generous in
meeting those from whow Le differs,

I, for one am deeply thankful that

Dr. Temple ig to join him in the leadership of

the Church, not only because hig many gifts
are so brilliant in themselves, but alsy because
they combine so happily with the powers and
the bersonality of the Primate. What the two
Archbishops share in breadth of mind ang
sympathy, in peaceable wisdom, in steadiness
of purpose, makes us gure that we shall be
quietly and firmly led through what remains
of the Prayer Book crisis, and then into the
greater and graver questions which wait for the
Lambeth Conference of 1930.

* * * *

Mrs. Paget, who with the Bishop of Chester
flew  from  Croydon o Brussels describes the
adventure as follows -

FLYING.

Well, T nevyer did—T can hardly believe it
and yet if was to-day that we flew. RFirst of
all nothing ~ that anybody ecommended o
warned, suggested op deprecated happened at

t

all. It was all absolutely and perfectly natural
with never a hesitation or g tremor. Therefore
the old platitude I should like to say I have
flown but I don’t want to fly " is beside the
point. You can’t boast when you've done it, it ig
all quite and absolutely natural, Ol ! yes we
can say we've flown, but you might just as well
say that you have walked or slept or eaten.
Then we had the absolutely perfect day, one in
a million—born, made, created specially for us.
And a private aeroplane, so I wags already
walking on air before I started, < We're up,”

said the lips of a bravelling companion, but

the wax tucked into one’s ears to deaden the
sound, prevented conversation. Just think of
that if ever a talkative travelling companion
joins you in the train and see how superior is
travel by air. We followed the course on g
pilot’s map and I wonder why every map isn’t
mude like them, pages almost like celluloid
turning over on rings. Then a German folker
came along-side. I'm glad we started with a
fokker, flying the Channel with him before we
turned inland over Dunkirk to Ypres.

Ypres. I suppose yesterday’s service at
the Menin Gate has said all that people can
possibly say. Yet it was wonderful to dip low
over the holy grouud and cireling round to see
it with them from above, Love, love, love was
just the absorbing force in one for Ypres ig
England, the whole long battle line -gathered
Into a single knot. And it is not fanciful to
say that we were seeing it from their angle,
they were showing it to us. Oh ! of course I
know there is no ¢ up’ and *down,’ except in
hymns—and children’s Lymns at that, but yet
the words are real ones and ‘up’ seems big
and ‘loving and forgiving, and ‘down ’ looked
0 peaceful and so healed. Apd the harvest
fields with their sheaves of corn seemed to pass
on almost naturally to the cemeteries with tlieir
white sheaves. Then ag if nature was at our
service we met a great bank of cloud and flow

- some 4,000 feet to look down upon it I

thouglit of all the Loliday makers plodding and
pegging ‘along up the Alps while we, in a
moment had sprung up to see one of the most

beautiful sights thas a mountaineer could look

upon. The clouds lay below us white and silver
in brilliant sunshine with shadows of blue and
purple, while here and there in the light and
lifting of the clouds lay the earth warm and
green and golden.

The coming down into Brussels was g
delicious sensation, and when we banked, T felt
like & child erying ¢ Do it again-—do it again ”
bul there ! the day was created for us, and the
journey planned by the kindest love and it isn’s
by any manner of leans an  ordinary
expetience. \ ;



