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A perusal of these pages will show our 
readers that we are endeavouring to work 
true to our slogan. We want them to join 
us in the enterprise by a SPECIAL GIFT. 
They can do it: 

(1) By prompt payment of their sub-
scription (if due) to this paper. 
One shilling and sixpence per an-
num. Send stamps or postal notes 
to Head Office, Diocesan Church 
House, George Street, Sydney. 

(2) By including a donation of ONE 
SHILLING or MORE as a little 
sacrifice on behalf of the work for 
which we stand. 

(3) By becoming a member of the 
Society. Subscription, 12/- per an-
num. TO ALL OUR MEMBERS 
WE WILL SEND " T H E REAL 
A U S T R A L I A N " FREE OF-
CHARGE. 
Join up now, and thus help to 

PUT THE CHURCH 
ON THE MAP. 

THE BUSH CHURCH AID SOCIETY 
FOR AUSTRALIA A N D TASMANIA. 

Headquarters Office: Diocesan Church 
House, George-street, Sydney, N.S.W. 

President: The Right Reverend John Douse 
Langley, D.D. 

Hon. Treasurer: T. Holt, Esq. 
Hon. Clerical Secretary: Rev. Canon W. 

L. Langley. 
Organising Secretary: Rev. S. J. Kirkby, 

B.A. 
Victorian Auxiliary: Hon. Secretary, Rev. 

A. P. Chase, B.A.; Hon. Treasurer, T. 
Woodward, Esq. 

South Australian Auxiliary: Hon. Secre-
tary: Rev. W. H. Irwin, M.A. 

PERSONAL. 

Baptism.—At St. Pau l ' s , Cobar, on April 
20th, Rev. S. J. Kirkby, B.A., offciating, 
John Basil Hawkins, son of Rev. and Mrs. 
B. R, Hawkins, was baptized and received 
into the fellowship of Chris t ' s Church. 

A Date to Remember : 

Annual Rally of me B.G.P. 
IN THE CHAPTER HOUSE 

ST. ANDREW'S CATHEDRAL, SYDNEY 

Tuesday, July 30, at 8 p.m. 
A Great Meeting 
A Great Story 
A Great Set of Pictures 

A L L P E O P L E A R E C O R D I A L L Y I N V I T E D 

The Organising Secretary will be absent 
in Victoria from May 25th unt i l July. All 
correspondence may be sent to the usual 
office address. 

The West Darling Mission has been 
privileged with, a visit from Mr. and Mrs. 
Geo. Hall, of Drummoyne, both well known 
in circles of Church-work in Sydney. Mr. 
and Mrs. Hall t ravelled through from 
Cobar and gained a great insight into the 
back-country. They visited the Hostel at 
Wilcannia and also joined us in the work 
at Whi te Cliffs. For their kindly, generous 
interest in the B.C.A. we are grateful. 

* 
We are sorry to lose Miss D. Geer, a 

local representat ive in the parish of Lith-
gow (N.S.W.). Our cause in Church, 
school and parish has always been strong 
at tha t centre, and we feel tha t much is 
due to her earnest, enthusiastic advocacy 
of B.C.A. 

ACROSS THE RIVERINA DIOCESE. 

Part II.—Wilcannia to Tibooburra. 

"Good-bye and best of l u c k " was the 
farewell chorus of my high-spirited young 
proteges at the Hostel as I sailed out of 
Wilcannia for the longest t r ip of my par-
ish. Tibooburra is about 220 miles from 
Wilcannia, and by the time I reach the 

Hostel again I have covered over 500 
miles. 

As I was a " n e w c h u m " to both t rack 
and car, I decided to have company with 
me, if possible. I was for tunate in secur-
ing as t ravel l ing companion a policeman, 
who, with his wife, was tak ing his holiday 
in Tibooburra. We covered the first s ixty 
miles to White Cliffs in fine style without 
mishap, but about 15 miles beyond the 
opal diggings we ran into a boggy fiat and 
the wheels could get no grip on the soil. 

There had been a heavy rainfal l the day 
before, which had set the creek running— 
the first time for many long, drought-
stricken days—and we were bound to cross 
this creek. We searched in vain for a dry 
crossing, but finding none, decided to stick 
to the t rack—and stick we did, fast and 
firm in the bottom of an oozy, muddy-
creek. There was no t imber near except 
the posts of an old fence, which were very 
firmly fixed in the ground. By dint of 
hard work we got these logs of wood and 
wedged them under the wheels. Time 
after t ime we did this and managed to 
wriggle along a foot, only to sink deeper 
again into the mire. From two in the 
afternoon till la te at night we worked and 
struggled, but all in vain. Tired, weary, 
covered in mud and slime from head to 
foot, we lay down for a n igh t ' s rest on the 
driest mud we could find. 

I dreamt of the comfortable curacy I 
left in the old country, where the ways of 
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a curate are smooth and pleasant. But 
the hardness of my pillow and the stars 
overhead brought me back to reality—and 
the moon laughed down a scornful laugh, 
"Wel l , you volunteered for i t . " There 
was the car still in the bog, and the light 
was just creeping over the far-distant hor-
izon. 

We boiled the billy and set to work 
again. At half-past eleven that morning 
we managed to struggle free only to find 
another more formidable bog a little way 
ahead awaiting us at a gateway. For-
tunately, we found a way round it, through 
the fence! From this point onward we 
travelled through " K i d m a n " country, vis-
iting people on his stations, such as Yan-
cannia, Bootra, Salisbury, and Yantara. 
Our course, save for formidable sandhills, 
abrupt creeks, and a network of big holes 
three or four feet across, was compara-
tively smooth across this district. 

The journey from Milparinka to Tiboo-
burra (the last stage) was entered upon 
with some misgivings as heavy rain had 
fallen, and the Milparinka Creek had 
scarcely ceased to run. However, by Prov-
idence rather than skill, we reached Tiboo-
burra late Saturday night. On Sunday I 
felt that the hazardous journey was well 
worth while, for the services were well at-
tended and prepared for. 

On Monday night I showed our moving 
pictures to a large crowd, a really ap-
preciative audience, who not only gave 
generously, but insisted on applauding at 
the close the the entertainment. The major-
ity of the children and many of the adults 
had never seen moving pictures previously. 

On Tuesday I set out for the return jour-
ney alone, although warned by numerous 
people never to travel outback without a 
companion. I stopped at Milparinka to 
hold a service, and afterwards showed pic-
tures again. Milparinka is one of the 
"lost cities of the p la in , " of which I hope 
to say more in a later issue. Few people 
live there now, but they nearly all come 
to the services. 

With rain falling on Wednesday morn-
ing I made a dash for freedom lest the 
Milparinka Creek should start to run. No 
traveller leaves Milparinka when the creek 
is running. In the land of the "never-
neve r " you simply wait a while till the 
water dries up. I reached Cobham Lake 
by noon, and later passed the mail held 
up by magneto trouble; I then struck 
across country towards the Gap in the 
Koonenberry Mountains. This was the 
most uncertain stretch of my return jour-
ney, as the track was washed out by re-
cent rains, and few people ever pass that 
way. All that afternoon I struggled to-
wards the Gap over very rough country, 
and finally found myself on a foothill look-
ing down at some perilous winding gorges 
between the two ranges. How I got through 
those gorges, God our Father knows. I 
breathed freely when I ran out the other 
side with the \' 'bus ' ' still undamaged. 
But just as I thought all my troubles were 
over I ran into a dry, sandy creek, where 
the wheels failed to grip, and there I spent 
six hcours cutting down trees and carting 
great stones and placing them under the 
wheels. At half-past eleven that night I 
got free again, lit a tire to keep warm, 
then slept soundly. Up with the dawn, I 
made for Morden Station, six miles dis-
tant . The rest of the journey was unevent-
ful, through Kaymunera and Nunther-

ungie to White Cliffs, where I again held 
services and gave a picture show. On the 
following day I sighted Wilcannia once 
more, the Ford engine singing away as 
merrily as it did when I set out a week 
previously. 

[Somebody informed me on my return 
that a pair of chains for the wheels would 
probably have saved me from being bogged 
in the creek, and that they are a necessity 
for back-country travel. Would some sup-
porter of our work out-back kindly offer to 
send me the chains forthwith?] 

L. DANIELS. 

POSTS AND RAILS. 

We are grateful to His Grace the Arch-
bishop of Sydney for kindly reference to 
our work. In the April issue of the Dio-
cesan Magazine he writes an encouraging 
word about Eev. Neville Haviland's min-
istry. The Church of England Messenger 
(Melbourne Diocese), also recently touched 
upon the same worker, and referred to the 
Far West Mission as being the biggest par-
ish in Australia. 

Have you a " B a r k Hut" Collecting 
Box? Other Beal Australian readers are 
asking for them and are using them. The 
small self-denials which they contain make 
up a big aggregate in giving for the year. 
Already we have found the advantage of 
them. Do take a box. They advertise 
B.C.A. work—they help B.C.A. work. Send 
to our office and we shall post one to your 
address. 

Eeaders should not fail to turn to the 
article in this issue by Eev. L. Daniels, 
B.A., of the West Darling Mission, entitled 
"Across the Eiverina Diocese." I t gives 
some idea of what B.CA. work is, and the 
men who are doing it. Perhaps some men 
readers will heed his bracketed footnote. 
Those tyre-chains are sorely needed. Just 
write to our office and tell us you will give 
them. 

Don't forget to send in your subscrip-
tion to this paper. If a form is enclosed 
you will know that it is due. ONE SHIL-
LING AND SIXPENCE is the sum re-
quired. 

For some anonymous gifts we must 
make acknowledgment. Our thanks and 
appreciation to " J . A . B . , , ? "Hurls tone 
Park , ' ' also to a Petersham giver, who for-
warded a postal note for 10/- and a post-
age stamp, with a direction that The Beal 
Australian be sent. Since no name or ad-
dress was enclosed we are at loss to comply 
with the request. 

The members of St. John's League of 
Honour, Parramatta, have again showed 
splendid interest in the B.C.A. Through 
the Eector, Eev. S. M. Johnstone, B.A., 
thev forwarded to our office the sum of 
£20 part proceeds of their Annual Sale. 
We are grateful. 

Two Sunday Schools might be mention-
ed as coming on to our list of helpers: St. 
Silas', Waterloo, and St. Alban's Kinder-
garten, Ultimo. They set an example of 
real sacrificial giving. 

* * # 

A much appreciated remembrance of our 
work was left with us a short time ago. 

The assistant minister of one of Sydney's 
parishes donated fees for occasional ser-
vices rendered by him while in temporary 
charge of that parish 

* * 
At St. Stephen's, Lidcombe, a friend 

doubled the offertory which the Eector and 
Wardens had kindly donated to the So-
ciety. 

* * 
We should like to have more drawing-

room meetings. The Organising Secretary 
is prepared to address such and make them 
useful in promoting B.C.A. work. Eecent-
ly a drawing-room meeting held at Mrs. 
King's residence, 'Kooyong, ' Bowral, and 
presided over by the Eector was most suc-
cessful. Kindly write to our office. 

A note has just come to hand from Mr. 
Haviland's district intimating that a Sale 
of Work, in aid of the Mission, is to be 
held in August next. I t occurs to us that 
some of our readers would like to help by 
sending some suitable article, and thus en-
courage the folk in that far-distant area. 
Adelaide and Melbourne friends can par-
ticularly help; so can our readers in New 
South Wales. Send some little article for 
a work or fancy or toy stall. I t will be 
gratefully received. Address: Eev. N. 
Haviland, Church of England, Ceduna, 
West Coast, South Australia. Put your 
own name in so that he may know who the 
kind helpers are. 

A NEW RESPONSIBILITY. 

BALBANALD. 

In last issue we intimated that the Eev. 
S. W. Bazalgette was coming to us for 
work in the back country. We welcomed 
him and Mrs. Bazalgette and two children 
on the day before Good Friday. Mr. Baz-
algette is now at Balranald, on the Mur-
rumbidgee Eiver, Diocese of Eiverina. 

His parish is no sinecure. The township 
is 120 miles from Hay—the rail terminus. 
For twelve months the Church has been 
without ministrations. All the loose ends 
of work have to be picked up and the 
whole organisation strengthened. I t is a 
big task, but the B.C.A. is in with him as 
he faces it. He is keen about spiritual 
methods in the work, especially in respect 
of raising Church funds. I t means much, 
but in the end it is best. 

His district, as is to be expected in sheen^ 
country, is of great extent; places of ser-s 

vice range from 10 up to 150 miles distant. 
Already he has taken opX)ortunity of reach-
ing some of the centres. Euston is 52 miles 
from Balranald, and travelling with the. 
Stock Inspector, he was able to visit it 
and re-open services. A few people came 
in the morning, but he was greatly encour-
aged to meet 48 in the night. To the Sun-
day School 24 children came. At the ser-
vices were a group of surveyors (seven in | 
number) who were working in the neigh-
bourhood on the proposed railway line. 
They all proved keen, about the Church, 
and after the morning service formed 
themselves into an impromptu choir and 
selected the hymns for evening worship. 
Their one regret was that services could 
not be more frequent, a regret shared by 
Mr. Bazalgette, and the cause of which we 
disclose below. 

Another cross-country outpost which he 
must visit is that of Moulamein, some 60 



miles distant. Not unt i l the end of May 
can he reach i t . Others will be touched in 
due course as the work developes and as a 
conveyance is secured. And the mention 
of this la t te r brings us face to face with 
reality. 

At present Mr. Bazalget te has no means 
of travel. He has a tremendous work to 
do in a country yet to be organised. The 
people are under taking responsibility for 
his support, and Balranald has been in the 
drought area. The vicarage is in sad dis-
repair, and must be reconditioned soon to 
be made habitable . The parish is pre-
pared to do this, and to raise the money b y 
healthy, legit imate methods only. 

In the meantime the whole district asks 
for a t tent ion. The ministry of God's 
Word and the Sacraments must be renewed 
in places where i t is apt to be forgotten. 
Selections and stat ions must be visited, 
families reached and children taught-
" H o w shall they hear wi thout a preacher? 
And how shall they preach unless they be 
s e n t ? " were two compelling questions of 
old t ime. I t is for people who enjoy happy 
and frequent ministrat ions to share in the 
privilege of sending the " p r e a c h e r " to 
them who otherwise would hear not. And 
the best way to send him would be to 
equip him, say. with a motor cycle. The 
B.C.A. wants to do that , and rests con-
fidently on the generosity of i ts friends as 
it stresses this urgent need. The Society 
has pledged itself to a grant of £50 per 
annum for the support of Mr. Bazalget te 
and family. Will some donor or donors join 
in providing the cycle? " T h e K i n g ' s busi-
ness requireth h a s t e . ' ' 

We are glad to be able to append the 
Bishop's commendation of this matter , 
dated April 23, 1 9 2 3 : — " I quite endorse all 
that Mr. Bazalget te has said. We are help-
ing all we can, but the conditions are de-
plorable just now, and should rain not 
come the losses of stock must be great 1 
hope tha t Mr. Bazalge t te ' s appeal will be 
successful; he can never do his work with-
out a m o t o r . " 

WITNESS AND WORSHIP I N THE 
FAR WEST. 

— 
When a cross-country coach has 170 

miles to negotiate and s tar ts out on a Fr i -
day night loaded up with assorted mer-
chandise and 13 bags of through mails, 
and carrying 13 passengers (one of them a 
parson), even the non-superstitious may 
expect something to happen. And true to 
the rule of 13 something did happen. In 
fact it appeared to happen pre t ty well 
along the whole 170 miles—gear troubles, 
tyre troubles, ba t te ry troubles—so much 
so tha t instead of reaching Wilcannia on 
Saturday a t 9 a.m., i t was not unt i l Sun-
day morning a t 5.30 tha t the coach lurched 
into the l i t t le sleeping township and we 
disembarked dust-covered and weary. In 
old days coaching was supposed to be in-
vested with romance, but when you t ravel 
for a hundred miles or so on top of a load 
of mails, sharing the embrace of a sewing 
machine, romance completely disappears 
and grim real i ty takes i ts place. However, 
it was good to reach Wilcannia, subse-
quently to meet the many friends of the 
B.C.A. there, and to commence tha t journey 
of witness which only ended three weeks 
later on one 's re turn to the Cobar rai lway 
station. 

THE REAL AUSTRALIAN. T 
To all Meal Australian readers Wilcannia, 

even though i t has only 600 inhabi tan ts , 
looms up large and important . To those who 
ever chance to visit i t , St. J a m e s ' Church 
and the B.C.A. Hostel will be more import-
ant still. We would tha t all our friends 
could see the Hostel . Commenced under 
many difficulties, i t was carried on with the 
wise guidance of Rev. F . W. Harvey. Now 
Rev. L. Daniels, B.A., our West Darl ing 
missioner, is in charge, and the insti tu-
tion is a real success. I t s accommodation 
is all t aken up. The boys and girls, who 
have come from far-distant homes, have 
happy surroundings and are able to pur-
sue their education a t the local public 
school. Heal thy recreation is provided, 
not the least i tem being the maintenance 
of garden plots by each of the young 
people. Competition for the prizes offered 
is part icular ly keen. We like to mention 
the Hostel because we feel t ha t not only 
do the parents of the children owe a debt 
to Mr. Daniels, and to the Hostel ladies 
(Miss Toye and Miss Long) , but also does 
the Church a t large. Real work is being 
carried ou there for God and His Kingdom. 

3 

good old soul with a regular supply of lit-
erature . 

Readers of t ha t most interest ing volume, 
The Dreadnought of the Darling, by Capt. 
Bean, will remember a chapter ent i t led 
" T h e Hotel wi th i ts name on the m a p . " 
That par t icular ins t i tu t ion is on the road 
to Whi te Cliffs—the " V i c t o r i a . " The 
travel ler is left to wonder why it enjoys 
such distinction. I t is a typical back-
country " p u b , " buil t of iron with a low-
browed verandah in f ront ; around it are 
heaving mounds of sand which seem to 
keep the encroaching scrub a t i ts proper 
distance. Perhaps i t is the hospi ta l i ty of 
the place, for even teetotal s t rangers are 
given a warm welcome there. 

Miles beyond the ' ' V i c t o r i a ' ' is Whi te 
Cliffs, tha t sun-dried l i t t le township of 
about 140 people. The corrugated iron 
tenements still serve as houses for fam-
ilies, and the l' dug-ou t s ' ' are not without 
their dwellers also. This is one of the 
B.C.A. outposts, and on the outskir ts of the 
township is St. M a r y ' s Church of England, 
the furthermost P ro tes tan t Church in New 
South Wales. I n the evening a nice l i t t le 

Wilcannia Hostel. 

With the Hostel as our centre, we began 
our work of visi tat ion. Whi te Cliffs, 
nearly s ixty miles dis tant , was the first 
place to be reached. The Ford car given us 
last year proved a great boon. Oh, so dif-
ferent is i t now from the motor cycle days! 
We had plenty of room for two Sydney 
friends who joined us for the journey, also 
for lantern gear and other paraphernal ia of 
a back country ministry. The White Cliffs 
t r ack quickly showed what drought meant . 
While people along the coast have been en-
joying or complaining about the heavy 
rainfall of the past few weeks, out West 
very li t t le (if anything) had fallen for 
months and months. One stock tank, a 
huge excavation along the road, was com-
pletely dry, and the ca re taker ' s hut aban-
doned. We peered through the windows to 
see if anyone might be about; what we did 
see was the rain-gauge stowed away in the 
ki tchen as though such was no longer re-
quired in those par ts . At another t ank the 
story to tell was not so grim. There was a 
little water in the *' receiving t a n k , ' ' much 
to the satisfaction of the caretaker , a griz-
zled, hoary-headed Ir ishman of real Celtic 
geniality. Let i t be said parenthet ical ly 
t ha t B.C.A. men constant ly remember this 

congregation gathered, and i t was a joy to 
meet them and to give them the message of 
St. John 3.16. After the service we ven-
tured on an exposition of lantern pictures 
of the New Testament. This was held in 
an old store, loaned to us by the hotel-
keeper and adjoining his bar. I n the after-
noon we had cleared away some of the lum-
ber, arranged the screen and seats, and 
thus had everything in readiness for the 
audience which was awai t ing a t the front 
door. In the darkness, and by the noise, 
we concluded tha t the whole walking, tod-
dling, and gurgling population of the 
' * Cliffs ' ' was present. Jus t as we were 
about to admit them a vigorous hissing 
sound from the gas generator warned us 
tha t the wdiole show, store and operator 
as well, were likely to make a hurr ied de-
par ture and ascent to " k i n g d o m c o m e . " 
There was no t ime to be wasted—some-
thing had to be done. How we blessed the 
inventors of oiled silk, also the makers of 
" I n d a s i a " soap. The two made a grea t 
combination, and most successfully stopped 
the big leak we discovered. The pictures 
were never bet ter , the crowd never more 
pleased, and, must we say it, the perfume 
of the soap quite killed the odour of acety-
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lene gas. We shall not forget that lantern 
service, the reverent attention to the pic-
tures and their story, and the presence of 
a visiting Roman Catholic priest. 

After some visitation around White 
Cliffs we made our way back to Wilcannia. 
The next journey was down the River Dar-
ling to Menindie, 100 miles distant. What 
a mighty boon that river is, even though 
she is running but a bare trickle. The 
deep pools here and there hold water, and 
as such are a source of life and refresh-
ment to all that come near. The birds 
know it—emus, galahs, beautiful black and 
white cockatoos; the kangaroos know it— 
they all could be seen in numbers along the 
river. At the stations on the track kind-
ly hospitality and cordial welcome to the 
ministry were always shown. That truly 
Christian grace does not die out in the Far 
West. 

that next morning we tramped down the 
river to his camp in order to minister the 
Sacrament. I t was a typical blackfellows' 
camp—gum leaves and bagging; the fam-
ily was all "dressed u p " for the occasion. 
Certainly we had none of the familiar ac-
companiments of such a service. A big 
tree shaded off the morning sunlight from 
us as we sought to teach afresh what bap-
tism meant; and though we might have 
been pleased to hear more orthodox an-
swers to our cateehisings, yet who were we 
to hinder the water to the little child to be 
baptized % He was black, but he was 
bonny, and of one thing we all were quite 
sure: that the Saviour Who once took 
little children up into His arms, loved him. 
Therefore, into the fellowship of Christ 's 
Church we admitted him. 

Menindie, although still swallowed up in 
sand, is a centre with possibilities. At 

' ' Black, but comely.' ' 
Baptism of aboriginal baby, near Menindie, by the Organising Secretary. 

In due time Menindie was reached, but 
the few hours preceding our arrival in that 
little township deserve a special chapter. 
Never before has the writer spent so much 
time on his knees, not in devotion, it must 
be confessed, but rather in honest effort to 
shovel away the sand that so often ten-
ded to hold up the car. But Menindie is 
worth all the effort. I t was Saturday, so 
we ventured to sanctify the evening with 
our Gospel pictures. News spread like wild-
fire that we had also brought a moving pic-
ture machine with us. This latter was 
quite true (a home cinema* we have), so 
to the crowd assembled we showed them 
films dealing with the Bethlehem story, 
also the slides. I t was a great opportunity 
for witness, and we thanked God for it-
Next day we had three happy services with 
Holy Communion in the morning. Menin-
die people are enthusiastic about their 
Church and Sunday School, and it is grati-
fying to meet with such keen workers. 

Late on the Sunday night we were ap-
proached with a strange request. An abor-
iginal came asking for the baptism of his 
little child. We talked with him and 
found that he had been for some time on a 
mission station and knew something of 
God's Love and Grace. The result was 

present the Society is facing out a prop-
osition concerning a nurse for the district. 
If the scheme can be worked it will be of 
great advantage to the people of the dis-
trict, also to the Church. 

The rest of the story concerning the 
West Darling work must be left until a fu-
ture issue. 

As we passed on to the Cobar-Darling 
Mission, circumstances changed consider-
ably. With admiring wonder, we still think 
of Rev. Reginald Hawkins ' adeptness in 
packing the Organising Secretary, lantern 
gear, gas generator, personal effects for 
two, cycle spares, water-bag, and some eat-
ables into the small and awkward compass 
of a side-car. Yet he did it. Just how the 
Secretary extricated himself from the im-
pedimenta each time he had to open a gate 
is a matter of further wonder. 

Anyhow, our ministrations provided us 
with great interest. Hotelkeepers were 
most kind, and " b a r par lours" became 
places of prayer when services were held 
and the sacred pictures shown. To one 
hotel service a whole family came. They 
travelled 15 miles by night over a sandy 
track on a motor cycle outfit, and there 
were live of them in number. When it was 
over they resolutely went back, doing 

some 15 miles again. We count an in-
stance like that a high appreciation of the 
Means of Grace. I t makes us feel that 
work is well worth while. 

The tragedy of this vast area is that of 
present waterlessness. Here and there a 
tank may hold something, in others there 
is nothing at all. Yet the spirit of the 
people is not depressed. There have been 
dry seasons before, and they have won 
through. Perhaps in some individual selec-
tion there is a touch of pathos. Life for 
the worker and the children is not as rich 
and full as it ought to be. We tried to I 
help. The ministry of grace is God— 
appointed for this purpose. Literature for 
adults and little ones can do much. People 
do read, even if the volume of absorbing 
interest happens to be Anthony Hordern's 
illustrated catalogue, generailly called 
" T h e Women's B i b l e " out West. 

In Mr. Hawkins ' area there are dead 
mining townships, once the scenes of life 
and activity. Illewong and Elouera are 
typical instances, each carrying a popu-
lation of anything from 500 to 1,000 
miners besides their families. Now in both 
townships one family only remains. Shops, 
stores, little homes of every variety of 
architecture and style may be seen, all 
rapidly falling into decay. The streets are 
silent. There is no one to move about. 
Whether these " d r y b o n e s " shall ever live 
again is hard to say. The mining market 
is capricious, and war 's ill effects are still 
felt. For the present if any Heal Austra-
lian reader would like to become a landed 
proprietor and own a nice township block, 
we can tell him how it may come to pass 
at no greater expense than that of paying 
the transfer fees. 

But these fugitive notes of travel and 
witness must come to an end. The good 
work out in the Par West goes on without 
ceasing. I t is most encouraging in its 
nature, even if it is not without its dis-
appointments. God does honour His Word, 
and His Holy Spirit is at work. For all 
the open doors the B.C.A. is thankful. I t 
only claims the support of its friends that 
it may go in and do with zeal and effec-
tiveness that big work which the Father 
has given it to do, namely, to glorify His 
Son, Christ Jesus, in the far country of the 
West. -S.J.K. 

OUR WORK IN REMOTE SOUTH 
AUSTRALIA. 

News from these far-distant areas has 
been scarce since work has been pressing. 
Even the importunities of the Editor of 
The Beal Australian have to go unregarded 
sometimes. Readers may find it interest-
ing to sit in a comfortable chair and per-
use an account of travel and ministry, but 
the writer of such an article knows how 
difficult it is to snatch time and opportun-
ity when pressed hard with a thousand 
duties and tired out with the toil of a 
long journey. 

The Far West country in South Australia 
has also been smitten with drought. In 
some areas water for drinking purposes 
had given out, and supplies had to be sent 
up from Port Lincoln. Stock also suf-
fered seriously, and not a few people had 
to leave their holdings and go and live 
where water was available. The outlook is 
grim when that grave step is taken. 

The Rev. Neville Haviland had planned 
on his return from furlough to traverse the 
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Nullarbor Plains and minister to the 
people along the East-West Railway. The 
comment in his first let ter explains the 
situation. Wri t ing from Fowler ' s Bay, he 
s ta tes : "1 intended going to Ooldea and 
Cook this week, but found the t rack across 
the plains too bad, and water was most 
uncertain. I thought it be t ter not to take 
the risk of turning into a skeleton, and so 
shall w a i t . " He closes his le t ter with 
an appeal, which we want to emphasise. Is 
there any young man willing to face i t ! 
Here i t i s : " I s it possible to get another 
man to help in this great area; someone 
to keep the work going, and to maintain 
^ie services with greater frequency? 
Anyone may come if he is the right stuff 
—bishop, priest, deacon, catechist. I am 
willing to give part of my stipend to 
help ." 

Perhaps the last sentence is not supposed 
to be published, but we make use of i t 
without hesitation. 

In another letter, dated from Ooldea 
(Transcontinental l ine) , he int imates tha t 
he has successfully crossed the Nullarbor 
Plains , and tha t his bones are not bleach-
ing there in the good Austral ian sunshine. 
But he is faced with a problem. The people 
a t Tarcoola, 230 miles away, want him to 
come to minister to them. All the t ime 
the l i t t le community a t Cook, near ly 100 
miles dis tant in the other direction, are 
expecting him. He proposes to do both, 
but the real solution of the problem is in 
the heart of some young man (in orders, 
preferably) who wants to consecrate his 
service to a Gospel ministry, and in the 
pockets of our readers and friends. Now, 
what about i t? Frankly , as we have put 
i t elsewhere, £. s. d. is needed, and those 
let ters stand, not only for pounds, shillings, 
and pence, but for Love, Service, and De-
votion. 

The work in E y r e ' s Peninsula Mission, 
wi th Rev. J . P . Dixon in charge, has been 
material ly helped with the handsome gift 
mentioned in another column. The one 
hundred mile journey by the tedious '' once-
a -week ' ' t ra in is par t ly obviated now, and 
in a v e r y . real way the Church is being 
placed on the map in tha t dis tant locality. 

e — 
" T H E REAL AUSTRALIAN." 

I t is most encouraging to receive words 
-JO±* appreciation concerning our li t t le paper. 
The good wishes and pleasant sentiments 
tha t so often accompany the subscriptions 
M-nt in by our readers carry us a long way 
through the task of editing The Eeal Aus-
lian, Thanks! A thousand thanks to 
them all! 

How we would like to be able to include 
within the scope of our grat i tude those 
subscribers who forget to send in their 
amounts! We never like to remove any 
names from our lists. All our readers are 
our friends. We only ask for that tangible 
proof of their friendship which will enable 
us to thank them also in our next issue. 
Eighteenpence is a small amount. I t re-
presents a debt so l ight tha t people feel 
tha t they can easily owe it . We feel tha t 
it is one easily paid. Thus we renew our 
appeal for prompt payment. Unpaid 
subscriptions are an embarrassment to us-
Please send in stamps or postal notes for 
the required sum. Our office address is 
well known: Bush Church Aid Society, 
Diocesan Church House, George Street , 
Sydney. 

For the past quarter we gratefully 
make the following acknowledgments: — 
Miss M. Bentley, Roy Watkinson, Mr. T. 
Thomas, St. Michael 's , Surry Hills (seven 
subs.) ; All Souls ' , Leichhardt ( three 
subs.) ; R. Johnston, S. Heslop, S. V. Sat-
chell, Mrs. Havi land, Miss Bulcock, W. G. 
Webb, Mrs. Hill iard, L. Sutton, Miss D. 
Japp , St. Ma t thew ' s , Windsor (two subs.) ; 
Rev. W. G. Nisbet, St. Michael 's , Wollong-
gong (two subs . ) ; Mrs. McAuliffe, W. E. 
Saunders, J . McNaught, Miss E. Pollock, 
St. Anne ' s , Ryde, per Mrs. A. Whi t e ; St-
Pau l ' s , Fairfield Victoria (six subs . ) ; Mrs. 
Scully, Lil ian Avery, Miss Sands, Mrs. 
Henniker, Macquarie Wes t ; Mrs. Reynolds, 
Mrs. Woodhouse, Mrs. Small, Mrs. E. 
Harr is , Miss Prendergast , J . H. Bezer, Miss 
Pulver, J . H. Oldfield, Miss Sherring, Mr. 
M. L. Owen, Mrs. C. Moriarty, Mrs. Kil-
linger, Mrs. E. A. Wilson, W. Lumley, S. 
M. Goard, Miss D. Cuthbert , Mr. A. Sehrle, 
Mrs, Trotman, Mrs. Day, Miss Windon, 
Mr. J . Woodcock, Miss E. Bolton, Mrs. M. 
Hancock, Miss L. Green, Mrs. E. Bailey, 
Mrs. H. Lindsay, F . Quinton, Mrs. White-
head, Miss E . Mann, Miss C. Clarke, Mrs. 
Moir, J . B. Edwards , E . R. Lowe, A. J : 
Henwood, Miss Poulsen, Rev.^W. McLeod, 
G. Cordy, Dr. W. Shields, Rev. A. H . Con-
stable, Mrs. N . Powys, B. P . Kemp, Mrs. 
Simcocks, Miss L. Tennant , W. Watk ins , 
Miss Willis, W. A. Pj lsel l , N. Darke, Miss 
Leake, Miss Coleman, G. Hedge, Miss 
Stiles, Miss M. Miller, St. Thomas ' , Enfield 
( three subs . ) ; Miss A. Boddy, Mrs. F . 
Boddy, F . Hooper, J . S. Brigden, Mrs. Abel, 
R. Conley, Miss Newmarch, Mr. Parr ish, 
Miss Perigo, F . Weller, Miss Boyce, Miss 
Coppin, Miss Riley, F . Manning, C. F . 
Mitchell, Mrs. G. Bell, Mrs. T. Thornbury, 
Mrs. Shinier, St. Andrew ' s Cathedral Guild 
(four subs . ) ; A. J . Paul , M. K. Faram, 
Miss E. A. West, Rev. A. J . H. Priest , E . 
Coogan, Mrs. Windsor, Miss Gaarlick, Miss 
Hansen, W. Symons, Rev. A. J . B. King, 
Rev. C. C. Crowley. 

NEEDS AND HOW THEY ARE MET. 

In good-natured fashion our friends still 
laugh at us because we constatly publish 
our needs. Of course they really encourage 
us in the habi t , for they positively rush to 
meet the needs. We are t ruly thankful 
to God, and, shall we say i t? to them. Our 
tasks are made much easier, and our bur-
dens lightened, by their remembrance of 
us. 

Last issue we made appeal -for a sulky 
and harness outfit for use of Rev. J . P . 
Owen at E y r e ' s Peninsula Mission. I t was 
a sore need, felt for some time. We rejoice 
to say tha t the need has been supplied, 
the requisite £25 being forthcoming. We 
wired the fact through to Mr. Owen. A 
let ter received by us, and wr i t ten from 
Kimba, one hundred miles from his centre, 
will be read with in teres t :— 

''1 was preparing to go to Kimba when 
your telegram came. I am most grateful 
to the friends of the B.C.A. If they could 
only see how useful the outfit has become 
they would be more than glad tha t they 
have helped in tha t way. I can now keep in 
close touch with distant dwellers, especi-
ally with those boys who have come out 
from England to work under the Barwell 
scheme. I t will mean much to the Church 
and to the district to have these new-
comers with u s . ' ' 

The Rev. A. C. Corlette has kindly 
donated for our use a beautiful silver com-
munion set, a lso a Pa r i an marble font 
( travell ing size) in case. Both are choice 
gifts, and will prove of the utmost value 
on our journeys in the far out-back. 

We must make mention of books and 
papers received, with thanks . 

This section of our issue would not b e 
complete without the inclusion of a list of 
things needed. The list is quite a new 
one, thus i t will in terest ing to all. We 
specialise this time in some of the needs 
of the Wilcannia Hostel. They are of a 
homely, domestic character , but , neverthe-
less, are very real. Who would like to 
supply any of them? 

Petrol Iron, for the laundry. 
Cushion Covers ( three required, size 21 

inches by 21 inches) . 
One doz. yards Cretonne (subdued tones, 

fawn and brown) . 
Casement Curtains (cream, about two 

doz. ya rds ) . 
Toilet Service. 
One set Enamel Jugs, for ki tchen. 
Two medium-sized Enamel Saucepans. 
One Tea Tray, wi th handles. 
Some pictures for Hostel diningroom. 
A Flag. Union Jack, please! 
The list originally supplied was headed 

with a Sewing Machine, but a k ind friend 
has marked her visit to the Hostel by mak-
ing the desired gift. How the ladies at 
the Hostel rejoice! Two parishioners of 
St. Simon's and St. J u d e ' s , Bowral, pre-
sented petrol irons. We wan t one heavy 
iron only now. 

New crockery cupboard needed replen-
ishing, but the people of Wilcannia over-
whelmed us with their lavish giving, as 
also did the L a d i e s ' Guild of St. J a m e s ' , 
Wilcannia, with their fine gift of new linos, 
for the dining and s i t t ing rooms. 

So much has been given we feel confi-
dent t ha t others will join in and complete 
this enterprise of good works. Call, wri te , 
or send. 

Organising Secretary, 
Diocesan Church House, 

George Street , Sydney. 

SKETCHES BY THE WAYSIDE. 

' ' That '11 be the stone end of i t . ' ' Such 
was our cr i t ic ' s oracular comment on our 
action as we, with much contortion, and 
futile labourings, sought to t ighten an al-
most inaccessible nut underneath the 
body of the Ford. We continued to per-
spire and to wrestle wi th the annoying 
job. 

" Y e s ! You' l l get about fifty miles 
along the track, and she ' l l cut the petrol 
pipe, and tha t will be the stone end of 
y e r . ' ' We thought i t t ime to crawl from 
under and see who was the author of these 
most original yet baleful prophecies. 

He proved to be a typical back-country 
stockman, loose jointed, lean-framed, clad 
in a suit not of fashion 's latest cut, and 
wearing a pair of elastic-sided l' Romeos , ' ' 
finished off with fierce-looking spurs. On 
his vest there was a display of watch-chain 
from which dangled a ra ther conspicuous 
silver cross. His face, pleasant withal , 
bore the look of one whose brief holiday 
in the lonely l i t t le township had not been 
spent al together wisely. But he was a real 
" A u s s i e , " who wanted to be a friend even 
to strangers whom he deemed to be in 
need. 
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There was some surprise when he found 
from the style of our clothes tha t we were 
parsons. *' Church of England ministers, 
I suppose? Well, I ' m a holy Roman, I 
am; bu t tha t don ' t make no difference. I 
like the Church of England. I like them 
a l l . ' ' He began to be reminiscent. 
" W h y , when I was at the front I followed 
all the religions, English, Roman, Metho-
dist, P r e s b y t e r i a n . " His reminiscences 
and his manner became confidential. 
' ' Whyf I used to go to the Salvation 
A r m y . " Then, with a chuckle of deep sat-
isfaction, " A n d i sn ' t the Army a bonzer 
religion? ** 

Of course even we loyal Anglicans could 
not deny this whole-souled claim. I t was 
too sincere. But Bill, for such was his 
name, showed himself in other ways to be 
a true ' ' Ca thol ic . ' ' Before he left us, and 
in spite of our hesitation, he pressed upon 
us a ten shilling note for the " s u p p o r t of 
your r e l i g ion . " 

Truly fai th is justified of her children, 
even though they have strange ways of 
expressing themselves. 

Sandy was on the way back from a holi-
day in Sydney. The last stage was the 
sun-dried l i t t le township on the far west-
ern plains. The local " p u b " held him for 
a few days, where l ingering farewells were 
taken with all and sundry who chanced to 
come along. 

Our lantern service was held in the old 
store alongside the hotel, by kind permis-
sion of the publican. Sandy had spent 
the earlier par t of the evening with an-
other bar patron in solemn argument on 
human destiny. Strange, i s n ' t it , tha t 
Scotchmen, when " i n their c u p s , " tu rn to 
subjects of profound theological and meta-
physical nature . Woe betide the English-
man, or the Australian, for t ha t mat ter , 
who foolishly seeks to follow them into the 
deeps! So Sandy, with nat ive ability, 
and with a display of maudlin wisdom, 
u t te r ly confounded his opponent. As the 
argument was waxing dull, and since there 
were no fresh worlds to conquer, he be-
took himself to the old store, and num-
bered himself among the few who leaned 
on the door-posts, hesi tant , and perhaps 
ashamed to come in. But the pictures 
were a t t rac t ive . They told in line and tint, 
the most wonderful storv ever heard—the 
story of the Son of God, Who died to save 
us all. We noticed tha t Sandy had dared 
to take a back seat. The service con-
cluded, and the congregation went out into 
the night. Our preparat ions for packing 
up were interrupted. I t was Sandy. He 
had come in. I t was hard to say a t first 
wha t for. His introduction of himself was 
an extraordinary combination of affection, 
piety, and irrelevant argument. But he 
was human, and when he found out t ha t 
there was somebody willing to listen 
pat ient ly he began brokenly to tell a s tory 
of disregarded vows and ill-spent years. 
I t was a sordid tale, bu t i t led to the con-
fession tha t he wanted to pray, bu t did 
not know how to. He wanted to p ray t h a t 
one whom he had wronged be brought back 
to him, and? t h a t he might be* brought back 
to God. 

How the burden of the minis t ry pressed 
upon one 's soul a t this earnest pleading for 
guidance! Here was a s trong man, wi th 
bra in still somewhat clouded, asking for a 
prayer to be wri t ten out which he might 
use day b y day. Caution suggested a pru-
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dent delay unti l soberness would have re-
turned to him. So, af ter some further 
talk, it was so arranged. We wondered 
whether the next morning would find 
Sandy in the same frame of mind and set 
of soul. But the next day found him 
keen upon his quest. He was not to be 
denied, and so with paper and pen we tried 
to l ink together into simple prayer the 
needs of Sandy and the promises of God 
in Jesus Christ. We last saw him carefully 
folding the paper into an inner pocket. The 
outcome who can tell? Only the God Who 
heareth prayer, .and to Whom all flesh must 
come! 

' ' The vision splendid of the sun-lit 
plains e x t e n d e d " is a fine phrase of one 
of our own poets. I t is all very well for 
them so to wri te, but sometimes there are 
other sights to be seen on those vas t 
spreading plains. 

Away ahead of us, as our " F o r d " 
hummed along, we could see a cloud of 
dust. I t suggested a vehicle of some sort. 
Speculation arose as to who it might be : 
probably some traveller making for the 
l i t t le township which we had left behind. 
Within a few minutes we could descry, a 
two-horse waggon; then as we came closer 
we saw tha t the driver was a woman, her 
companions four l i t t le children (one a 
baby) , and the waggon—well, it was 
loaded up with firewood. Of course we 
must s top; and then we heard the story. 
The fa ther was far away with t ravel l ing 
sheep, mother was wholly responsible for 
the home. Firewood, a real scarcity on 
the plains, is needed. An axe she has, 
the waggon outfit is borrowed. The child-
ren are too young to be left unguarded 
all day, so they go with mother as she sets 
out on her fourteen mile journey for wood. 
She wields the axe and loads the waggon, 
withal tending the young folk, especially 
the t iny baby. Then back they go across 
those ' ' sun-lit plains ex tended , ' ' and as we 
pass a word of courtesy and cheer we con-
clude tha t the ' \ vision sp lend id ' ' is not 
tha t seen by the poet ' s eye, but ra ther 
t ha t which we have just gazed upon—a 
homely mother with her cluster of children 
by her side, two horses plodding along in 
front, and the s tack of wood behind. 

Think of it , ve sisters of the cities, when 
ye sit by your electric radiators , or work 
over your cleanly gas stoves! For the 
women of the West we ask "vour interest , 
and for work among them we claim your 
prayer and support. 

Two of us were working through the 
selection country between Cobar and Wil-
cannia. We came to a stock tank , tha t 
usual feature of the far western map. 
Alongside the t ank was tha t other usual 
feature, a corrugated iron home. Round 
about was l i t t le to please the eye, for 
drought was upon the land. Grass had 
disappeared; scrub was dying. The bark-
ing of a dog gave warning of our approach, 
and we were greeted by a wan-looking 
mother, wi th a baby in he r arms. Welcome 
was simple and sincere, and coupled with 
it was an earnest request t h a t we should 
baptise the baby. Church was al together 
too far off for the mother to br ing the 
child in ; moreover, who could t ake her in 
since her husband had been away for some 
time looking for work. Quietly arrange-
ments were made for the sacrament, and 
it was necessary for one of us to enter the 

A CYCLE OF PRAYER. 
1'. But there 's a powTer which man can wield 

When mortal aid is va in ; 
That eye, tha t arm, tha t love to reach, 

That listening ear to gain. 

That power is prayer, which soars on 
high 

Through Jesus to the Throne, 
And moves the band tha t moves the-

world 
To br ing salvation d o w n . " 

We desire to put the following cycle of 
prayer before our readers. I t will help us 
if they pray. I t will help them to have 
the ordered l ist :— 
iSunday.—All students prepar ing for min 

is t ry under the B .CA. 
Monday.—Cobar-Darling Mission: Rev. R. 

Hawkins. Wilcannia Mission: Rev. L . 
Daniels. 

Monday.—Wilcannia Mission: Rev. L~ 
Daniels. 

Tuesday.—Wilcannia Hostel : Miss Toye 
and Miss Long. 

Wednesday.—Broken Hil l : Rev. R. Fulford. 
Bal ranald : Rev. S. W. Bazalget te . 
Griffith: Rev. ,0.. Wilson. 

Thursday.—Far W^es^V^^^Tchra: Rev. N. 
Havi land. E y r e ' s Peninsula: Rev. J . 
P . Owen. ^ .; * :

 : -
Fr iday .—East G i ^ p s l a n d ^ Sister Dorothy. 

Yallour Camp: Rf%tg , Dicker. 
Sa turday .—Torrumb^r ry r Lock, Bendigo; 

Eildon Weir, Waftjgaratta; Hume Res-
ervoir, Goulburn. 

Wholly set up and pr inted in Ausjfefalia, by 
D. S. FORD, 48-50 Reservoir S t r ^ y d n e y 
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kitchen to secure a suitable basin. But 
in tha t room there was an immediate and 
hurried scuttle, a young girl of thir teen 
endeavouring to hide the traces of her 
labours. And what were they? She 
afterwards told us. The lit t le home had 
been without any l ighting for several 
nights past. There were no candles or 
kerosene. I t meant going to bed shortly 
after sunset or s i t t ing up in the dark. 
Heroic measures of some sort were needed, 
and an old recipe book gave the sugges-
tion. Our young friend had secured some 
mutton fat, a l i t t le beeswax, and some 
alum. These had all been melted togetheT 
in the kitchen saucepan. Wi th some cot-
ton yarn they made up the consti tuents of 
a candle. But where was the mould. Such 
is not likely to be found out in the F a r 
West. However, na t ive wit and resource-
fulness came to the rescue. The larger sec-
tion of an old bicycle pump provided the 
mould. Through it the yarn is t igh t ly 
strung. We came on the scene just as the 
candie-making process was being concluded. 
Afterwards we saw /the finished product . 
I t was hanging out in the air to harden. 
Certainly it lacked the quali ty and finish 
of the article which the city grocer dis-
penses. I t would not s tand straight , and 
it felt a bit greaay. But it would burn and 
give light, and what more could be re-
quired of any candle? 

One is glad to th ink of tha t l i t t le candle-
maker and her efforts to lighten the dark-
ness t ha t was hindering the house-work of 
tha t humble home. In another way sEe is 
a light-bearer. She belongs to our Mail 
Bag Sunday School, and regularly studies 
the lessons set. 


