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PERSONAL. 

The B.C.A. is extremely sorry at losing the 
services of Sister Quine, who has rendered 
sterling service at our Ceduna Mission Hos' 
pital. At our urgent call she readily went 
out at Easter, 1926, and ably seconded the 
efforts of Matron Percival. To Sister Quine 
we tender best thanks and couple with them 
our heartiest congratulations on her approach' 
ing marriage. We rejoice that she will be 
remaining in the district, and express hopes 
that her future life be full of every blessing. 

THE ORGANISING MISSIONER'S 
LETTER. 

My dear Friends of the B.C.A. 
I am claiming a little space to make thank' 

ful acknowledgment of all the kindnesses 
shown to me during my recent and rather 
protracted indisposition. It was indeed with 
deep regret that I withdrew from all work, 
though it was perfectly clear that God had 
laid His good hand upon me and that I had 
to take rest. 

One thing that cheered me was the ready 
way in which one and all (the office staff 
particularly) rallied to keep B.C.A. going, 
so that the work might not flag. 

Personally, I am indebted to the Rev. 
Arthur Morris, of S. Michael's, Flinders 
Street, for cheerful willingness to act as depU' 

tationist during my absence. Truly the 
B.C.A. has a good friend in him, and it has 
been gratifying to me to find how much 
his work and message have been appreciated. 

To the members of the B.C.A. Council, 
I am grateful for all the thoughtfulness and 
consideration which they showed. They 
were my friends and brothers indeed. 

I cannot adequately express my feelings 
to the completely unknown friends whose 
kindness, under the lead of Rev. S. M. 
Johnstone, of St. John's, Parramatta, enabled 
me to spend that restful vacation in Ceylon. 
The benefits of the trir> were mine whilst I 
was there ; they are mine, particularly so, at 
the present time. I do thank God for all 
the kindly and generous remembrance thus 
shown. It meant so much to me. 

It is good to be back at work once again, 
even though a wise doctor bids me "Go easy" 
for a time. I thank God for such happy 
restoration and look forward to increased use 
fulness in the years ahead. There is much 
work to do, even some lost ground to re' 
gain. B.C.A. work must grow. The Gospel 
for the out'back must be preached. Upon 
your prayers and help I depend. 

Yours sincerely, 
S. J. KIRKBY, 
Organising Missioner. 

OUR OUT-BACK CHRISTMAS 
TREE. 

THE VICTORIAN DEPUTATION 
SECRETARY. 

From October 1st, the Rev. K. S. B. Smith, 
lately of the Castle Hill parish (Sydney D i e 
cese) will act as Deputation Secretary for the 
State of Victoria. Mr. Smith is no stranger 
to B.C.A. work : he knows it well. Recently 
he visited our areas, passing through the 
West Darling and reaching as far as the head 
of the Great Australian Bight. Of our work 
in Croajingolong also he has good acquain
tance. Thus his story of B.C.A. enterprise is 
fresh and firsthand. 

Mr. Smith will be available for Sunday ser' 
vices, addresses at Sunday Schools, Church 
organisations of any sort. He is equipped 
with a stock of new pictures which show the 
real Australia of the out'back, as well as the 
details of B.C.A. Missions. 

The Council of the Society commends him 
to the interest and prayers of all Church' 
people in Victoria. Clergy should get into 
touch with him at once and book engage' 
ments. His office will be found adjoining 
the Chapter House of St. Paul's Cathedral, 
Swanston Street, Melbourne. Letters and 
any sums for B.C.A. work may be sent to 
him there. Please remember the address : 

Rev. K. S. B. Smith, 
Bush Church Aid Office, 

St. Paul's Cathedral Buildings, 
Melbourne. 

What a gloomy childhood it must be for 
those who know not and thus never keep 
Christmas. What light and joy it is to us ; 
what beauty it gives to the season ; what 
radiance to child'life : to know the ever'fresh 
and ever'new story of the Christ of Bethlc 
hem. What a gladsome celebration it is, too, 
when the happy day actually comes. Young 
and old are the better for it, and the rejoicing 
and thanksgiving do us good. 

We all like the gaudy Christmas tree, with 
its sparkling lights and its pleasant burden of 
gifts, or the bulging stocking with its secret 
prises for eager eyes awaking on the early 
Christmas morn. Let us thank God for 
Christmas and all that it means ! 

But what can we say of those who have 
heard of Christmas, whose thoughts dwell 
wistfully on it, and yet have not wherewith 
to keep the feast ? For some seven years the 
B.C.A. has felt that at Christmas time its 
special care has been the little people in the 
far out'back. We want them all to enjoy 
the good season, and so year by year, through 
the kindness of friends—especially "Real Aus ' 
tralian" readers—we have been able to fur^ 
nish case upon case of suitable toys, gifts 
and sweets for distribution in some of the 
loneliest homes and townships. Christmas 
out'back has become Christmas indeed, and 
children have had glad hearts because of 
what has been sent. Our workers—mission^ 
aries, nurses and deaconesses—have been 
cheered by the loving thought that enabled 
them to be the ministers and stewards of such 
bounties, and the work of the B.C.A. has 
thus been generally enhanced. 

So once again this year we make confi' 
dent appeal to all our friends for the r e 
newal of their interest and gifts. We shall 
be packing cases for the more distant centres 
in November, but goods may be left with us 
up to the first week in December. Please 
keep the dates in mind. The kind of gift 
required is suggested by the purpose to which 
they will be devoted—Christmas gifts for 
children out-back. But the following list 
may help our friends : Toys of all descrip' 
tions, dolls, balls, games, cricket sets, school 
sets, books, knives. 

One thing we venture to add—We would 
like the gifts to be new. Friends have helped 
us splendidly during the past year, and we 
already have a good stock of secondhand 
books, toys and clothing. 

Send your donation or parcel to our office 
address. If address is furnished, we shall 
make grateful acknowledgment. Do, please,, 
all help. Make Christmas, 1927, better than 
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SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL. 

For the past two or three years, the sea-
son approaching Christmas has always been 
marked by a great sale of calendars on b e 
half of our bush mission work. Calendars, 
dainty and artistic, and bearing, each of them, 
a striking photograph from some B.C.A. field, 
have been eagerly sought, and last year the 
nett profits amounted to £50. All this meant 
substantial help to the Society. 

For this year we have enlarged our stocks 
and vastly improved the variety and already 
sales have been effected. We have the usual 
calendars and art mounts, with real photo' 
graph, in prices, at 1/-, 1/3, 1/6, to 2/- each. 
We commend these as well worth the money. 
The photo, subjects are varied, but all deal 
with some interesting feature of the back 
country of Australia. 

For art-lovers, we have prepared a beauti-
ful calendar, with hand-painted Australian 
birds and flowers. These are of good size 
and are quite unique. These are only 3/-
each. 

Leather calendars are available, the subjects 
being kookaburra and Australian sundowner. 
Price 2/6 each. 

Special lines now eagerly sought after and 
sold by us for the first time are delightful 
representations in stained and graved wood 
of our Australian native bear, kookaburra, 
emu and kangaroo. These are hanging cal' 
endars and constitute a fine novelty. With 
ribbon and calendar attached the price is 
2A each. 

Reproductions of Norman Coyley's p i c 
tures of flannel flower, native fuschia, Christ' 
mas bells, magpie, kookaburra, blue wren— 
all mounted on art boards ; cost, only 2/-
each. 

We want our readers to remember us when 
they are preparing gifts for their friends 
overseas or here at home. Nothing is bet' 
ter than a real Australian calendar, and those 
mentioned above are truly artistic and rea-
sonably priced. To buy one means much to 
us, for all the profits are devoted to our 
mission work. Orders by post will receive 
prompt attention. Call at our office and in' 
spect the stock. You are sure to like them. 

Remember the address : Bush Church Aid 
Society, St. Andrew's Cathedral Building, 
George Street Sydney ; Bush Church Aid 
Society, St. Paul's Cathedral Building, Swan' 
ston Street, Melbourne. 

SOME VOLUNTARY WORKERS. 

The B.C.A. is blessed with numerous vol' 
untary workers, whose self'denying efforts 
mean so much to the furtherance of our in
terests. Some we do not know ; others we 
rarely meet, but all of them we deeply appre-
ciate. It is a great thing to have around us 
such a band working for no reward. All 
we can say to them is that "God is not un' 
mindful to forget their labour of love." We 
thank them. 

But from time to time we may be permit' 
ted to make mention of them, even though 
in their modesty they prefer to remain un' 
noticed. Thus we take opportunity to place 
on record our indebtedness to Captain Smith, 
of Marrickville, who gives almost daily help 
to us in our office, and in his own home. 
To him falls the task of writing the paper 
wrappers for our thousands of readers of the 
"Real Australian.11 "Blessed be drudgery,11 

said one of our old saints, and the genial, 

everTeliable Captain apparently exemplifies 
it. He goes about that monotonous duty of 
writing and checking, and then re-checking 
wrappers as though it were a delightful recre' 
ation. Nor is that his only undertaking for 
us. He prepares all our "Bark Hut11 mis' 
sionary boxes for issue, and keeps an eagle 
eye on those that are returned showing signs 
of wear. In neat, deft fashion he recovers 
and refurbishes the "Bark Hut,11 giving it 
fresh attractive qualities for its work of in' 
viting subscriptions to the B.C.A. We know, 
too, that by personal testimony he has in' 
terested many strangers in our mission work, 
and thus has enlisted their support. In other 
generous ways he has stood in with us, and 
so we desire to take this opportunity of ex' 
pressing the appreciation of the whole B.C.A. 
for his painstaking and valuable labours. We 
would also include Mrs. Smith, who has 
been an unfailing helper and friend. God 
bless them both is our prayer. 

4> <¥> 
Another unostentatious voluntary worker 

is Miss Huntley, who compiles our Mail-Bag 
Sunday School lessons. We do not know of 
any more important branch of B.C.A. than 
our correspondence Sunday School. Month 
by month lessons suitable for out'back chil-
dren must be drawn up—lessons, fresh, orig
inal, calculated to attract child'minds and to 
give helpful instruction in the Faith. No 
small task this, when it is remembered that 
Miss Huntley has her pressing daily occupa
tion to maintain. That her labours carry 
God's blessing we know from the replies re
ceived from so many little ones out'back. 
Slowly but surely they are learning the great 
message of the Gospel. Miss Huntley also 
manages to conduct personal correspondence 
with her scholars, and thus the whole work 
is surrounded with a happy family atmos' 
phere. This means more than can be tabu
lated in figures, or recorded in words. It 
means that a lasting spiritual impression is 
being made upon young life. That is Miss 
Huntley's fine ministry. With this work we 
must associate Miss Parry of Burwood, who 
for so long a time has attended carefully 
to the dispatch of lessons, and Miss Scho-
field, who has recently undertaken the cor
rection of papers. We give them all our 
unfeigned thanks. 

POSTS A N D RAILS. 

We shall always remember Miss D. Baker, 
of Lakemba, for splendid help given to us as 
parish representative for B.C.A. She has 
done much to increase interest in our work as 
generous returns from Lakemba clearly show. 
We wish her God's blessing as she goes into 
preparation for the C.M.S. mission field. 
Our welcome and assurances of appreciation 
to Miss M. Nield, who has kindly volun
teered to take Miss Baker's place. 

<¥> «¥> 
Another great helper and representative 

of the Society has been Mr. Ed. Jacobs, of 
St. Andrew's, Summer Hill. That parish 
has long been one of the foremost in the 
support of B.C.A. missions, and Mr. Jacobs' 
earnest activity and assiduous attention coun
ted much towards keeping St. Andrew's in 
so high a place. We are deeply grateful 
to him. As he is leaving the parish, the 
work will be undertaken by his sister, Miss 
Jacobs. We rejoice to have her ready help. 

Already the Council of the Society has put 
on record its appreciation of the generous 
and thoughtful gift of a Dodge motor car by 
Mr. and Mrs. H. L. Smythe, of Richmond, 
Victoria. But the "Real Australian11 desires 
to join in thanks. A handsome gift it is, and 
one splendidly useful for B.C.A. work. Re
membrances like these indeed move us to 
"thank God and take courage.11 

* <¥> 
Yet another grateful acknowledgment must, 

be made, of a donation of £100 from a friend I 
in Victoria, who wishes to remain anonymous. 
His interest is particularly in our Children's 
Hostel at Wilcannia, and so the amount is 
being applied to the complete re-building of 
the kitchen block—a much-needed work. 
This gift, like the foregoing, is a great boon. 
Surely our friends in Victoria are not weary 
in well-doing. God bless them ! 

<?> <¥> 
Our best thanks to the members of St. 

John's Women's Guild, Beecroft, for a hand
some supply of groceries for the Hostel at 
Wilcannia. These gifts materially help us 
in that good work. 

* <¥» 
Do buy a calendar from the B.C.A., and 

thus help our work. Look in another column 
for details. 

<¥> * 
It was a matter of much cheer to find that 

the B.C.A. Society was listed among the 
beneficiaries for the sum of £250 under the 
will of Mr. Charles MacAlister, of Finlay, 
N.S.W. Remembrances like these help to 
ensure perpetual continuance of the work. 

* <¥> 
Have you paid your subscription for the 

paper ? Eighteen pence a year is the sum. 
Send to our office : B.C.A. Society, St. An
drew's Cathedral, George Street, Sydney ; or 
St. Paul's Cathedral, Swanston Street, Mel
bourne. 

<¥> # 
If there is a subscription form herewith, 

please note it as a reminder that your sub-
schription is due. 

* <?> 
The Society is indebted to those ladies who 

in various parishes have arranged drawing-
room meetings or American teas. Such 
efforts have produced fine results. New 
friends have been made, old friends have 
been stimulated, and generally B.C.A. inter
ests have been furthered. We want more 
meetings of that character, especially be
fore Christmas. Will some lady reading this 
write to the Organising Missioner, Diocesan 
Church House, George Street, Sydney, and 
offer a drawing-room ? We do not mind 
if few or many are present. We find from 
experience that such meetings always lead 
to bigger things. The expense connected 
therewith is particularly small—nothing more 
than the provision of simple refreshments. 
The Society will send out a speaker and show 
pictures if desired. Please help us in this 
way. 

<¥> <¥> 
To "Real Australian" Readers.—Each year 

many subscribers to our paper generously 
help us when their subscription is due by 
remitting same with an added donation. 
They have found that the paper has begotten 
with them an interest in the work, and so 
they have expressed their appreciation in this 
practical form. We commend this to all 
our friends. Extra stamps or postal notes 
may be sent. 
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SAND, SORROW A N D SUFFERING. 

The Heroism of the Out-back. 

Our Far-West Deaconess' Diary. 

On Wednesday night, August 24th, 1927, 
as I sat in my room at Wilcannia, a mes-
sage came from the Rector asking if I 
could prepare at such short notice to go 
to Menindie on the mail-car at 8 a.m. next 
morning. He had arranged to be in Men' 
indie for Sunday, but sickness at the Hostel 
prevented his going. It was a hurried prep' 
aration, but I managed to be ready when 
the mail called in the morning, and, as is my 
usual luck, we had a dreadful dust'Storm for 
our trip. One hundred and fifteen miles in 
the howling wind and blinding dust ! 

Sunset found me at my very kind friend's 
place at Menindie, very tired and covered 
with dust, even my suitcases were full of 
sand. It gets in everywhere. 

Friday and Saturday, from morning until 
evening, and at night, I had to visit all the 
sick and hold Confirmation classes and ar' 
range for two babies to be baptized on Sun' 
day. 

Sunday morning we had service and Sun' 
day School in the afternoon, and at night a 
good crowd turned up for Evening Prayer. 
Monday I spent visiting, and on Tuesday had 
to return to Wilcannia on the maihear. It 
was a cold, windy day, and the mail'car (a 
one'ton truck) is not the most comfortable 
to ride in. Sunset again found me back at 
Wilcannia. Wednesday was my washing day 
and ironing day too, and a sale of work 
meeting in the afternoon and several pastoral 
visits after tea, made up the total of my 
doings. 

Saturday, at 1 p.m., I boarded the mail' 
car for Tilpa, 115 miles by mail route. It was 
11 p.m. when we arrived. On the way the 
driver installed a wireless set (eighty miles 
from Wilcannia), and I heard music from 
Auckland (N.Z. ) , Brisbane, Hobart, Mel
bourne, Sydney and Adelaide—all in half 
an hour. We left there at 9 p.m. to finish 
our journey at 11 p.m. I was ready for sup' 
per, but none arrived. 

Being very tired, I slept soundly until 7 
a.m., when I was awakened by a roaring 
wind, and looked out to see the dust so 
thick in the air that one could not see across 
the road. After breakfast, I visited every 
body in Tilpa, and at 11 a.m. we had a 
service in the local hall. Kind friends from 
"Kallarah" took me out to lunch (seven 
miles) and brought me back at 2 p.m. to 
catch the mail for Wilcannia. Such a Sun' 
day I will never forget ! The dust and sand 
were blinding ; but on wc went, ninety miles, 
without even a drink of water, and arrived at 
Wilcannia as the bells were ringing for Even' 
ing Prayer. Hut I was too tired to go to 
service : my bed called me and I went. 

Monday morning came all too soon, and 
oh ! my room was like a sand'hill and my 
poor book'case all grit ; so I had a general 
cleanup and a day or so of pressing and 
packing and sorting out, visiting and Con' 
firmation classes in between, and preparation 
for three weeks at Tibooburra. Friday after' 
noon found me once more in a car for a 
340 mile drive. From Wilcannia to Broken 
Hill in p. real car (a change from mail lor' 
ries)—we did the 120 miles in four and a 
half hours, and without a dust-storm. It 

was a treat. Saturday, at noon, I boarded 
another dreadful mail-lorry, the worst of any 
I had travelled in, and had 217 miles to 
go. There were three men the worse for 
drink behind me, and a lady and her husband 
with a little boy on one side of the driver, 
and I was poked in the corner on his right. 

The men behind sat among the suit-cases 
and meat and bread and mail-bags, and were 
rather noisy, and after a little time one 
brought out a concertina and began to play, 
"I wish I had someone to love m e " 

On and on we went until 9 p.m., when 
we reached "The Gap," where we had our 
first meal ; then on again we travelled over 
the roughest roads on the face of this earth, 
until 3.30 a.m. (Sunday). We reached a 
hotel, where I hoped to get a few hours' 
sleep. Sunday it was, but what did that 
count when someone had a birthday and 
kept it up by dancing all night until break
fast time on Monday ! 

When the mail-car pulled up,, music and 
dancing and singing met my ears—all very 
nice if you don't want to sleep. I asked for 
a bed. "The only bed I have," said the land
lady, "is here in the room where the girls 
come to fix their hair and powder their noses 
every little while ; and, "she added, "you 
need not be afraid—the men won't come in, 
only the girls." Being worn-out with the 
awful trip, I slept ; in fact I had twelve sleeps 
in two hours. 

At 7 a.m., breakfast awaited me, then I 
scrambled into the next mail-car for another 
ninety miles. It was Sunday, and a cold 
wind blowing "head on." How glad I was 
when the driver said, "Do you see that hill 
about twelve miles ahead ? That's Tiboo
burra !" My weary journey at an end for 
a little while ! That night I slept soundly ; 
Monday I visited a number of people. The 
Land Commissioners were in Tibooburra, and 
people came for hundreds of miles. I met 
people from "Adelaide Gate" and Queensland 
border. I asked one little girl where she 
lived, and she said, "On the fence"—that 
meant on the Queensland border. 

On the journey up, the mail-car pulled 
up to give a teamster a letter, and I noticed 
a woman at the back, so I went over to 
speak to her. The team was loaded, and 
there were horses in the shafts, camels in 
the lead, and an old car tied on behind— 
"ancient and modern, indeed ! The people 
were from Tibooburra, and I had met the 
husband in Wilcannia. He asked the mail 
driver if I was "Sister Agnes" ? Then he 
came up to me and said, "Jove, I thought 
that was your dial" ! 

One feels it's all worth while ; these people 
have wonderful hearts ; they are worth help
ing. Last night I was told of a young 
mother in hospital in Tibooburra. She lives 
eighty miles away from here, and her hus
band is twelve miles from home, attending 
to sheep. But fortunately her sister was 
staying with her when she was taken suddenly 
ill one night. She became worse, and the 
sister lighted a lantern and walked twelve 
miles along a paddock fence in the dead of 
night, and reached the husband, who was 
pumping at a well. Together t^ey walked 
three miles from the well to the nearest 
neighbour, and borrowed a car to drive eighty 
miles for the doctor, and took the sick 
woman, who is still in a critical condition, 
to the hospital at Tibooburra. 

SISTER AGNES McGREGOR. 

A JOURNEY THROUGH A LAND OF 
FAR DISTANCES. 

We left Ceduna after an early celebration 
of Communion, to proceed to Penong, sixty 
miles away. Our new "Pontiac" was well 
laden with petrol, food, water and other 
necessities, and looked ready for the long 
trip. An evening service was held at Penong, 
and on Monday, September 5th, we left 
Penong en route for the famous Nullarbor. 
At Nundroo Tank, fifty-five miles from Pen' 
ong, we met Mr. Kemmis (B.C.A. student) 
who had help service there on the previous 
evening. The whole party was now com' 
plete—Matron Percival (from the hospital), 
Charles Kemmis, and myself. 

Leaving Nundroo, we soon left the wheat 
country, with its vivid and picturesque green 
of well advanced crops. The first indication 
of the sheep country was the shearing shed 
of Colona, head station of Yallata. Work 
was in full swing, for the manager expected 
eighteen thousand sheep for shearing this 
year. We were all interested to see the well-
conducted shed in action. Leaving Colona, 
we made good progress to Waltabbie Tank, 
where we stayed and thoroughly enjoyed 
some real "billy" tea and lunch. Waltabbie 
water tank is characteristic of the tanks built 
by the Government to provide water for 
travellers and travelling stock in these vast 
waterless spaces. These tanks carry their own 
catchment. They are sloping, roof-like struc
tures of galvanised iron, under which are 
four galvanised tanks. The latter contain 
about five hundred gallons of water each 
when full. The tanks are well inscribed with 
the autographs of many travellers. There is 
a thoughtful reminder on most of the tanks : 
"When you've had a drink yourself, please 
remember the birds." The further West one 
goes, bird-life becomes more and more scarce. 
These tanks are placed about twenty miles 
apart, along the road between Colona and 
Eucijia, Western Australia. 

There are only two sheep stations in this 
stretch of country, a distance of 250 miles, 
and naturally one does not see many people 
when travelling. At times the track follows 
the great overland telegraph line, but at one 
stage it diverges northwards for a stretch 
of seventy-odd miles. In this portion of 
the track some most difficult sand-hills have 
to be encountered. Leaving these and pass
ing another tank, we skirt the edge of the 
vast Nullarbor Plain, on which we were 
amazed to find a profusion of white everlast
ing daisies. Similar evidences of spring were 
also seen on the slopes of the undulating 
country, which were covered with a golden 
everlasting flower. For the past five years 
there has been no such trace of life on the 
Nullarbor, and this year's profusion is due to 
wonderful rain at the end of March. "The 
desert shall blossom as the rose." 

One of the peculiarities of the Nullarbor 
Plains is its remarkable visibility. This con
dition enables the traveller to see the White 
Wells outstation of Yallata for many miles 
as they approach it. The regular staff of 
White Wells consists of one white man (a 
bachelor) and a black boy cook : occasionally 
other natives are employed. To the west
ward of White Wells the track again meets 
the O.T.L. (which, by the way, it follows 
for the next two hundred mi'lesV At last 
we reach Nullarbor homestead, situated two 
miles away from the telegraph line. Here 
we were accorded a most hearty welcome by 
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Mr. and Mrs. Brook, who it might be men' 
tioned, are the only white folk on Nullar' 
bor station. They employ many natives, and 
all team work is done by camels. Nullarbor is 
truly "the land of camels and blackfellows." 

At Nullarbor may be found that much' 
desired quality of happiness and joyous Chris' 
tian contentment, despite the fact that they 
receive a mail only once a month, stores only 
once in three months. One boon they have 
is their wireless set. by which they may 
learn the general topics and news of the day, 
and always enjoy the evening's programme. 
Although Mrs. Brooke is about one hundred 
miles away from the nearest white woman 
neighbour, she does not desire the sympathy 
of others in her isolation. 

Leaving Matron Percival at the station 
homestead, and taking as a guide the native 
houseboy "Tom,'1 Mr. Kemmis and I set out 
for Cook, on the East'West or Trans, line, 
on Tuesday morning. This track had only 
been traversed by two cars previously, and 
only for the fact that we had Tom with us 
we would never have picked up the "long 
trail,11 which was overgrown and quite irri' 
perceptible in places to all eyes but the 
native's. 

We were impressed by the remarkable 
mirages, which were constantly appearing on 
all sides. The only trouble we had with the 
car we experienced on this section of the 
trip. Travelling as we were over dry sticks 
of stunted blue and salt'bush, we were un' 
fortunate enough to have five punctures. 
The punctures in one wheel we were unable 
to fix on the road, so we had to remove the 
tube and pack the cover with white everlast
ing daisies ; with this improvised tube and a 
lot of bumping, we arrived in Cook. 

Here we were welcomed by the cheery 
friendliness of Mr. Fountaine, a whole'heart' 
ed supporter of the B.C.A. After visiting 
the Protestant families (of whom there are 
only eight—the remaining seventeen families 
being R.C.), we held our little service on 
Wednesday evening. At the conclusion we 
partook of the Bread and Wine in memory of 
our Saviour's dying love. All these folk at 
Cook were wonderfully good to us. The in' 
habitants of this little town are employed 
either on the Trans, line or by the tele' 
graphic department in the repeating station, 
which has been transferred from Eucha. 

Thursday morning we set out on our re' 
turn, passing this time via Fisher, where 
we were able to follow a more serviceable 
track. The track along the line from Cook 
to Fisher was distinguishable, but fearfully 
rough and stony. But once we left Fisher 
the track was comparatively good. 

The whole of the Nullarbor is covered with 
stunted blue and salt'bush, not more than 
fifteen inches high. A very occasional sandal 
wood, as much as three feet high (not two 
feet above the height of the salt-bush) may 
be seen for four miles. These help to break 
the monotony of the journey, and yet show 
the extraordinary flatness of the country. 

We returned to Nullarbor early that after' 
noon, the "speedo" indicating that that day's 
trip from Cook via Fisher had been 99.8 
miles. That afternoon we explored the in-
teresting caves and depressions on the plain. 
On the walls of one of these caves we saw 
the weird hand'prints—their whiteness out' 
lined by red dust—made evidently by natives 
many years ago. 

From Nullarbor homestead it is only fifteen 
miles to the head of the Great Australian 

Bight, and, unless this geographical point 
of interest is realised, travellers, invariably 
pass without seeing the Twin Rocks which 
mark the most northerly point in the Bight. 
We could not help admiring the majesty of 
the miles and miles of towering white sand' 
hills which are a particular feature of the 
Bight country. 

On Thursday evening we had, as on our 
previous visit, a wonderful service and Holy 
Communion, in which the Presence of the 
Spirit was deeply felt by all. In the homely 
atmosphere we all seemed to have a reali2ia' 
tion of the spirit of fellowship which we 
were sure must have prevailed when the 
Lord Himself instituted the Last Supper. 
With feelings of regret at not being able to 
spend longer time with these good folk at 
Nullarbor, we set out on the last stage of 
our return journey. We arrived at Penong 
on Friday evening, tired, but with very thank' 
ful hearts to God for all His wonderful good' 
ness to us. After the Sunday's services and 
return to Ceduna, our "speedo" showed 875 
miles as the total distance travelled. 

F. H. DILLON. 

A REMINISCENCE A N D A CHALLENGE 

Tucked away in a remote part of the coast 
of the Great Australian Bight is a settler's 
tiny cottage. It is surrounded by miles and 
miles of dense mallee scrub and endless sand. 
Not a very inviting looking place, as far as 
appearances go ; and yet here a man and his 
wife and nine children have been struggling 
for the last ten years. The eldest son is 
about eighteen, and they all, from the eldest 
to the youngest, have some work to do. 

The parents speak of the hard years they 
have had, and how their daily routine has 
been to rise at or before daybreak, toil until 
it is too dark to do any more, and then sup' 
per and bed ; and they still hope and look 
forward with that optimism common among 
people in the out'back, to the time when the 
bountiful harvest shall set them on their feet 
and relieve them of the constant struggle 
which goes on year after year. 

There are not many citybred young men 
and women who would "stick it" under the 
existing conditions for more than a month ; 
yet it was always a source of wonderment to 
me how this family, situated as it was, did 
not pack up and go nearer the big centres 
of civilisation. Perhaps they would have an 
afternoon off now and then, and a trip to 
the little iron church, twenty miles away, 
every three months ; but what a monotonous 
life, and what desolate and uninviting coun-
try, with sandy tracks too heavy for motor 
traffic ! But these people are there, and they 
are developing this great country of ours 
and making their contribution to Austra-
lian material wealth. 

What is the Church doing for these, its 
sons and daughters ? What contribution are 
their more fortunate brethren making to 
alleviate in some way the drawbacks of these 
isolated people ? 

I mentioned that they had the oppor' 
tunity of attending service about twenty 
miles away, and I might say they never had 
a visit from a clergyman. But since the 
B.C.A. Society undertook the pastoral over' 
sight of this great area, they have more regu' 
lar visitations from the clergy, and although 
they still have the service twenty miles away 
(every month now instead of three months), 

they also have a service ten miles away every 
eight weeks. 

These people, and other families similialy 
situated, appreciate what is being done. 
They want their children baptised and con' 
firmed, and they want to know more of those 
things which are food for the soul and a 
strength and stay to people in the environ' 
ment in which they live. 

When in my wanderings along the coast 
of the Bight I came across people who had 
not been visited by a clergyman for twelve 
years, or to little settlements where a service 
had not been held for fifteen years, I often 
said to myself, "Well, one can't altogether 
blame people, living under these conditions, 
for becoming careless, callous, and godless !" 

Of course, the saddest part of it is that 
the children are growing up without any 
training in spiritual things. Can they help, 
as they should, to solve the great problems 
which confront us as a race, if their minds 
are not developed along right lines ? Thanks 
to the B.C.A., with its Sunday School by 
Post, and the help it gives in providing the 
means for more services and more regular 
pastoral visitations, the lot of people like 
these is being made easier ; and no welcome 
is more sincere and wonderful than that of 
the parents and children of an out'back home 
to their parson. 

This work of building up the spiritual side 
of the people's lives outback is a noble work, 
and it deserves the support of everyone. 
What is to be the future of this home to 
which I referred, and to many another home 
so situated ? If their material affairs do not 
prosper satisfactorily, despite honest toil ; or 
if riches do increase, will they always be able 
to say to us : "Through your efforts we have 
been brought out of darkness into the light of 
the glorious Gospel of Christ." This is the 
issue for "Real Australian" readers to face. 
Shall we not all take a share in seeing that the 
best is given to these people who are doing 
so much for us ? 

N.H. 

THE B.C.A. HOSTEL AT 
WILCANNIA. 

This work still progresses as one of the 
best things ever undertaken by the Society. 
Not that its. maintenance is easy and without 
responsibility. The control, feeding and gen' 
eral care of a large family of boys and girls 
is no light task ; and of recent days and at 
present, drought out in the Far West adds 
seriously to the responsibility of those in 
charge. Letters to hand make this clear. 

Dust'Storms and sand'Storms occur with a 
frequency calculated to break the heart of 
those who wish to keep dormitories clean. 
The whole countryside is "dried out," and 
so the landscape shifts round according to the 
prevailing wind. No one can escape it. 
Water tanks ars completely dry ; no rain of 
value has fallen for months. At the Hostel, 
dependence is placed upon the River Dar' 
ling close by ; and a wonderful help it is, 
even though it no longer flows.. Water is 
there in quantity, we are thankful to say, 
in the great holes along the river bed. But 
what sort of water ? One of our workers, 
in writing, enumerates the various animals 
which have to be hauled out of the "river," 
so that the supply be kept wholesome. The 
list not only includes sheep, but also gives 
place to a camel. And we hardly like to 
say which are dead and which are alive when 
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the hauling-out process is necessary. Thus 
in graphic fashion our readers can see what 
drought means, and how careful our Hostel 
^Matron and Warden must be. 

Once again we put it on record that goats 
are our saviours. That large and ever-grow-
ing (and sometimes predatory) family which 
the Hostel owns is a great boon to the chil-
dren. Milk we have in due season, even 
though there seems nothing for the goats 
to eat, other than old newspapers and jam-
tin labels. But the goats deserve something 
better, so Mr. Brown, with the boys, has put 
in a patch of lucerne and millet. Here that 
well-flavoured river water comes in so use
fully. But how they have to watch the rab
bits ! These pests, driven in by drought from 
the back country towards the river, are a 
menace. So for the goats1 sake that square 
of green feed is guarded as though it were 
a valuable gold mine. 

The sickness that so often accompanies a 
bad dry season caught the Hostel and a few 
of the children contracted scarlet fever. This 
is bad enough in a city surrounded by all 
manner of conveniences, but out West—well, 
we thank God for Wilcannia Hospital and its 
staff. Yet it means much anxiety to our 
Hostel Matron, especially when the Hostel is 
placed under quarantine. Please pray for 
these workers ! 

All B.C.A. friends will rejoice to hear that 
by means of a magnificent gift of a Victorian 
member, we shall be able to have the "kit
chen block'1 of the Hostel completely re
modelled. What this means, only those who 
have endured summer's heat in the old kit
chen can understand. A cooking range in 
full working for nearly thirty souls, situated 
in an unventilated corrugated iron building, 
will produce an "over-sise11 temperature be
yond recording. Now, thanks to our friend, 
who wishes to remain anonymous, this will 
soon be a matter of the past. We thank 
God for it all. 

A department to our work out at Wilcannia 
-which we need is that of music and art-
teaching. Formerly the Matron undertook 
it, but then our numbers were smaller. They 
are so great now that it is impossible for any 
Matron to do it. Here is a chance for any 
young lady who would like to share in house
work, yet find useful occupation in teaching 
elementary music, etc. It would help us to 
touch young people outside the Hostel, and 
thus extend its influence. Remember, the 
B.C.A. Hostel stands for definite Christian 
witness and home-life. 

All interested in the Hostel can help us 
by arranging Grocery Afternoons or Even
ings. Invite friends and ask them to bring 
a gift suitable for the Hostel pantry. If 
packed and sent to our Headquarters1 Office, 
Diocesan Church House, George Street, Syd
ney, we shall make grateful acknowledge
ments. 

Mrs. Mann (our good Matron) has sup
plied a list of suggestions :—Dried fruits in 
preference to tinned (2lbs of dried goes much 
further than a 21b tin of fruit ; all kinds 
most acceptable), dried apples, peaches, pears, 
apricots, prunes, sultanas, currants, raisins, 
vegetables ; tinned soups, jams, syrup, treacle ; 
custard powders, baking powders, car"., soda, 
cream of tartar, rice, sago, tapioca, macaroni, 
vermicelli, tea, Epsom salts (invaluable for 
purifying the river water for drinking), spices 
(particularly nutmegs), matches (not candles, 
as hurricane lamps are used) ; household soap 

(the washing is a very heavy item) ; no 
cocoa or coffee. 

One little note, in closing, will be of gen
eral interest. At the quarterly examinations 
held at Wilcannia School, Hostel children 
secured first place in five classes, as well as 
two seconds and a third. There were eight 
classes in all. A fine record this, and we 
congratulate the prize-winners. 

To readers who wish to hear of a 
private convalescent home, we can con
fidently recommend "Teurong," Camp
bell Street, Eastwood, N.S.W., conduc
ted by Sister Harvey, A.T.N. A. 
('Phone : Epping 663.) Mrs. Harvey 
is the widow of the late Rev. F. W. 
Harvey, whose work at Wilcannia 
under B.C.A. will ever be held in re
membrance. 

THE REV. G. A. CHAMBERS, 
M.A., B.Sc. 

"The Real Australian11 tenders its congrat
ulations to our good friend the Rev. G. A. 
Chambers, who has been appointed to the 
Bishopric of the new diocese of Tanganyika 
(B.E. Africa), and who will (D.V.) be con
secrated at Canterbury Cathedral (Eng.) on 
All Saints1 Day, November 1st next. Mr. 
Chambers was one of the founders and 
original Councillors of the Bush Church Aid 
Society. From its inception he lent it all 
possible help and did much to build it up as 
a power making for the welfare of the 
Church in general and of out-back work in 
particular. This office will miss his cheer-
giving visits, but all rejoice at the honour 
bestowed upon so energetic and staunch an 
evangelical. We are confident that many 
prayers will go up for him and for the big 
task which awaits him. 

LEAVES FROM MY DIARY. 

'Inasmuch.3 

Those of our readers who purchase the 
Sydney "Sun11 will have been interested by 
an article which appeared on August 2nd. 
The headlines read thus : "Lost Sight. Two 
Little Children. Out-back Tragedy." 

It was on a terrifically hot day in Decem
ber last that I first met Ted and Gracie 
White. They were walking across the street 
in Tibooburra, and my attention was first 
drawn to them by their evident helplessness 
and their inability to stand the glare of the 
noon-day sun. Their right arms were thrown 
across their eyes in an effort to avoid the 
pitiless glare of the sun's rays. Occasion
ally they would lower their arms, take a quick 
glance at their surroundings and as quickly 
the sheltering arms would again be raised. 

Poor kiddies ! My heart went out to them 
in quick sympathy. Two helpless, innocent 
children, unable to take part in the Christ
mas festivities. For them there could be no 
eager scrambling after nuts and lollies ; no 
races, no games. Instead, an almost unbear
able pain and ultimately, so it seemed, an 
inpenetrable darkness. 

Walking over to them, I endeavoured to 
engage in conversation, but bush children 

are shy, terribly shy, of strangers. They 
just look quickly at each other, and my ques
tioning is answered by childish grins. 

Adolphe Monod, the great French. divine, 
said that one of the most sensationally sad 
things in its impression upon him that be 
ever beheld was on one occasion when, pass
ing through one of the most splendid and 
glorious views in the Alps, he saw by the 
wayside a woman sitting with a depressed and 
gloomy face, bearing on her breast the 
words, "A blind woman.11 He had been en
joying the glorious views to the utmost, and 
it went through his soul like a piercing dart, 
that for this woman there were no rocks or 
mountains, no white mist and brightness of 
the immaculate snow, no clouds driving 
through the sky, no sun, no moon, no day, 
no night. We do not thank God enough 
for the visions that come through our eyes. 

Could nothing be done for these children ? 
I walked over to the hospital and interviewed 
the doctor. "I have given them every atten
tion,11 he replies to my questioning, "unless 
they can get to Sydney very quickly, Fm 
afraid nothing more can be done. What 
about you taking them down to Wilcannia 
with you ?" 

"Well, D o c , Fm not going back for some 
time. My work takes me further out-back.11 

After discussing the matter for some time, 
we are compelled to abandon the idea of get
ting them away, at any rate, for a few days. 

My work takes me far away from Tiboo
burra, visiting some of the lonely ones, and 
I dp not return to Wilcannia until Tuesday, 
the 11th of January. On arrival at Wilcan
nia, I find the Hostel people on vacation, and 
meet a new worker in the persons of Sister 
Agnes McGregor. 

Wednesday morning finds me clearing up 
the remains of a dust-storm. What terrible 
things dust-storms are ! I am inclined to 
think that the average English housewife 
would go stark, staring mad if she had to put 
up with out-back conditions. But more of 
that anon. 

I hear a knock at the door, and on open
ing it I see Mr. White, with my young 
friends, Ted and Gracie. "Fve brought them, 
Mr. Thorpe,11 he explains. "Can you ar
range for them to be sent to Sydney ?11 

What am I to do ? We cannot send 
them by mail, as their eyes need constant 
attention. My decision is soon made. W e 
will take them to Cobar and hand them over 
to the resident minister. Sister Agnes, with 
a woman's sympathy and understanding, will 
give them full attention and make them very 
comfortable. And so, after a brief consulta
tion we decided to start for Cobar on the 
morrow. 

Together we make up beds and then our 
young guests are supplied with tea and cakes. 
Ted and Gracie are very, very shy and re
served. We (Sister and I) launch attacks in 
the shape of picture books (Sister has ten
derly bathed their eyes and already they 
seem much better), luscious grapes, and soon 
we are chatting away like old friends. 

We assure the father that everything pos
sible will be done for the children, and he 
leaves for Tibooburra, rejoicing that there is 
still hope of his boy and girl having their 
eyesight restored. 

Bed-time ! Sister Agnes "tucks11 the chil
dren snugly in bed, and with a cheery "Good
night,11 leaves us together. 

"Do you say your prayers ?" I ask. t "Pray
ers ! What's that ?" says Ted. "Do you 
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know, Gracie ?" "No," says Gracie, "do 
you ?" 

I kneel down and say to them, "Now you 
say this little prayer after me." We voice 
the simple prayer, "Gentle Jesus" : "God 
bless dad and mum," and their childish voices 
seem to have an added earnestness as we con' 
elude in petition, "make us better, §o that 
we can see again." 

The unutterable pathos of it all ! I pray 
that our Great Physician, Whose power is 
the same yesterday, to-day, and forever," will 
touch these eyes and give them back precious 
sight. 

Next morning we are astir betimes, prepay 
for the long "trek" to Cobar, 160 miles 

distant from Wilcannia. 
First I empty the van, and we place inside 

two matresses and make up comfortable beds 
for our young friends. A supply of sand' 
wiches, biscuits, grapes and water, and we 
are ready for the track. 

It is a terribly hot day, 115 degrees in the 
shade. It's a long, dreary road to Cobar— 
even with ideal conditions. To'day the sun 
blazes down pitilessly, and the dust fills our 
eyes, ears and mouths. But what matters 
the discomforts when on an errand of mercy ! 

Ted and Gracie are laughing and talking 
in spite of the fact that it must be unbear' 
ably hot in the van, and their childish voices 
ring out above the hum of the engine. 

They are on their way to the "city beauti' 
ful." Romance is here, indeed. Sydney, 
with its hurrying crowds, its fine buildings, 
wonderful shops, its glorious harbour—a 
veritable fairyland. Ted and Gracie have 
never seen train, tram or sea. Sand'flies, 
mosquitoes, heat—these are sum total of a 
life out'back. 

You boys and girls who live in Sydney 
and other large towns, thank God that your 
lot is cast in pleasant places. 

And the "Sun" representative tells us they 
want to go back. Of course they do. Aren't 
dad and mum, brothers and sisters there ?— 
their all, their world. And what a going 
back it will be. Pray God they will be able 
to see Tibooburra, that city of rocks and 
sunsets, out of eyes that are clear and do 
not pain. 

Our journey to Cobar was not without in' 
cident. A puncture—as usual—at a spot 
where no shade can be found for the van, 
means work. 

Sister and the two children walk over to 
a small tree and sit down under its welcome 
shade. I get to work on the tyre. Phew ! 
How hot it is ! When I pick up the tools 
from off the ground they feel like hot pokers. 

We call at several homesteads on the way, 
and, of course, have to explain our mission. 
Bush hospitality is proverbial, and our friends 
on the Cobar road are no exception to the 
rule. Ted and Gracie are simply over' 
whelmed with gifts (not forgetting ourselves), 
and I have vivid recollections of a short stay 
at Wells' Meadows Hotel. Mrs. Wells (gen
erous always) gave Ted and Gracie huge tum
blers of mineral water (strawberry, I think). 
Ted seized his with a delightful cry of "Look, 
Gracie, look !" and performed the vanishing 
trick with remarkable rapidity. 

I feel sure Sister Agnes and I set un a 
record in tea-drinking that day, to say nothing 
of iced drinks at Cobar. We arrived at Cobar 
about 3 p.m. and handed over our young 
friends to the Rev. King, who assured us 
they would be tenderly cared for and taken 
to Sydney the following day. 

We set out on the return journey about 
5 p.m., and travelled until 11.30 p.m. I 
think we were too tired to sleep—certainly 
I was ; we had travelled considerably over 
300 miles that day. 

Sister Agnes exhibited remarkable fortitude 
on this trip. Remember she had only been 
out'back a few weeks. She had to do all 
the gate'opening and tend the children under 
exceptionally trying conditions, and I know 
she felt the strain for many days after. 

And so, after an interval of five months, 
we read that Ted and Gracie are well on the 
way to recovery. We praise God for that and 
for the privilege of being able (as represen' 
tatives of the B.C.A.) to render service in 
this way. Rejoicing in their partial restora' 
tion, we ask readers to join with us in prayer 
for our young friends, Ted and Gracie, and 
all others who live in lonely places. 

"Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of 
the least of these, My children, ye have 
done it unto Me." 

ERNEST G. THORPE, 
Bush Mission Van. 

EYRE'S PENINSULA MISSION. 

Cummins district, Willochra diocese, is a 
typical B.C.A. sphere of action. There is the 
usual hundred miles up to the road to the 
top of the district—and such a road it is ! 
The late missioner travelled through any 
parish but his own to get there, and avoided 
the track along the railway line. 

It seems an aniti'dimax, but the first neces
sity in spreading the "good news" here is a 
road through the district. The early Chris' 
tians. were known as the "way," therefore 
one must be found, and sixty miles of stone, 
sand, and mud must be overcome. The Com' 
missioner of Highways is interviewed ; £1,000 
is asked for. He parries with £300 for the 
district in which we live. The road is 
through three shires, so the faithful have to 
be stirred up to carry on the agitation by 
means of petitions, which we hope will shortly 
bear fruit. The Migration Commission are 
spending money freely. The Water Com' 
mission are at last reticulating the water, and 
the land is being taken up. A big increase in 
population is expected within the next ten 
years. Thanks to the B.C.A. and a Home 
Mission grant, the old Church will be here 
to meet them. 

There is no Anglican Church at present 
within the area. In fact there are only two 
small Methodist buildings along the whole 
length of the line from Port Lincoln to 
Thevenard, a distance of 270 miles. Sites 
have been procured in seven centres, and 
building funds started in two places. A good 
deal of work is done among the pipe trackers 
and railway men. Travelling in the train 
one sees a good deal of them, and 
language and beer soon lead on to a 
straight gospel talk. A "Blue brake van" 
has to be seen to be believed in. It is a cross 
between a truck and an ordinary van. There 
is no light, and boarding a goods train at 
4 a.m. one steps warily as there is bound 
to be blanket-wrapped forms on the floor. 
Waterworks engineer, navvy, and missioner 
are enveloped in a common friendship, as 
hard to believe in as the common misery of 
which it is borne. "Fve got plenty of beer— 
help yourself" is the greeting. "No, thank 
you ; try some of the waters of life instead," 
is the reply. Result : relapse of the dark 
form into the blanket. Half an hour later 

their 
good 

he renews the subject. Drink, his trouble^, 
leads on to a talk about his soul and salva
tion in Christ. He relapses again—put off 
to sleep trying to think who his companion 
can be. Conversation finally finishes at 5 a.m. 
when Cummins is reached. I do not know 
the man's name or face, nor he mine ; but I 
have looked into his soul, and he into the 
face of eternity. 

A former railway engineer wanders into* 
the little prayer meeting the worse for liquor. 
We meet again next day. The issues of life 
and death are put plainly before him. 
"What about the unsophisticated mob," he 
persistently queries, "who are going to hell ?" 
"Why make one more ?" is the reply. He 
thinks it true, and retires to think it over,, 
and with yours and my prayers, gentle reader,, 
let us hope he will make the grand decision. 

An instructing engineer on the railways, 
although a Roman Catholic, is greatly inter
ested in the second coming of Christ. W e 
have many talks together, and I procure him 
literature on the subject. 

The people on the land are a different 
proposition. Here the gentle streams of grace: 
flow easily. The moral basis is good, and 
even the careless are soon wakened out of 
indifference by prayer and fellowship. The 
parents have to be shown that young chil
dren can be prayed with. Prayer is suggested 
to a mother with five youngsters. She thinks 
it impossible. "Have mercy on me and my 
children !" But we do try. She holds the 
three youngest. I get a firm hold on the 
boy, who is sport enough to know the game 
is up, and begins to take an interest. The 
eldest girl is invited to sit on a chair ; moves 
towards it sideways, with eyes on the mis
sioner as if fascinated ; only half sits on it, 
slides off, and bangs her head against the: 
sideboard. Proceeds are interrupted till tears 
are dried and she is comforted. She makes 
another effort with another chair, and sits 
on it without mishap. The felt Presence of 
the Holy Spirit is with us in the devotions 
and simple story that follow. 

A young girl is dying of gastric T.B. T h e 
doctor gives her four hours to live, the meas
urements are given to the^ bush undertaker, 
and only that the mother revolts at the 
thought of it, the coffin would be made. The 
family have an aptitude for intercession. We 
gather round, hands are laid on, and the 
ancient promise of healing claimed. So far 
a steady progress towards recovery is being 
made. Pray that this miracle may be com
pleted. B.B.L. 

THE VAN'S VISIT TO MUNGINDI. 

During the month of July, the B.C.A. mis
sioner, with the van, spent over a fortnight 
in the border parish of Mungindi. Mr. 
Thorpe had travelled many hundreds of 
miles from Wilcannia to Mungindi, so after a 
day's rest a start was made, by the missioner 
and the vicar, to visit some portions of this 
extensive district. Two tours were outlined, 
and we kept very nearly to our plans, work
ing back by Sunday nights for service in the 
parish church at the end of each tour. 

The first tour was in what is known as 
the "Watercourse district." We set off from 
the V:. mrage on a cold afternoon. By sun
down we had paid three visits, and were-
then invited to spend the night with some-
good friends. On the road again next morn
ing, we visited some fencers, called at several 
station homes, and in the afternoon: had a. 
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baptismal service. 
In making for the next station, we got off 

the track for a time. Our way back to it led 
us through a large area of prickly pear. 
Here we saw an old sow with half a dosen 
young pigs trot across our path. The van 
was quickly stopped and we both set off to 
chase these wild pigs. Eventually one little 
squealer was caught, but not before the mis' 
sioner had fallen into a bunch of prickly 
pear. After this diversion we pressed on and 
reached another hospitable home for the 
night's rest. 

The next day included an examination of 
a noted artesian bore, visits to homes and a 
tiny township, and concluded with a service 
and baptism at night in a station home. 

On again the following day went the van 
for more visits to scattered homesteads, and 
.at dusk came to rest at a home where we 
were expected for the night. 

The morning after was Sunday, so after 
a short run we came to the regular monthly 
service place, where we had morning prayer 
and Holy Communion in a spacious dining 
room. Some forty people attended. The 
vicar administered the sacrament and 
preached, while the missioner read the les' 
son and gave the children's address. After 
lunch we hurried on about twenty-five miles 
to the little church at Weemelah for Even' 
song at 3 p.m., after which the vicar r e 
turned for service in Mungindi in his "Liz;,11 

which a friend drove out, while the mis' 
sioner stayed to conduct a "wireless service11 

at night. Although the night was about the 
coldest on record, Mr. Thorpe had quite a 
crowd to the first "wireless service11 in this 
church. 

The second tour started from Mungindi 
to the Boomi district. It was similar to the 
first—taken up with visits and services ; and 
over two hundred miles were covered. On 
this trip we were unfortunate enough to break 
a low'lying telephone wire, which caught on 
the top of the van, so an hour was lost in 
repairs, which were effected in perhaps a 
crude way. To a nearby homestead we went 
to report our accident in not too happy a 
frame of mind, but what a relief when on 
going to the door a voice was heard inside 
speaking on the telephone ! So our first 
attempts at doing a linesman's work were 
satisfactory. 

Besides the tours undertaken with the 
vicar, the missioner gave the G.F.S. of one 
distant township a wireless exhibition, visited 
schools and distributed New Testaments at 
various places. Thus he was able to assist 
the work of this parish and help to streng' 
then the spiritual life of the people. 

The vicar thought that the van had two 
greater advantages over the parish Ford—it 
could travel faster, and had better springs. 

H. E. F. 

THE ANNUAL REPORT. 

Bush Church Aid Society. 

We feel that all our friends are entitled to 
a copy of our Annual Report, but space does 
not permit our publishing it in full in these 
columns. Also do we remember that "The 
Real Australian11 itself is a continuous report 
on our activities, and thus the need is not 
so great. Yet we are glad to set forth some 
extracts which may be of general interest to 
all. Please remember that they are only 
extracts. 

Annual Report for year ending December 
31st, 1926. 

In presenting the report for the past year, 
the Council desires humbly to give praise 
unto God for manifest tokens of His good' 
ness and mercy which have followed the 
work all the way through the year. Stand' 
ing as the Society does for the furtherance 
of the Gospel, we feel that through His grace 
we have been able to make known the mes' 
sage of that Gospel in many homes which 
otherwise may not have been reached, and 
that many out'back areas have shared in the 
ministry of the Church, which otherwise 
may have been denied them. The field is 
large and the harvest is plenteous, but the 
labourers are few. Australia needs the Gos' 
pel more than it needs anything else, and 
the Church of England is set in a place of 
peculiar responsibility with regard to that 
Gospel and to the people who dwell in our 
land. 
The Far West Mission, Willochra Diocese, 

South Australia. 
After more than five years1 arduous min' 

istry, the Rev. Neville Haviland was com' 
pelled, through ilhhealth of a serious char' 
acter, to give up a work which he loved and 
into which he had put some of the best years 
of his life. The Society will always be grate' 
ful to him for the ministry which he exer' 
cised, and for the development of the work 
of the Church which he was enabled to carry 
out. 

Following immediately upon Mr. Havi' 
land's departure, the Rev. B. B. Lousada 
carried on until a permanent appointment 
could be made. The forceful and prayerful 
ministry of the latter has been deeply appre' 
ciated and spiritual results were not a few 
in number during the few months of his stay 
in the Mission area. We are glad, as shall be 
seen later, that Mr. Lousada saw his way 
clear to remain with us, when a permanent 
appointment was made, though of course in 
another district. 

The Rev. F. H. Dillon, Th.L., was accepted 
by the Bishop of Willochra to succeed Mr. 
Haviland as Missioner'in'charge. With char' 
acteristic energy and enthusiasm, Mr. Dillon 
threw himself into the work, being ably 
assisted by Mr. C. Kemmis, a student pro' 
bationer of the Society, and also Mr. J. 
Vaughan. As a result of their labours we 
feel that the good name of the Church has 
been considerably enhanced, and that the 
B.C.A. has won the confidence and esteem 
of all in that far'off area. 

Under this heading we should give con' 
sideration to the work of our hospital in this 
mission area, which continues to 8 flourish 
under the matronship of Sister Percival. 
During the year we were able to add an 
operating theatre of most serviceable charac 
ter, as well as to equip same with the neces' 
sary table and apparatus. The Society wishes 
to place on record in this report its high 
appreciation of the work of Sister Percival. 
Her professional skill, coupled with her Chris' 
tian character, has given the Hospital and 
all that it stands for a wonderful standing 
in the big district roundabout. At Easter 
time we sent out to assist the matron, Sister 
Quine, of the Royal North Shore Hospital. 
Her help was sorely needed, owing to the 
growth of the hospital and of the number 
of patients. Sister Quine has ably seconded 
the efforts of the Matron, and in them both 
we feel that we have two workers of whom 
we may be proud. 

The Eyre's Peninsula Mission at Cummins, 
Willochra Diocese. 

At this point, for some years, the Rev. 
J. P. Owen has ministered to farmers, who 
are busy breaking up the malee scrub coun' 
try and turning it into a wheatfield. Work 
has not been easy nor always encouraging. 
The problem of roads has not been com' 
pletely solved, and so it is that to reach 
some of his preaching places eighty miles 
away, Mr. Owen has been compelled to take 
devious routes which have doubled his t rav 
elling as well as his time. To some of the 
nearer places he has elected to walk along 
the little railway line as being the best 
method of reaching his people. As the result 
of an invitation from a Sydney rector, Mr. 
Owen has concluded his ministry in Cum' 
mins and has taken up work in that diocese. 
The Society thanks him for his continuance 
in that difficult post, and remembers the 
excellent help also given by Mrs. Owen, who, 
as a trained nurse, has rendered splendid 
service to people in need. 

The West Darling Mission, in the Diocese 
of Riverina. 

The Rev. L. Daniels, B.A., who is in 
charge here, was chosen by the Colonial 
Continental Church Society as their Aus' 
tralian Deputation for 1926'7. As "locum11 

the Rev. William Brown has filled his place. 
The new car for the work of this mission 
(and for much help in securing the car we 
have to thank Mr. W. E. Shaw) has enabled 
the travelling necessitated in this area to be 
undertaken with less fears of mishaps and 
hold'Ups. Though only working for a short 
time of the period under review, Mr. Brown 
has been able to make a complete visit of all 
the scattered townships in the area. We are 
grateful to him for his readiness to under' 
take this post when a successor to Mr. Dan' 
iels was needed. 

The new feature about the work here has 
been the sending out of Sister Agnes M a c 
Gregor as a Bush Deaconess. It is the first 
time within knowledge that a Bush Deaconess 
has worked so far out'back, and the venture 
is to be regarded as an experiment. But we 
are confident, from advices to hand, that the 
experiment has been well worth while. 

Croajingolong Mission, Gippsland Diocese. 
Our three faithful workers still continue 

here : Miss Reece as Bush Deaconess, Sister 
Agnes Head as Nurse, and Mr. W. J. 
Fleming. Rugged country, mountain tracks 
and a heavy winter, as well as a scattered 
people, make the work of this mission by 
no means light. Miss Reece undertakes long 
journeys on horseback, and is able to bring 
sweetness and light into many a home. 
Sister Agnes Head has no hospital where 
she may deal with patients under conditions 
of ease. She has to travel and so deal with 
patients in their homes and wherever they 
need her. Mr. Fleming is equipped with a 
motor cycle, which on slippery roads does 
not represent the most comfortable mode of 
transit. But all the workers have continued 
stedfastly, and have abounded in the work of 
the Lord. 

The Motor Mission Van Work. 
Our pioneer Motor Missioner, Rev. E. L. 

Panelli, concluded his two years1 service in 
March, 1926. The full story of his travels, 
especially when he ventured out with the 
first van, which was mounted on a Ford 
chassis, will never be told. Only he knows it 



8 THE REAL AUSTRALIAN. October 8, 1927.. 

and in his modesty Mr. Panelli will not dis
close it. But the worth of his work is known, 
and many a family out-back which had never 
seen a parson in their home before has a 
blessed memory of his visits. His work will 
stand the judgment of that day. 

Mr. E. G. Thorpe, who came to us from 
the Colonial Continental Church Society, has 
taken on the van work, and already for the 
few weeks of his ministry we have had excel' 
lent reports. We admire his courage in 
facing the out'back with no knowledge of 
what it meant, but we are confident that he 
will win through. 

A new departure in van work was the 
sending out of the Ladies' Mission Van in 
May, under the charge of Sister Grace Syms 
and Miss Madeline De Labilliere. Here again 
we have sought to pioneer a work, for this 
is the first van to go forth into the country 
in the charge of women. The venture has 
been justified. In their travels, which have 
been described in the Society's journal, "The 
Real Australian," the workers have found 
wonderful opportunities of, new ministry. 

The Children's Hostel at Wilcannia. 
If ever the Society undertook a fine piece 

of work it has been in the case of the Chil' 
dren's Hostel. From the time of its es' 
tablishment under the late Rev. Fred Har ' 
vey and his wife, and right up to the present 
date, the Hostel has proved to be invaluable 
to the welfare of true Church'life in the 
Far West. The past year has seen some 
much'needed improvements in the building, 
but to complete the efficiency of the Hostel 
more are required. Our Hostel Matron has 
been the solid standby all through, and we 
thank Mrs. Mann for her real Christian min' 
istry, which she in this respect has exercised. 

THE LONELY HOME OUT-BACK. 
Far from the coast, 
Across the hills, 
Beyond the haunts of men ; 
Where sets the sun 
On endless plains, 
To rise o'er plains again. 
Where life is shorn 
Of most the joys 
And comforts of the town, 
All seven days 
A changeless round 
From sunrise to sundown. 
There is our home— 
A modest hut, 
Exposed to summer heat ; 
Nor shady tree, 
Nor water'brook 
To which one may retreat. 

Where childhood days 
Are passed unschooled, 
Where bides no teacher kind, 
Nor playmates romp, 
Nor scholars strive 
To cultivate the mind. 

A round of work, 
Week in, week out, 
With recreations rare ; 
Few social joys, 
Nor neighbours near, 
And lives depressed with care. 

Come ye, who love 
These souls of ours— 
Come with God's Living Word : 
With hearts inflamed, 
With hymn and prayer, 
With message from your Lord. 

Bring to, our lips 
The living draught, 
Salvation's wells provide, 
To quench soul-thirst, 
And draw us near 
To Him Who for us died. 

—J. McKERN 
OUR SUBSCRIBERS, 

Please keep your subscription paid up. 
Eighteen pence is a small sum to you, but 
to us, in an aggregate of many unpaid sub' 
scriptions, it is large indeed. We cannot do 
without it. If a subscription form is sent 
herewith, please regard it as a reminder that 
your subscription is due, and so remit to us 
at your earliest. You will see our address in 
another column. 

To the following we give many thanks for 
subscriptions received since last issue :—Mrs. 
C. Nutting, Miss V. Cole, Miss Philpot, Miss 
Summerbelle, Mrs. Wait, Miss F. Gray, Mrs. 
G. Elliott, Mrs. R. Kimpton, Mrs. Gardner, 
Miss K. Doak, V. McDonald, Robert Holder, 
Mrs. A. Geddes, Miss M. Olley, Miss Gee 
Shaw, F. W. Howieson, Mrs. M. M. Baseley, 
Miss Amy Bode, M. A. Sheehan, Miss A. M. 
Russell, Miss L. Daldy, Mrs. J. V. Morgan, 
Rev. A. C. Corlette, Mrs. J. Nevison, Mrs. 
A. S. Harrison, W. J. Hain, Miss A. Walker, 
Miss Doris Walkers Miss A. Fowler, Miss 
Nicholson, W. Edwards'Smith, Mrs. D. Israel, 
Mrs. A. A. Jones W. E. Dorling, Rev. J. 
Good, Miss Sutton, Mrs. M. Andrew, A. J. 
Jeffrey, V. G. Andrews, A. Morgan, Mrs. 
Rolfe, Mrs. J. Fitzgerald, Mrs. O. J. John
son, Mrs. Bartlett, Miss U. Parsons, Mrs. 
Ellington, E. M. Leslie, Edwards F. Rose, 
Miss D. Woolridge, Miss M. Longbottom, 
H. G. Organ, Mrs. Savage, Miss Haughton, 
Miss E. J. Bolton, Mrs. Black, Miss N. Slade, 
Miss E. Knowling, Mrs. A. E. Debenham, 
A. E. Rodda, Miss R. Why Foon, Miss 
Squires, Miss M. Bush, Mrs. Williams, Miss 
E. J. Phillips, W. E. Newell, Miss Eileen 
Hansard, Mr. Moneypenny, Miss S. Craig, 
Mrs. C. E. Stuckenschmidt, Miss Eva Sin-
clair, Mrs. Z. McNair, Miss U. Roadsknight, 
Miss G. Brown, Mrs. Felton, Miss F. M. 
Murphy, Miss Lindsay, C. Uebergang, Mrs. 
Slater, Mrs. Dewsnap, Mrs. Norris, Mrs. 
Watkins, Mrs. Barnet, Mrs. Angelo, W. 
Rowe, Mrs. R. Bailey, Mrs. Chilcot, Mrs. 
Perry, Mrs; Best, A. V. Thomas, Mrs. Astley, 
Mrs. Virtue, Mrs. M. Reynolds, Mrs. Good, 
Mrs. Whiting, Mrs. Muir, Miss Burchett, Miss 
Bennett, J. H. Dunn, R. A. Alcock, Mrs. 
R. F. Wyly, Mrs. Russell, E. Allman, Mrs. 
B. Friend, Miss M. E. Kelby, E. J. Drake, 
A. Rankin, H. G. Johnston, Mrs. J. D. Wil
liams, Mrs. J. Fletcher, Mrs. J. Spark, Miss I. 
Booth, Mrs. C. Gardner, Miss Miller, Mrs. 
A. Shellard, Mrs. F. M. Nixon, Mrs. B. Sel-
way, Mrs. Leeder, Mrs. F. Brown, Mrs. Ryne' 
hart, Miss E. Phillips, Miss M. Matthews, 
Archdeacon Hamilton, Mrs. Doward, Mrs. 
F. W. Simcocks, Miss Case, T. A. Dakin, 
Mrs. L. Hatton, Mrs. Cox, Mrs. Donkin, 
Miss Rapley, Mrs. Toms, Mrs. Jesson, Mrs. 
Cane, I. M. Bryant, Miss E. Newton, A. J. 
Wright, Mrs. Mallett, Mrs. Nairn, Miss 
Davies, Miss McCoskey, Mrs. C. C. Hughes, 
Mrs. Todd, Mrs. Dunn, Mrs. Watts, Miss R. 
Parker, Mrs. Collis, Mrs. Carter, W. Cun
ningham, Mrs. Tomlinson, Mrs. M. Lanzius, 
Miss Scott, Mrs. Shepherd, Mrs. Nicolls, Miss 
E. Winton, Mrs. A. J. Smith, Mrs. Bennett, 
Mr. Kearney, O. Wrench, Miss M. Sharp, 
Miss Thomas, Mrs. Von Stieglitz, Miss M. 
Dandridge, Mrs. Benny, Mrs. Ainsworth, 
Gladys Hampel, Miss W. Bousall, Mrs. Was' 

ley, Mrs. Allenden, Mrs. Holm, Mrs. Hallamr, 
Mrs. Sparkes, Mrs. Forbes, Mrs. Middleton, 
Mrs. Hayward, Mrs. Jones, Mrs. Melrose,, 
Mrs.; H. W. Dyason, Mrs. Davidson, Mrs. 
Warne, Harold Main, Nancy Coates, Mrs. 
Maiden, Mrs. W. F. Bott, Mrs. A. L. Pank-
hurst, Miss M. Duck, Miss Allnutt, Mrs. God' 
frey, Rev. A. R. Shaw, Miss Fiuhardinge, 
Miss B. McKnight, Mrs. Ruthven, Mrs. For
syth, Mrs. Perdriau, Toose Bros., Mrs. Ben-
nett, Mrs. Napper, W. H. Reeves, Miss J„-
Enmark, N . Macey. 

THE PLACE OF PRAYER. 
The best answers to prayer are those we: 

have to wait and trust for. If we are an' 
swered quickly, let us be thankful ; but let 
us be assured that byand'by God wilB 
change His method with us, and that we shall-
often have to wait. 

"I shall cry unto God . . . . that 
performeth all things for us" (Psalm vii. 2).-
Every such prayer must be answered, but we' 
must wait God's time and way. "Let pa^ 
tience have her perfect work." (Selected.) 

We ask our friends to continue in prayer" 
for the following :— 
Sunday—For the work of the Church of God1' 

in far-off and lonely areas of Australia,* 
especially remembering those who in their" 
isolation have not opportunities of fellow 
ship and common prayer. 

Monday—For the Organising Missioner, andi 
all workers at the Office. For the Victorian 
Deputation Secretary and his helpers. For 
all students, both men and women, pre
paring for ministry under the B.C.A. Also* 
for nurses awaiting location or in training. 

Tuesday—For Wilcannia-West Darling Mis
sion, Rev. W. R. Brown and Sister Agnes-
(Deaconess). 

Wednesday—For Eyre's Peninsula Mission 
(Willochra), Rev. B. B. Lousada. For 
Far West Mission (Willochra), Rev. F. R. 
Dillon ; C. A. Kemmis, J. Vaughan (Lay 
Brothers). For the B.C.A. Mission Hos
pital with Matron Percival and Sister' 
Quine and their helpers. 

Thursday—For East Gippsland, Sister Agnes 
(Nurse), Miss Reece, C. J. Nash (Mis
sioner). For Yallourn Camp, Nurse Cham
berlain. For Bendigo Bush Deaconess, Sis
ter Mabel. 

Friday—For Wilcannia Hostel, Mrs. Mann, 
the workers, the children, their parents. 
For Eildon Weir, Wangaratta. 

Saturday—For Motor Mission Van workers, 
Mr. E. G. Thorpe and the two Van Sis
ters, Sister Grace Syms and Miss de Labil
liere ; the Sunday School by Post ; the 
Society's deputation work ; Bark Hut hold
ers ; and all our helpers and givers. 

Every Day—Pray that "God will send forth 
labourers into His harvest"; and that its 

workers have courage to go in. 

Give thanks for : 
God's manifest blessing upon our work of 

the past year. 
Generous response of so many to call of 

our need. 
Spreading sympathy towards and interest 

in B.C.A. Mission Van work. 
Increased number of children in Wilcannia 

Hostel. 
Spirit of enquiry and offers of service by 

men and women. 
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