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PERSONAL. 

It is not too late to tender heartiest 
birthday greetings to our beloved Presi' 
dent, the Right Rev. John Douse Langley, 
Bishop, on the occasion of his ninety 
third birthday, May 17th, 1929. On the 
actual day a congratulatory telegram was 
forwarded to him from Headquarters 
Office ; we are sure that every B.C.A. 
friend wishes our revered President the 
richest blessing of God on his long and 
wonderful life. 

•§• •§• •§• 
Our congratulations to Rev. Tom Jones 

on the occasion of his marriage to Miss 
Lucy Vincent, of Strathfield. The wed-
ding took place at Holy Trinity, Dulwich 
Hill on April 6th, the Rev. S. J. Kirkby 
(Organising Missioner) officiating. The 
Rev. F. Tugwell, Rector of Dulwich Hill, 
assisted. A happy event it was, with 
many friends preseint. We are sure that 
all readers tender their best wishes to 
the couple. God bless them ! 

IN MEMORIAM. 

Mrs. W. E. Shaw, of Austinmer.—If 
ever the B.C.A. had a kind, generous 
friend, surely it was in Mrs. Shaw, who, 
after much suffering was called Home to 
God in May. Right from the incep-
tion she took an earnest interest in the 
B.C.A., keen as she was to promote evan-
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gelical religion in our land. With her hus-
band (the late W. E. Shaw, Esq.), she 
joined in enabling us to send out the first 
B.C.A. Bush Deaconess, and shall we ever 
forget her readiness in providing a sadly 
needed motor car for the work of the 
late Rev. F. W. Harvey, who was our 
Missioner at Wilcannia. All through the 
years her goodness showed itself in so 
many gracious and generous gifts ; and 
her giving was always with sincere love 
and personal interest. She knew B.C.A. 
work and workers, and her prayers fol-
lowed them. We shall miss this Christian 
lady of simple faith, whose deeds were 
always of piety and mercy, and who 
abounded in the work of the Lord. God 
be praised for His saints ! 

T. C. J. Forster, Esq., of Sydney.—A 
quiet, unobtrusive friend, who from year 
to year remembered the B.C.A. A church-
man unafraid to call himself a Protestant, 
his trained legal mind greatly helped in 
many a good cause. How much the 
Church to-day needs men of sound convic-
tions and sincere Christian faith ! Our 
friend was one. Our sympathy goes out 
to all who mourn his loss. 

Miss A. A. Mann.—May we not justly 
describe her "a friend of God" ? Miss 
Mann will always be known as "the Ma-
tron,1' from her great and wonderful work 
at the Ryde Home for Incurables. The 
whole of her life, together with her train-
ing as a nurse, was given to God to be 
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used for the sick and suffering. She was 
the inspiration of the Home (it was 
founded upon her earlier work in the 
poorer parts of the city of Sydney), and 
God gave it His blessing through her 
ministry. Up to the last she was busy 
in deeds of goodness and love. The 
B.C.A. was in her heart right from its 
beginning and many were the secret gifts 
she made. How God must have joy in 
such saints ! 

NEW WORKERS. 

We rejoice at the constant accessions 
to our number. As workers retire through 
expiration of service-periods, new ones 
•come forward. 

Rev. F. H . Meyer, Th.L., comes to the 
Headquarters office to fill the post of 
Assistant Secretary. Recently he has been 
ministering in All Souls1, Leichhardt— 
a parish where B.C.A. interests have place. 
A big welcome is tendered to him, and 
we ask all our friends everywhere to give 
him good cheer in his new work. Mr. 
Meyer will also assist with deputation 
work, and clergy will find it a privilege 
to have him telling the B.C.A. message 
in their parishes. 

Sister Agnes Lunelle accepted the post 
of B.C.A. nurse in the Croajingolong 
area. She comes to us with a great ex' 
perience and high qualifications in all de' 
partments of nursing service, and we are 
confident that all the good work done in 
the past by B.C.A. sisters will be car-
ried on. Extracts from a letter sent to 
a B.C.A. friend are published in another 
column. They will serve as a splendid 
introduction of Sister Agnes Lundie to 
all our readers. 

Sister Lorraine Staughton has gone 
forth on the Sisters' Motor Mission Van, 
under Sister Kathleen Northcott. She 
had an excellent training during her two 
years course at the Melbourne Bible In-
stitute. 

Rev. V. W. Mitchell, Th.L., has been 
appointed to carry on the work of our 
Men's Mission Van. Mr. Mitchell's ex-
perience in van work under the Church 
Army, also as Curate at Dulwich Hill, 
N.S.W., will prove valuable. He will be 
leaving for the "Far Country11 at the be-
ginning of June. 

To all these workers we give hearty 
welcome in God's Name. 

<"A N I G H T MUCH T O BE OBSERVED 
U N T O THE LORD." 

Such is the impressive phrase used in 
the Scriptures of the great Passover in 
Egypt. In humbler way we of the 
B.C.A. would venture to use such phrase 
concerning the birth-night of the Society, 
May 26th, 1919, ten years ago. The 
occasion has been much in our thoughts 
recently, because we feel that we have 
completed an important period of our 
existence. 

It is not proposed that a history of the 
Society, should be begun in this brief 
note. That may be undertaken at a 
later date. But the tenth birthday gives 
rise to reminiscence. 

The night of May 26th, 1919, was one 
of heavy rain and not more than twenty-
four people (we have a complete list of 
names ; "the four and twenty elders" we 
now entitle them), ventured out to the 
meeting in the Lower Hall of St. An ' 
drewvs Chapter House, Sydney. The late 
and revered Bishop Pain was in the chair, 
and the aims and constitution of the So' 
ciety were expounded by the Rev. Canon 
Langley (our Hon. Clerical Secretary), 
and the Rev. (now Bishop) G. E. Cham' 
bers. On the adoption of the constitu' 
tion the Society was brought into being, 
and our present Hon. Treasurer (Mr. T 
S. Holt) commenced the good work of 
taking subscriptions. The Society had 
no funds otherwise. The first name ap' 
pearing on the Society's books as a sub' 
scriber is that of Rev. C. Stubbin (now 
Rector of Ryde). Others, including that 
of the present Organising Missioner, fol-
low in close succession. Not the least 
interesting fact is that the meeting was 
attended by two ladies, who still are keen 
and loyal supporters of the B.C.A. : Mrs. 
E. Bragg, of Croydon, and Miss Foulcher, 
of Ryde. 

The Organising Missioner was not 
chosen until late in the following Sep' 
tember, and actual mission work did not 
commence until he was free for such work 
on January 1st, 1920. Thus the celebra' 
tion of the tenth anniversary of the So' 
ciety belongs rather to the year 1930, 
when, doubtless, it will be made a special 
feature. Perhaps the foregoing facts will 
prepare all our readers for the celebrations 
of next year. 

Our present reflections only remind us 
that the birth-night of the B.C.A. was 
unpretentious. The press, the pulpit, 
and the public gave it no notice. May 
26th, 1919, was (to borrow another Scrip' 
ture phrase) "a day of small things.11 

Yet have we not learned, as we have 
gone from year to year in our ever'grow' 
ing work, the meaning of the verse, "Not 
by might, nor by power, but by My 
Spirit, saith the Lord of Hosts" ? 

VICTORIAN NOTES. 

Victorian friends gathered in encour' 
aging numbers at the Rally held in St. 
Paul's Chapter House in Tuesday, April 
30th. The speaker of the Victorian Legis' 
lative Assembly, Sir Alexander Peacock, 
took the chair, and cheered us all by a 
heartening speech, and, may we add, by 
infectious laughter. The Organising Mis' 
sioner outlined the ever'growing work of 
the Society, and impressive details of such 
work were given by Rev. W. I. Fleming, 
of Werrimul, and Student T. Gee, who 
had joined in our ministry along the 
Great Australian Bight. Despite the 
rather late hour, the audience remained 
to view the new, pictures of B.C.A. min' 
istry out'back which were screened at 
the close. A good meeting indeed ! 

Our thanks to Mr. H. Tisdall, of 
Cohuna, for his gift of a wireless set for 
the B.C.A. Hospital at Ceduna. Also must 
we express appreciation of the services 
rendered by Miss Woods, who audited 
the Victorian accounts for 1928. 

We rejoice to find Victorian friends 
taking a share in the Mungindi Hostel 
fund. This work is truly Australian, and 
we still invite their help, so that the 
Hostel may be opened free from debt. 

Good response has been made by many 
friends for the needs of Mr. Fleming's 
work in St. Arnaud Diocese. Supplies 
came from St. Mary's Mothers' Union, 
South Camberwell, also from Crib Point 
Naval Depot, per Mrs. Snook, of South 
Yarra ; as well from Mrs. Anderson, of 
Range Road, South Camberwell. These-
gifts are valuable auxiliaries to our mis-
sion ministry, and the B.C.A. thanks all 
such friends. 

We expect a great number of Victorian 
children to join up in our Kookaburra 
Club, the new B.C.A. Birthday Band. It 
is something truly Australian. Read the 
article about it in another column. 

The Ladies1 Guild of St. Matthew's, 
Prahan, have set a fine example to others. 
They have decided to devote their efforts 
for this year to the work of the B.C.A. 
in its hospitals and its Mallee Mission. 
Already they have proved their earnest-
ness by their gifts, and more are yet to 
follow. The Victorian office will be glad 
to hear of other guilds willing to help in 
the same way. • 

THE ONE GREAT DATE OF THE 
YEAR. 

There is no meeting that surpasses the 
Annual Rally of the Bush Church Aid 
Society in brightness, inspiration, and in-
terest. It is a great experience to see 
the Chapter House of St. Andrew's 
Cathedral packed (both floor and gal-
leries) ; to see friends thankfully accepting 
seats on the stairways ; to hear the up-
lifting singing ; to catch from the speak-
ers the vision of a big work for God ; and 
to join in a thank-oifering running into 
three figures. B.C.A. work, so truly Aus-
tralian, so definitely evangelical, carries an 
appeal which all churchpeople acknow-
ledge. The Society's "out-back" activ-
ities ; its Mission Hospitals, its Children's 
Hostels, its Mission Van work, its A e r c 
plane Ministry, its Sunday School by 
Post, its travelling Padres and Deaconesses, 
stand for the Gospel. People know this, 
and one meeting of the year which they 
do not like to miss is the B.C.A. Annual 
Rally. 

This year it will be held (D.V.) on 
Tuesday, August 13th, at 7.45 p.m., and 
in St. Andrew's Cathedral Chapter House, 
too. As Chairman we shall have Sir 
Kelso King, K.B., a long-standing friend 
of our Society, and whose knowledge of 
pioneer conditions in earlier days has given 
him a wide sympathy with bush mission-
ary work. We are cheered to have so 
distinguished a citizen leading our meet' 
ing. 

Among the speakers will be the Rev. 
L. Daniels, B.A., who since last June has 
carried on an intrepid ministry (he will 
deny this, but it is true all the same.— 
Editor "R.A.11) in the West Darling in 
his "Moth11 aeroplane. The Gospel by 
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air is the feature of his ministry, which 
reaches people hundreds of miles away 
from his centre at Wilcannia. "Real Aus-
tralian11 readers must come and hear his 
story. 

Everyone will be keen to see the new 
pictures of our work. We shall not fail 
to supply this attractive feature. People 
will see as well as hear what is being 
done by the Society. 

One thing must be said. It is impera-
tive that people come early. The meeting 
will begin promptly at 7.45 p.m., but 
there will be little hope of getting a good 
seat after 7.30. Past experience compels 
us to stress this. We promise that the 
waiting time will pass brightly. Every-
body will be "keyed up11 for the meeting 
to follow. 

Our Rally is always our thanksgiving, 
and friends always make it an occasion 
of a thank-offering. Last year we asked 
our B.C.A. supporters to let the thank-
offering reach £100. For that also we 
earnestly prayed. Before the meeting 
commenced "Real Australian11 readers had 
sent in £93, and at the close of the Rally 
the sum of £165 in all was received. This 
to the glory of God ! Shall we in the 
faith of God dare bigger things this year ? 
Last year we asked for £100, this year 
we ask for £150. 

H O W CAN THIS £150 be OBTAIN-
ED ? WTe must help our friends by giv-
ing a practical answer to that important 
question. Will our readers follow the 
lead thus given. 

1. Pray daily that God will pour out 
the spirit of liberality upon all B.C.A. 
friends. As in time past we append a 
prayer on our last page. Use it daily, 
and ask your Rector to give it a place in 
the devotions of the Church. Don't stop 
praying. 

2. Mark the date—Tuesday, August 
13th—and give all your friends a cordial 
invitation to join you as a B.C.A. party. 
Do not come alone. Arrange to bring 
others with you, and tell them of our 
£150 objective. Don't stop inviting. 

3. The Society has completed over nine 
years of service for the Church in Aus-
tralia. From the date of issue of this 
paper to the Annual Rally there are nine 
weeks. A coincidence in nines this, but 
we must turn it to good use. Will our 
friends begin right away and save us nine 
florins? It can be done, and 18/- will 
be easily saved. If two hundred out 
of our five thousand readers did that, and 
sent in the total amount of their savings 
to us, we should then have £30 more 
than we have asked for. Others perhaps 
can save nine single shillings, others nine 
sixpences, and children perhaps can help 
by putting aside nine threepences or pen-
nies, We are even bold enough to ask 
some of our friends to save up nine £1 
notes, or perhaps 10/- notes. We set our 
plan before our readers, who never fail 
us in any of our appeals. We do not ask 
in faith for the sum of £150 ; we claim 
it in faith. Will our people allow them-
selves to be the stewards of God's giving ? 
With this end in view we are sending 
"Real Australian11 readers, who live in or 
near Sydney, a thank-offering envelope (it 
is enclosed with this paper) : they will 

like to use it to hold their self-denial, and 
to,hand it in at the meeting. Don;t stop 
saving. 

4. Friends who can not attend the 
meeting can share in the effort by sending 
in their gift by cheque or postal note. 
We will hold same and present it with 
the thank-offering on the night of the 
Rally. Many did this last year. Will 
they do it again ? Don't stop sending. 

5. Sunday School superintendents and 
teachers can interest their scholars by tell-
ing them of our work and of our Rally, 
and by encouraging their special gifts. 
What a magnificent thing if each Sunday 
School came in with a special thank-
offering. Don't stop telling. 

6. Rectors can put into their parish 
paper a good notice about our Rally, and 
stir up their people to attend. A com-
mendatory notice in Church about the 
meeting will make a great difference. Will 
Rectors please keep the date quite free ? 
Don't stop helping. 

7. Write to your friends and put this 
£150 challenge before them. Ask them 
to reply by sending to you a postal note 
or stamps. Gifts like these will accumu-
late, and you can be the steward of their 
generosity. Don't stop writing. 

One final word. This year, and just 
preceding the hour of the Rally, we shall 
have a B.C.A. Tea in the Lower Hall of 
the Chapter House. We have never had 
such before. But it will be a help, especi-
ally to those who are engaged in business 
in the city and cannot travel home before 
the meeting. Come to the Lower Hall. 
We can promise a hearty tea and the 
best of fellowship. Tickets for the tea 
are 1/3 each, and we must sell 150. Pur-
chase from our office at the Diocesan 
Church House, St. Andrew's Cathedral, 
George Street, Sydney, or from any of 
our parish representatives. 

We go ahead in faith. The Chapter 
House will hold 700 people. We shall see 
at least 700 there. God has blessed us in 
the past and we know that His blessing 
is towards us for the present. May all 
B.C.A. friends rise up and take part in 
the Rally so as to share that blessing of 
His. 

THE MOST DARING MINISTRY IN 
AUSTRALIA. 

The "Real Australian11 counts itself 
happy in securing the following article 
(the title is the Editor's) from the Rev. 
Leonard Daniels of Wilcannia. Readers 
will find it of absorbing interest, and will 
surely stand in to help so fine a work. 
The vision of extension of such a min-
istry which Mr. Daniels puts before us 
in the closing paragraphs awaits materia-
lisation. It can be done. The "Moth11 

at Wilcannia is the first and, so far as 
we know, the only aeroplane in Australia 
to be used exclusively for the ministry of 
the Gospel. Do not let it be the last. 
"The King's business is of paramount im-
portance. Isn't it time we began to plan 
for another ? 

Up and Over the Mountains. 
Come with me in the "Moth,11 "Far 

West11 (G-AUGM), up from Melbourne 
to Wilcannia. I have just taken the 

machine down for overhaul, after its first, 
year's work. Now that it is tuned up 
you need have no trepidation—the pulse 
of the Cirrus is regular and steady. We 
leave at dawn, preferably with a southerly 
to waft us homeward. We climb steadily 
to four thousand feet in order to hop 
over Mt. Macedon. In an hour's time,, 
having left the mountains behind, we 
come over the plains of northern Vic-
toria. Across the Murray River at Echuca,. 
then Deniliquin, over seventy miles of 
sparsely populated country, and we reach 
the Murrumbidgee at Hay. Here we will 
leave our vplane in Australian Aerial Ser-
vice's hangar and call on the Bishop of 
Riverina. Six years ago Bishop Anderson 
took me up by car to induct me at Wil-
cannia. The journey took us two days, 
travelling all the time. We will now 
cover that 250 miles in three hours. 

As we leave Hay you will notice the 
land ahead looks very barren and very 
empty. Here and there every twenty 
miles or so you may spot a homestead 
or a tank. Crossing in succession the 
Lachlan, Willandra Creek, and the rail-
way (the last we shall see) at Ivanhoe„ 
then timbered country for fifty miles, and 
then an hour's flying brings us within 
sight of that snake-like river that stretches 
its weary length for 1,500 miles, from 
Queensland to South Australia—the River 
Darling, with its fringe of giant gum-
trees. If you look long and hard enough 
you will see a white spot on the river's, 
north-west bank. On dropping to 1,000 
feet it assumes a definite shape of a small 
township, with streets and a bridge. This 
is Wilcannia, the centre of our Church-
work. 

Just before landing note that nice-
looking stone building near the centre of 
the township—that is our church, built 
nearly fifty years ago by the pioneers ; 
and also that group of buildings (with the 
wireless poles) on the outskirts of the 
town—that is the B.C.A. Hostel, where 
we look after thirty-odd children from out-
back. The throttle is closed, we glide 
gently to the other side of the river, and 
flatten out on to a spacious aerodrome, 
with a splendid surface. We "taxi" up to 
a shed, swing the tail round on to a run-
away, fold the wings and push her in. 
The perfect " 'd rome," the neat little 
hangar, runway, etc., are all the work 
voluntarily done, of some of the men of 
Wilcannia. 

The 'Plane in the Parish. 
If the weather has been good on the 

journey, you will probably be anxious to 
take another trip or two with me across 
the parish to outlying centres. 

We leave for Menindie at dawn, calling 
in at Culpaulin (twenty miles) and Black-
gate (sixty-five miles)—stations en route. 
Another thirty-five miles sees us over 
Menindie. Navigation is easy here, we 
simply follow the river and cut across 
bends. A spacious aerodrome (three 
miles across and flat as a billiard table) 
greets us at Menindie—just as God made 
it. T h e whole of the Australian Air 
Force could land there • simultaneously. 
Our Church Secretary meets us with a 
car and drives us into the township After 
the week-end there and services in our 
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new church, we set out early on Monday 
morning for the southern-most limit ot 
my parish—Tartna Point, fifty miles below 
Menindie. 

I shall not forget my last trip up from 
Tartna. We had held services there at 
the station, and were held up all the fol' 
lowing day by a violent dust'storm. It 
was necessary for me to be in Wilcannia 
that evening. About two hours before 
sunset the storm abated somewhat, and 
I set out for Wilcannia, 150 miles away. 
It was still rather "bumpy." At one 
point, near Weinteriga Station, an upward 
current of air carried me up two thousand 
feet in three minutes, and I had to reduce 
the engine to less than half throttle to 
prevent her climbing. The sun went 
down in a yellow haze of dust when I 
was about fifty miles from Wilcannia. 
Could I get in before the light was gone ? 
I opened the throttle and ran before the 
"'southerly buster," which got me in just 
as the last glimmer of day was vanishing. 

Its Importance in the Ministry. 
All of this is rather removed, you may 

say, from preaching the Gospel. So is 
driving a car. But they are means of 
transport, and for saving time and waste 
of human energy in digging sand, the 
"Moth" justifies itself. Every part of my 
parish is now within three hours of Wil-
cannia ; previously, by car, three days 
would not have sufficed. The upkeep, 
apart from that expensive mishap coming 
up last year, has been no more than that 
of a big car, the running expenses being 
.almost entirely met by the local people. 
Most of the stations have their aero' 
dromes, and those that have not official 
ones are usually very eager to make one. 

On the whole, in spite of many difii-
culties met with on this venture, I feel 
the 'plane has proved its worth and effici-
ency in this particular type of work for 
God, and believe that in course of time 
it will become the normal mode of travel 
for the parson with a sparsely populated 
district of more than ten thousand square 
miles in extent. Mine happens to be forty 
thousand square miles of country desti-
tute of good roads, and the nearest rail-
way over one hundred miles from Wil-
cannia (my centre). 

In the course of time I shall need an 
understudy "sky-pilot," as well as a more 
up-to-date machine. (My "Moth X" has 
already been superseded by the "Gipsy 
Moth" of better performance.) I wonder 
will they both be forthcoming for the 
most glorious work in the world, i.e., 
the ministry of Christ and His Church ? 

L. DANIELS. 

T O EVERY B.C.A. FRIEND. 

A scrutiny of our finances for period 
January 1st to May 31st, shows that 
whilst our total income is greater than 
that given for the same period last year, 
our Free Fund, by which the general 
work of the Society is carried on, is 
not so buoyant. Many gifts have this 
year been allocated especially to the Mun-
gindi Hostel Fund. This is right, and we 
continue to encourage our people to make 
such special gifts. But we are confident, 

notwithstanding the financial depression 
felt in all parts of Australia, that B.C.A. 
supporters will rally to our aid and keep 
our working finances in credit. Our ex' 
isting missions, with their Padres, Dea' 
conesses, and Nurses, must not be allowed 
to suffeer. We place the matter before 
our readers, believing that God will raise 
up those who will be stewards of His 
gifts, and who will minister to our needs. 

T H E KOOKABURRA CLUB. 

The B.C.A. Birthday Band. 

We have long felt the need of a closer 
link with the children who, in their homes, 
day schools, and Sunday Schools, show 
such keen interest in our growing B.C.A. 
work. In innumerable ways boys and 
girls have helped. They have caught the 
inspiration of our big land, Australia, and 
of our big work ; and by gifts and dona-
tions, the outcome of their own labours, 
they have so helped to build up our funds. 

These resources of youth we value. 
We desire to come into closer relation' 
ship thereto. It would be most unwise 
if we sought to establish some new young 
people's organisation in order to effect 
this relationship. The Church is carry 
ing about as much of such machinery as 
she can bear. The B.C.A. will not add 
more. 

But the link with our little folk will be 
personal. Thus we have decided to form 
a B.C.A. Birthday Band, which will work 
under the name of The Kookaburra Club. 
In fact it is in existence now, and already 
boys and girls are pressing to come into 
membership. The idea of the club ex-
plains itself. A birthday is one of the 
happiest in our year, even for some of 
us who are beyond the stage of youth. 
We like to receive remembrances on that 
day—a gift or a cheer'giving card. Our 
club will associate that great day with our 
big B.C.A. work. 

Conditions of membership are simple. 
We invite boys and girls and grown-ups, 
too, to send to our office name, birthday 
date, and one shilling as a membership 
fee. (That shilling will go to B.C.A. 
work.) In return we shall forward an 
artistic Kookaburra Card, with its happy 
message. (It is not a tiny card, but one 
worth hanging on the wall.) Also, each 
year as the birthday comes round we 
shall remember that happy occasion by 
sending a charming and appropriate birth' 
day card. Members will doubtless be glad 
to thank God for another year. Keep 
your membership in our Kookaburra Club 
alive by sending to us another shilling. 
So your birthday will stand each year for 
a mutual remembrance' of you by us and 
of us by you. 

We want at least one thousand mem-
bers. Who will send in their gift at 
once ? 

There is no restriction of age—anyone 
may join. Friends can interest others and 
send in the subscription (one shilling) 
for them. If you would like any dear 
ones who live overseas to become meni' 
bers, let us have their address, birthday 
date, and the shilling. We shall do the 
rest. They can all become "Kookaburras." 

Everybody will be glad to know that 
our club has the oldest Kookaburra in 
Australia. We stand quite alone in that 
respect. Our President, Bishop John D. 
Langley, was ninety-three years of age on 
May 17th last. He has joined our club 
and we are proud of him. We have not 
yet found out who is our youngest. Per-
haps some reader can nominate him. 

Now we know that this band will grow, 
and will be a joyful adjunct to our work. 
Keep an eye on this journal ; there will 
always be a special Kookaburra column 
each quarter. 

In the meantime join up. Send your 
fee with particulars to :— 

Rev. S. J. Kirkby, 
Organising Missioner, 

Bush Church Aid Society, 
George Street, Sydney, N.S.W. 

or Rev. K. B. J. Smith, 
Victorian Deputation Secretary, 

St. Paul's Cathedral, Flinders St., 
Melbourne. 

Mark your envelope "Kookaburra Club." 

T H E N E W B.C.A. HOSTEL A T 
MUNGINDI . 

The final £100 needed. 

No project of the B.C.A. has ever 
met with more ready and generous re-
sponse than the proposed Children's Hos-
tel an Mungindi. Clearly such a winsome 
work has appealed to the hearts of our 
people, and during the past quarter special 
donations have come in from friends in 
all the States. It is indeed gratifying to 
find the Australain spirit so manifest. 
B.C.A. supporters think in terms of the 
Continent, not of their respective States. 
This cheers us. 

At the present time we hold £700 in 
cash for the Hostel. It is imperative that 

we receive another £100 within 
the next month, so that the 
Hostel be opened without debt. 

Some Sunday Schools have accepted 
our suggestion, and propose to send us 
£2, at least, as a special donation, and 
thus provide one of the piles on which the 
building will be erected. We are con-
fident that they will not fail to keep the 
promise, but there is room for others 
to help. Let us have the joy of com-
mencing this great piece of work for God 
and little children without any worries. 

The land (a fine block near the church) 
has been given to us by Mr. B. Proctor, 
of Dudley Street, Coogee. He is a one-
time resident of Mungindi, and in this 
truly generous fashion has registered his 
interest in our work. 

Proper plans have been prepared by a 
good friend of the Society, Mr. E. Lind-
say Thompson, Junr., of Lindfield, who 
has freely given us help and advice, and 
has engaged himself on our behalf in a 
labour of love . To him our best thanks. 
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We shall have a model building, suit-
able to the climate of that far-off border 
town, and marked by comfort and con-
venience. It will be a building of which 
all our friends may well be proud. In 
our next issue we hope to be able to pub-
lish an illustration of the Hostel. We are 
sure that our friends will be pleased with 
it. 

It should be mentioned here that two 
ladies in New South Wales, who wish 
to remain anonymous, gave us £200 to 
provide the dormitories, as a memorial 
of a loved one who is "at home with 
the Lord.11 It will be our happy and 
sacred task to provide a little tablet mark-
ing the rooms as such. 

The question of furnishing the Hostel 
now claims attention. We have a fine 
sewing machine (an inestimable gift for a 
Hostel), an organ, and a gramophone and 
records already. That is a start. But 
other needs are enumerated here, because 
some friend may like to help by supplying 
them. We shall need twelve single beds, 
costing, with bedding, about £4 each. 
Lamps (hanging and table), new or sec-
ond-hand, will be welcome ; crockery, kit-
chen utensils, chairs, tables, towels, blan-
kets, sheets, pillow-slips, pictures, suitable 
ornaments, some easy chairs, floor cover-
ings, and all of those items, small or large, 
that go to make a home. Remember the 
B.C.A. Hostel will not be an institution, 
we shall make it a home. Perhaps some 
groups of individuals would like to help. 
Let us suggest that they arrange a kitchen 
evening (for utensils, etc.), or a linen 
evening (towels, sheets, curtains, table-
cloths, etc.). We should be happy to ar-
range for a speaker to address such a 
gathering, so that all helping may have 
a good idea what our work meant. Write 
at once to our office and tell us what 
can be done. 

So we commend this work of God to 
all our readers. The Hostel (as men-
tioned in an earlier issue) will stand as a 
witness for Christ and as a place of His 
Presence. It will give us a priceless 
opportunity for doing good. We shall be 
helping to bring children up in the love 
of God and in the way of His Command-
ments. 

Grateful acknowledgment will be made 
of all gifts sent to : 

Rev. S. J. Kirkby, B.A., 
Organizing Missioner, 

St. Andrew's Cathedral, 
George Street, Sydney, 

or to—Rev. K. B. ] . Smith, 
Victorian Deputationist, 

St. Paul's Cathedral, 
Melbourne. 

HEARTS OF OAK. 

Have you, fair reader, ever had the ex-
perience of standing on the brink of the 
unknown, or felt the abject loneliness of 
travelling through the sun-baked and 
almost waterless plains of some of Austra-
lia's great open spaces ? Such was the 
experience of an ambassador for Christ 
as he stood four-square, face to face with 
his work in Penong and outlying districts, 
and was prompted with the question : 
"Who is sufficient for such a stupendous 

task ?" But since then six months have 
passed, and the unknown is now the 
known. The road that had no end now 
terminates at some homely cottage, or 
your journey is punctuated by a crude 
school-house, a queer old battered land-
mark that belongs to past years, where a 
band of faithful Christians congregate to 
pay homage to their King. 

Even the loneliness has vanished, for 
in the many long and tedious journeys 
across the eternal plains one is made to 
realise the nearness of a Divine Com-
panion Who speaks words of comfort and 
encouragement, dispelling the phantoms 
of loneliness, and Who fills his heart 
with messages which he must needs 
impart to poor hungry souls. Yes, 
hungry not only spiritually, but, in a 
few cases, materially ; for the grim hand 
of old man drought has long been 
stretched across what now appears to be 
arid country holding to ridicule the pov-
erty and distress of the farmer and set-
tler. 

One's heart almost melts to see scat-
tered here and there carcases of sheep rot-
ting on the plains, with birds of prey 
engaged in their gluttonous feasts. Over-
head may be seen multitudinous crows 
gurgling their mournful dirge ere they 
sweep down upon unfortunate sheep that 
fall down exhausted, unable to combat 
the tyranny of the drought. 

The other day I saw a very sad spec-
tacle when travelling from Penong to 
Ceduna. A flock of about two hundred 
sheep were being driven to some destina-
tion unknown to me. They were appar-
ently being moved to some distant pas-
ture. The sheep looked wretchedly thin 
and miserable, but perhaps the most pa-
thetic of all was a lorry load of dying 
and dead sheep. The dying had doubt-
less fallen down by the wayside exhaus-
ted, and were picked up by the shepherd 
and placed upon the lorry with the hope 
of saving, if possible, a few of them, for 
sheep represent bread and butter to these 
stalwart men of the West. If only those 
dumb objects of their care could speak 
what a tale of woe they could tell ! 

The conditions brought about by the 
continued droughty weather is a living 
parable to folks living in the districts of 
the "Far West Mission" area, and any 
person living through the same train of 
circumstances. • 

We think of the Great Shepherd of 
humanity paying the supreme sacrifice on 
Calvary simply to save His sheep from a 
living death, from the barrenness of a 
spiritual drought. Just as the gentle rain 
falls from heaven to earth to refresh the 
weary land and give new life to the dying 
vegetation, so the Blood of Christ clean-
seth us from sin as it falls on our guilty 
hearts, dispelling the conditions of a spir-
itual drought and bringing regeneration 
by an inflow of the Holy Spirit to a dying 
life. 

This is the message that the B.C.A. 
representative gives to his flock away in 
the Far West Mission area. Poor souls, 
they do at times feel despondent and a 
little rebellious as they see their sheep 
die and no results from their wheat. But 
as they partake of the sacred Elements, 
symbolical of our Lord's Sacrifice, their 

hearts soften and their minds turn to 
their own sacrifices, which are typified in 
the Divine. The faithful love to hear the 
"wonderful words of life," even though 
spoken by a "weak earthen vessel," for 
they give peace to their souls and strike 
a note of harmony, blotting out the dis-
cordant notes round about them. 

In the Far West districts of South Aus-
tralia the sand-storms have been terrific ; 
but the worst I have experienced since 
my sojourn in these parts was on the 
19th May. I left Penong for Koorin-
gabie, fifty miles from the former town, 
to hold a morning service. When half 
way, I ran into a blinding drift sand-
storm. ' So thick and fierce were the 
clouds of sand that I found progress im-
possible and dangerous. I stopped the 
faithful Chevrolet car and waited till it 
passed over. In less than no time the 
car was filled with sand, and I, even I, 
with my face buried in the front seat of 
the car, was covered with a layer of sand. 
I must have looked a scream—more like 
the proverbial ostrich than a sober-
minded minister of the Church. 

The drift sand has been so bad during 
the last two years that to-day on some 
farms five feet fences are completely cov-
ered, and the animals wander from one 
paddock to another at random. One far-
mer keeps an aboriginal employed all day 
long for months just scrooping sand away 
from his kitchen door and out-houses. 

How annoyed is the city and suburban 
housewife when slight dust settles on her 
furniture after it has been dusted. Fair 
housewife, think of the women who face 
the wilderness of the West—not merely 
dusting their furniture and sweeping their 
floors, but continually brushing and dust-
ing their furniture and shovelling and 
sweeping sand off their floors. 

Readers of the "Real Australian," pray 
for these struggling settlers, their brave 
wives and stalwart children. For they 
are the backbone of our country, who face 
and fight the blind forces of nature against 
fearful odds. To these folk the B.C.A. 
representative comes with his message of 
comfort and cheer, bidding them wipe 
from their brow the sweat and dust of 
toil, and in Christ's quiet strength again 
be made strong. 

WM. NOEL ROOK. 

THE WAYSIDE MISSION SISTER. 

(Extracts from a private letter from the 
B.C.A. Nurse at Croajingolong.) 

I am writing this letter from a small 
house at Genoa. I have a patient at 
Double Creek, ten miles further, on, whom 
I was anxious to see beforehand. As it 
is forty-two miles from the Cann River, 
I took advantage of the butcher's car and 
drove yesterday at 8.30 a.m. from Cann 
to Double Creek, spent fully two hours 
with the people and did a little nursing, 
etc., for them, was picked up again at 
5 p.m. by the butcher's car, and left them 
for the night. They will call for me late 
this evening, and I should be back in 
Cann by 9 or 9.30 p.m. That is one way 
we have of getting to our distant posts. 

Oh ! but I have worked, in a sense, 
all along the route. Have met and intro-
duced myself to all the cottages and camp-
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ers'out, and to the people in this settle-
ment, and have even given medical advice 
by the way—"the Wayside Mission Sis-
ter," I have felt ; and I have also worked 
for them by writing letters from here. 

On Saturday, my pony and I did a 
short morning run—fetching messages, 
post, and paying professional calls. As I 
approached our gate on return, Miss Reece 
(Deaconess) ran out to say there was 
a 'phone message awaiting a reply from 
me, so I just rode on before returning 
to dinner. It was a request to see a 
patient at Combienbar, some thirty-two 
miles or more away (I think), certainly 

"beyond Club Terrace (sixteen miles from 
Cann ; there is a very nasty seven miles 
of almost impossible road on the Prince's 
Highway, the other ten or so being better. 
I suggested going the length of Tonghi 
to meet them, and then to go on if neces-
sary by a lorry they could send. 

Miss Reece and I had intended visiting 
all our people about Tonghi that after-
noon, but this made it necessary to take a 
very hurried dinner, leave dishes packed 
up (not washed), and set out, as the lorry 
was to be at Tonghi between 2.30 and 
3 p.m. 

We left about 1.30 p.m. and got on 
nicely till a car from Genoa (women I 
have to visit to-day) passed us. My pony 
shied, backed into the bush ; I clung on, 
but he swerved and off I slid over his 
side on to my left thigh, and lost hold 
of his reins. The rogue just trotted off 
and left me in the lurch. Miss Reece 
said she heard a human "Oh !" I was 
not aware of calling out, but I remon' 
strated with "Squusy" for not standing 
still before I fell off. The pony, at a fair 
trot, passed Miss Reece and steadily got 
on ahead. She followed carefully, not 
wishing to send him off into a canter. 
By and bye he reached a farmer's gate 
(where we really had meant to halt and 
await the lorry), and putting his head 
over the stile, waited to get in. Miss 
Reece caught and fixed him up and then 
came back towards me, asking if I were 
hurt ; but I had kept them in view, had 
run on a little and soon was there myself 
to fetch "Squissy" and take him up to 
the house. "Squuz,y" turned and looked 
at me as much as to say, "So you're there 
all right ; stupid to fall off. I knew you 
could manage to walk, so I left you." I 
always feel "Squ i^y" understands all 
about it. 

It was not acute appendicitis nor any 
worse trouble, so I treated the child on 
the spot. He had had a fall and had 
wrenched some muscles in the thigh and 
bruised the side where he hit the fence. 
They had some refreshment and went off. 
We had tea and then returned, "Squissy" 
behaving quite nicely. He really is a 
kind animal, very knowing, and likes pet-
ting and has no vices,, He did not de-
liberately throw me—I just slipped off that 
time ! ! Miss Reece was able to smile and 
said, "Two more falls and you will be the 
proverbial good rider." "Well," said I, 
" I only hope the other two won't be 
over his head—I might not get off so 
easily then." Oh, I did feel stiff, but a 
good sleep overnight put me right, and 
I was off after breakfast next morning on 
this long trip. 

Bush life is very interesting. It is a 
busy, varied existence, and has its thrills 
of pleasure and of fear (shall I say ?). It 
is no easy-going affair. Our days are 
too full to be dull ; nursing makes it an 
existence worth while. People are de-
lighted to see you, and grateful for any 
kindness or advice. An old man at Gann 
came up to me and I stopped my pony. 
"Can you tell me, Sister, what to do for 
those sore lips ? To tell the truth, I 
have been smoking too much, now I 
can't smoke at all." I ordered a wash 
of glycerine and boracic acid for his lips. 
Yesterday, as I was sitting in the butcher's 
car at Gann River Hotel, while they were 
having breakfast, the old man came up to 
me and said : "Sister, look at my lips ; 
I'll soon be able to smoke again. They 
are much better since I took your advice.'1 

Nursing also makes it an anxious life. 
I have two cases coming much too close 
to each other. One mother at Gann, fifty 
miles or more from a doctor ; the other at 
Double Creek, forty-two miles away. 
The Eden doctor (a lady) charges 7/6 
a mile to each patient. She is the nearest 
doctor to my Double Creek patient. I 
made out a list of household, medical and 
surgical requisites for the patient to have 
always in the house, as she hadn't a single 
thing for any ailment or accident. Her 
husband is a sensible man, and was will-
ing to do this. They lost a small child 
of eighteen months from pleurisy and 
bronchitis last year. I taught them how 
to utilize the kitchen table for a tent-
bed (legs uppermost), and how to impro-
vise -a bronchitis kettle with Friar's balsam 
and boiling water steam to relieve the 
patient's breathing ; taught them how to 
make a mustard and flour poultice, etc., 
etc., and there and then made a poultice 
for a bad suppurating toe and foot of 
the small girl. I left husband, wife and 
children happy. 

Oh, it is a very happy thing to be 
able to give joy and comfort to others. 
It is a great thing to be associated with 
Miss Reece, the Deaconess. She is whole-
hearted in her work, absolutely lives for 
the community at large, knows everybody 
and everybody knows and appreciates 
her. We live a simple life. Miss Reece 
does practically all the cooking (we work 
easily together), sweeps, washes, bakes, 
cooks, scrubs, studies, corresponds, re-
ceives and visits people and gives all she 
can to any cause whatever. We have 
family prayers morning and evening—Miss 
Reece reading, the Scripture portion in 
the morning, I in the evening. Miss 
Reece is advisor and friends, but no im-
perious chief. She has a keen sense of 
humour, but can be firm and say exactly 
what she thinks, and say it in a very 
nice way. I like our little cottage—sitt-
ing room (with B.C.A. public library), 
kitchen and two bedrooms, front paddock 
and back garden. 

SISTER AGNES LUNDIE, (B.C.A.) 

see—north, south, east, west—mirage and 
plain, until mirage merged into blue sky. 
A signal-box, a signboard, a shed, and 
three small weatherboard cottages. A car 
(travel-stained), a parson, a group of five 
railways gangers-—weather-beaten, hard-
ened men, with eyes accustomed to far 
distances ; a sweet-faced woman and two 
small children. On the faces of all there 
was a glad welcome, for this was a lonely 
camp. , 

It was late in the afternoon of a very 
hot Sunday ; and after the evening meal, 
when the moon came up and the stars 
shone out over that great expanse of plain, 
these same men, the women and two 
small children, gathered one by one into 
a small lamp-lit room for evening service. 
It was a wonderful little service, for the 
atmosphere was one of deep reverence, 
and all were one in Him. How winning 
is the Love of Christ—for there were 
tears in the eyes of more than one as 
they sang and listened to "the very words 
of Christ, Who is the supreme need of 
men. And as I looked upon the faces 
of these men and the woman, I saw this 
lonely camp linked up with the great 
Church Militant throughout the whole 
world—one vast congregation, and one 
with the great Church Triumphant in the 
praises of His Name. 

Thirty-nine miles on next day to the 
camp of a woman who has given up her 
life 'to help the aboriginals of Australia. 
Although quite alone, she has no fear, 
and as she sat in her camp-chair in the 
doorway of her tent, a frail picturesque 
figure, and talked, of her love and work 
for this child-race, and how she tried to 
show them by her love for them the 
Love of their Heavenly Father, and when 
they were passing into the Great Un-
known she would talk of the continued 
love of her Father and their Father. Un-
doubtedly the greatest thing is love. 

Many more miles on, away from the 
great plain, through sparsely clad coun-
try, sandills and mallee scrup, to a sheep 
station, where the men gathered for a 
Communion Service. Once again the very 
deep reverence and the simple worship of 
those out-back men. How winning is the 
Love of Christ and how splendid the min-
istry of an out-back parson may be 

SISTER E. TAYLOR 

OUT-BACK MINISTRY. 

OUT-BACK. 

An Impression. 

A great stretch of plain, two shining 
rails which become intangible and blurred 
in the distance. As far as the eye could 

One of our poets tells us that "the 
drover's life has pleasures that the towns-
folk never know," and while there are 
hardships as well as pleasures about the 
life, many men love the isolated out-back 
occupation of a drover, and are happiest 
when away from towns and out on the 
open plains. 

It is also true to say that a country 
parson has pleasures that a city one never 
knows, even if he, like the drover, has 
his hardships too. A bush ministry has 
great advantages over a city one in de-
veloping all that is best in a man. 

From the day he arrives in the "out-
back parish, a padre begins to learn the 
lesson of self-reliance. He cannot jump 
into the next tram and ask a nearby 
Rector what he would advise in this or 
that circumstance. He seldom meets his 
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brother clergy, with whom he can talk 
,over his difficulties, and therefore he must 
face out his problems himself. Likewise 
he is far removed from bishops and digni-
taries. Of course he misses the fellowship 
of others of his ilk keenly, but perhaps 
it is a good discipline that for a time he 
must act for himself ; and, after all, some 
satisfaction comes from that in the end. 

The country parson must needs be a 
constant traveller when his parish is a 
thousand or more square miles in area. 
While this is one of the most trying fea-
tures of his work, it is also one of his 
pleasures, for there is a thrill in driving 
speedily across the vast plains, which in 
some seasons are just masses of colour 
from the picturesque Darling pea flower. 
Likewise there is a grotesqueness one can 
feel as one passes along the narrow track 
which serves as a road, and which leads 
through dense prickly-pear half as high 
as the car, or through thick belah scrub, 
and as the track never by any chance 
runs in a straight line, there is a certain 
fascination about its twists and turns. 
Added to this, the fact that travellers are 

' few on these roads, and the next town 
is a long way ahead, gives just a touch of 
.adventure to the long lonely drives. 

Then, the outback sunsets are some' 
thing to see ! The parson sees them as 
he drives home in the evening across the 
plains towards the West. Such sunsets 
they are as are never seen in the cities. 
Sometimes they are blood-red, and some 
times the whole sky is like a delicately 
painted dome, wherein are hues and tints 
of wondrous beauty that verily speaks to 
one of God. 

And of the visits to homesteads and to 
huts, where a clergyman is always wel-
corned with amazing friendliness at any 
time, one need hardly speak. The hos-
pitality of the out-back is far-famed. 

The services one conducts in the bush 
are often unconventional, but the de-
voutness and real earnestness of the "flock" 
in a little wooden church, or on a home-
stead verandah, or in the open-air, are 
inspirations to the parson as he ministers 
to them, and he would not change places 
with a Dean in his Cathedral. 

There is something grand about the 
little family services. How seldom does 
one see the whole family at Church to-
gether in the city ! But many service 
places in the bush are at homes, where 
father, mother, brothers, and sisters all 
worship together, with neighbouring fam-
ilies too. 

For a city-dweller to attend a homely 
bush service will mean a long and lasting 
memory of a joyous time, and it means 
that to the parson. How these homes will 
be for ever sanctified by the prayers and 
praises offered in them ! 

Doubtless the city parson has joy in 
his work faithfully done, and our work is, 
wherever God calls us to be, but for en-
richment of one's ministry, and for the 
broadening of one's mind there is much 
to be said for most clergy having a period 
of bush ministry. 

One recalls, in college days, how some 
men resented having the claims of the 
bush put before them, and to the average 
city-brought-up young man the outback 
-means isolation, a place of hardships, and 

a removal almost from civilization. 
Frankly, the bush ministry has its trials— 
long and frequent journeys which can, 
and do, become trying and monotonous, 
disappointment at small congregations 
after long journeys, and, above all all else, 
lack of fellowship with other clergy ; but 
all these things are more than compen' 
sated for by the joy of the work, the 
freedom of the bush, the health-giving 
open spaces, and the warmth of the 
people's welcomes. 

One will never regret the time spent 
with the people who are "as broad as 
their acres," and while sometimes there 
just comes the longing to kneel in the great 
and grand cathedral, with all its helpful 
surroundings, or to hear the fine musical 
services of a city church, still the absence 
of such teaches the lesson that "every 
place is hallowed ground.11 

One can then, from experience, truly 
contend that a country parson has pleas-
ures, that a city one never knows, and one 
does feel that every young clergyman 
would benefit greatly by knowing and 
working in "real Australia.11 H.E.F. 

OVER THE HILLS A N D FAR AWAY. 

The B.C.A. Sisters' Van. 

Looking back over our recent tour 
through the north-west of New South 
Wales, one has such a storehouse of mem' 
ories that it is difficult to sort out what 
would be of interest to B.C.A. friends. 

The greater part of our time was spent 
in visiting lonely settlers, isolated and 
almost deserted old mining centres, where 
the roads are fast becoming impassable, 
(we marvelled that our van came through 
safely ; one road we dared not take, but 
walked the five miles, to find three fam-
ilies, far away from Church or school), 
folk on the black soil plains, or on the 
sandy tracts of the Pilliga scrub. Every-
where we received a warm welcome. 

At one house we were met with the 
greeting : "Church of England ? Have 
you lost your way ? The only time I ever 
saw a parson this way he'd lost himself.11 

And we did not wonder, for if we had 
not our house with us we could not have 
ventured to follow those bush tracks in 
the hope of finding someone at the end 
of them. When realisation came that we 
really had found our way there, especially 
to pay a visit, what a welcome we re-
ceived ! The kettle was, of course, "just 
on the boil,11 and the ever-cheering cup 
of tea was soon on the table. Before 
very long we were hearing of a mother's 
difficulty in providing Bible teaching for 
her children, two more new scholars for 
the Mail-bag Sunday School, and before 
we left, mother and children knelt with us 
to ask our Father's blessing on their home. 

How we did treasure those times of 
prayer in homes, large and small, and the 
tears so often in the eyes of lonely 
mothers. "It's like old times, Sister ! I 
haven't had prayer with anyone since I 
left my own mother," said one. 

On visiting one house we were dis-
mayed to find the whole family, five boys 
and the mother, sitting or lying on the 
verandah, just doing nothing—none of 
them could read ; they seemed to have no 

aim in life. The eldest son had been 
brought up by relatives in a town, and 
had attended school, but was at home very 
little. Correspondence school was no 
help, there was no one to explain the 
beginnings to them. How I wished that 
they had been in the Mungindi parish, 
where we could have held out the solid 
hope of our Hostel for children to the 
mother. 

Hostels out-back are badly needed. 
Parents who can not afford the fee for 
our boarding schools are sending their 
girls to convents rather than board them 
with strangers in the towns. On each 
side of the border, near Mungundi, we 
met lonely children waiting for our Hos-
tel, that they might go to school like 
other children, and have others to share 
their playtime. 

Climbing through windows for Church. 
We held many services ; one of the most 

enjoyable being held out-doors on the 
river bank. Our organ was out of com-
mission, so we sang our hymns with the 
help of a choir !—thanks to the little 
gramophone. At one railway siding, 
where we were told that they had never 
had a service, the congregation had to 
enter the little bush school through the 
window, the key having broken in the 
lock. There was nothing stiff about the 
service which followed ; we felt that we 
were all members of one great family. 

Mothers have often said how they 
wished they could take their children to 
one of our city churches, that they might 
have the joy of joining in the worship 
there. When I see how little a few of 
our young people in the city value their 
priviliges, I wish I could show them the 
attention and reverence of those who help 
to turn little bush schools or dance halls 
into a House of God. 

How eagerly the little ones listened in 
the schools as we tried, in one short les-
son, to tell them something of the joy 
which Jesus brings to the life of those 
who love and serve Him. At one town-
ship the children came asking for Sunday 
School as soon as we arrived. We had 
an hour with them, sent them home to 
tea, and then they all turned up again 
at night to the adults' service, and were 
around before breakfast the next morn-
ing. We were gliad that we were so well 
stocked with New Testaments, for in that 
school only one of the twenty-two schol-
ars had any portion of the Word of God. 

Repairing Cars with Medicine Corks. 
We are often asked, "What do you do 

if anything goes wrong with the car ?" 
We had very little trouble. Our big 
breakdown, when the axle broke, needed 
just patience for a week in a lonely home-
stead, while a new axle was procured. 
We do not sit down and wait for help 
for small things, but do what we can. 
Here are two instances. 

After closing one of the many gates 
on the Queensland side of Mungundi par-
ish, twenty miles from a garage, I found 
the oil pouring out of the "differential" ; 
one of the bolts had worked out. Miss 
Cheers got out and under to hold her 
finger over the hole while I searched for 
the missing bolt or another like it. But 
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none could be found. We then thought 
of a cork, and our first-aid outfit provided 
one just the size. Then came the fear 
that the rough road might dislodge that, 
so the bolt from the top was transferred 
to the bottom, and the cork put in on top, 
where little damage would be done if it 
were lost. We had no more trouble, and 
were able to finish our visits, taking us 
over forty miles of rough tracks. 

On one of the main roads on our way 
back we had to take a deviation where 
the road was being repaired. It led down 
a steep gully, through sticky clay soil. 
We got down alright, but going up the 
other slope we "side-slipped" to the fence, 
where the wheels spun merrily round with' 
out moving the car an inch. No bushes 
were in sight to give their branches for 
our need, but at the bottom of the gully 
we found a heap of sand and two old 
bags. It was hard work. We first tried 
the bags alone, but they were soon covered 
with the clay, and became as slippery as 
the bank. We had no spade, so filled 
the bags with sand and dragged them up, 
and we soon had something . for the 
wheels to grip. By moving just the length 
of the bag at a time we eventually reached 
the top. A motorist coming in the oppo-
site direction smiled when he saw our 
tracks, but we smiled when halfway down 
the bank his car turned side on and 
slipped to the bottom. We heard after-
wards that several cars had had to be 
pulled out that day, and we were for-
tunate to get out as we did, but of 
course we have a Dodge. 

By the time this is in print we shall 
be on our way out West. May I appeal 
for your prayers, for our protection and 
guidance in all things, particularly as we 
seek to bring the joy of the Gospel into 
lonely hearts and lives. 

SISTER KATHLEEN. 

POST A N D RAILS. 

Have you paid your subscription to this 
paper ? Send 1/6 in postal note or 
stamps to our Headquarters Office, Bush 
Church Aid Society, Diocesan Church 
House, St. Andrew's Cathedral, George 
Street, Sydney. 

A suggestion to our friends in New 
South Wales. The ladies of St. John's 
Church, Parramatta, arrange frequent 
Jumble Sales for the B.C.A. These efforts 
are productive of very substantial assis-
tance to our funds. Greater things could 
be done if friends in other suburbs of 
Sydney, or even in the country, sent par-
cels of clothing suitable for such Sales. 
Many have already done this, and to them 
we are most thankful. Will you, when 
you are clearing out your wardrobe, re-
member us ? Make up a parcel or a sack 
and forward to Mrs. H. W. Granger, 
Hunter Street, Parramatta. Send a card 
advising dispatch. Parcels may be also 
left at our Headquarters Office at the 
Church House, but must be specially 
marked as suggested. This is an impor-
tant undertaking. Please keep it in mind. 

•*• •$» «|» 
Readers will also be glad to know that 

a Lancheon and Afternoon Tea-room is 
conducted at St. John's Parish Hall every 

Friday by the ladies. Visitors to the his' 
toric town should not fail to go there, as 
well to make a purchase at a special pro-
duce stall. Proceeds are devoted to the 
Bush Church Aid. 

•£• •£• •£• 
We earnestly beg subscribers to our 

paper to notify us of any change of ad-
dress. Complaints of non-delivery some-
times come to us, and on investigation we 
find that the desired notification has not 
been sent us. Please do not depend on 
the post office to re-address your paper. 
When writing us, also furnish your old 
address as well as your new. It helps us. 

•S* «$• •$• 
Our Bookstall stock is increasing. Be-

side the several publications which we 
have had on sale at our office for some 
time past, we now have :— 

"On the Wool Track," by Captain 
Bean, the well-known Australian war his-
torian. This book gives a splendid account 
of the country and conditions in the Far 
West of New South Wales. "Real Aus-
tralian'1 readers who know something of 
the B.C.A. work in the West Darling Mis-
sion will appreciate this volume. It affords 
a fine insight into the great wool-raising 
industry, and gives much of the lore of 
the real "•out-back.'" Price is only 2/6, 
cloth cover. Postage 2d. 

"The Trans-Australian Wonderland," by 
Mr. A. G. Bolam, that fascinating volume 
dealing with the weird creatures, curious 
conditions to be found towards the centre 
of our continent and along the great East-
West Railway, is now published in an en-
larged sixth volume. Every Australian 
should read this volume, and send it to 
an English friend. Price, 2/6 paper 
cover, 3/6 cloth. Postage, 2d. 

"The Tale of Bluey Wren," by Neville 
Cayley. A delightful little sketch (illus-
trated) of one of our charming Australian 
birds. Suitable for children. Price 1/6, 
paper cover. Postage Id. 

"We of the Never Never," by Mrs. 
Aeneas Gunn. A real classic of the far 
out-back. Still sought after and read by 
hundreds. Slightly abridged edition only 
obtainable. In stiff paper cover, 1/9. 

"Little Black Princess," by Mrs. Aeneas 
Gunn. Companion volume to foregoing. 
Same style, 1/9. Postage 2d. 

"Coo-ee Talks," by "Bringa" (W. Rob-
ertson). The latest publication, giving 
a remarkable picture of life among the 
Australian blacks. "Bringa" knows the 
aboriginal as few others in Australia do, 
and his book contains a wealth of infor-
mation written in popular style, yet with 
scientific accuracy. This book makes a 
great present for a growing boy. Pub-
lished price, 12/6. Postage 3d. 

"Familv Prayer," compiled by Rev. A. 
Law, D.D., of St. John's, Toorak, will be 
found helpful. Price 1/-. Postage Id. 

"In Songs of Gladness." by Mrs. B. E. 
Phelps, an Australian anthem song. Suit-
able as solo or quartette. We warmly 
recommend this piece of music composed 
by a B.C.A. friend. For a concert or ser-
vice it is fine. Price, small copv, anthem 
sue, 6d : large size, makes a fitting gift 
to a musical friend, 2/-. Postage, Id. 

Remember, when vou buy the above 
you are helping the B.C.A. 

E To readers who wish to hear of a | 
= private convalescent home, we can con-E 
1 fidently recommend "Teurong," Camp- = 
= bell Street, Eastwood, N.S.W., con-| 
\ ducted by Sister Harvey, A.T.N.A. | 
= ('Phone : Ryde 663.) Mrs. Harvey f 
§ is the widow of the late Rev. F. W. \ 
E Harvey, whose work at Wilcannia: 
= under the B.C.A. will ever be held in = 
§ remembrance. E 

•!» •!• «$» 
Remember Tuesday, August 13th, the 

greatest date in our B.C.A. calendar for 
1929. Our Big Annual Rally will be held 
on that day in St. Andrew's Cathedral 
Chapter House, Sydney, at 7.45 p.m. 

•$• •£• *|» 
Wanted—some friend who will com-

pose or compile for us a bright little-
Australian cantata or missionary dialogue, 
suitable for production by a Sunday 
School or Young People's Guild. The 
B.C.A. office will supply the idea if 
the friend will work them out in the de-
sired direction. We need something 
bright interspersed with hymns and Aus-
tralian songs. We have some of the lat-
ter already published in the "Read Aus' 
tralian11 which could be utilised. Will 
someone who has a ready pen supply our 
need ? 

A cheering letter came from the Regis-
trar of the Diocese of Armidale, N.S.W., 
conveying the terms of a resolution car-
ried at the Synod recently held. It ran : 

"That this Synod desires to place on 
record its appreciation of the work 
of the Bush Church Aid Society in 
this Diocese, particularly in refer-
ence to the proposed Hostel for Chil-
dren at Mungindi." 

For this we are grateful, especially for the 
generous sentiments expressed by the 
Bishop in his presidential address. 

The Wilcannia Hostel has not been for-
gotten, and quite a number of gifts have 
been sent along. The boys, and the girls 
too, greatly appreciate the fine "Hornby1" 
train set. It is a source of delight to them 
all. Let it be remembered that railways 
do not run out Wilcannia way. Thus 
the gift has more than ordinary novelty. 

Through our good friend, W. J. Kes-
sell, Esq., a sum of <£50 was received, 
portion of the residuary of an estate. This 
amount has been of immense help to our 
finances. 

Mrs. Parker, of "Mena Murtie" Station, 
sent a gift of beds and bedding. They 
came at the right time, and we are 
cheered. Our thanks to all these good 
folk who thus remember us. 

A fine gift came to us for our Mun-
gindi Hostel in the shape of a most use-
ful sewing machine. The donor is Mrs. 
Bohle, of Eastwood, and her thoughtful-
ness is much appreciated by the B.C.A, 
Council. 

To Miss F. Cull en, of Mosman, we 
again give thanks for splendid parcels to 
hand of valuable gifts ; also to Mr. W. 
Younger, Dentist, of Martin Place, Syd-
ney, for bandages, lint, etc., which will 
prove so useful in our hospital work. 
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Little Vera Jackson, of St. Paul's 
Parish, Harris Park, is a keen worker. 
She made and then sold dolly clothes, 
and as a result handed in six shillings at 
the B.C.A. meeting. Here's an example 
for others to follow. 

We still must make acknowledgment 
of anonymous gifts sent to our B.C.A. 
work. For the Mungindi Hostel Fund we 
received 5/- from a "Willoughby Friend" ; 
also 5/- as "a trifle from an old lady," for 
the same object. From "Well-wisher," 
who often remembers us, we received on 
May 2nd the sum of £5 for the Mun-
gindi Hostel. We thank God for it all. 

We begin our round of Grocery After-
noon Teas again. Many more are needed 
now that we are about to undertake the 
responsibility of another Children's Hos-
tel at Mungindi. Will our lady friends 
come to our help. The cost to them of 
such gatherings is very little. Invite your 
friends, provide them with afternoon 
tea. The Society will furnish a speaker 
who will tell the story of the work. Those 
invited are asked to make a contribu-
tion of goods or cash. It is wonderful 
how valuable such efforts prove to be. 
The list of groceries appended below will 
be a help to those willing to join in. 

Suitable Groceries for B.C.A. Hostels. 
Dried fruits in preference to tinned, 

two pounds of dried go much further than 
two pound tin of fruit ; all kinds most 
acceptable. Dried apples, peaches, pears, 
apricots, prunes, sultanas, currants, raisins, 
vegetables ; tinned soups, jams, milk, 
syrup, treacle ; custard powders, baking 
powders, carbonate of soda, cream of tar-
tar, rice, sago, tapioca, macaroni, vermi-
celli, tea, spices (particularly nutmegs), 
Epsom salts, matches (not candles, as 
hurricane lamps are used), household soap 
.(the washing is a very heavy item). 

•y* •$• •*• 
The best thanks of the B.C.A. to Miss 

Toose, of Mistral Avenue, Mosman (St. 
Clement's Parish), for the Grocery After-
noon held at her home. We made some 
more friends there. 

•§•-•§• •$• 
On April 3rd, 1929, the sum of 1/6 

in postage stamps was received at our 
Sydney Office as a subscription for the 
"Real Australian." Unfortunately no 
name or address was enclosed. We are 
at a loss to deal with the amount. The 
envelope bore the Mosman postmark. 

Our thanks to all friends who so kindly 
sent parcels to Sister Elliott, at Ceduna, 
for the Sale of Work. A great encour-
agement to the Hospital workers has it 
been. 

•|» •£• •£• 
Once again the choristers of St. An-

drew's Cathedral are helping us at our 
Rally on August 13th next. From 7.15 
p.m. to 7.40 p.m. they will render a pro-
gramme of songs and glees. A great 
attraction this, and much to be appreci-
ated. Our thanks to Mr. T. W. Beckett, 
the Cathedral Organist, as well to the 
choir. 

+4* •§• •£• 
Ceduna Hospital has passed through 

difficult times, but the spirit of the staff 

is great. Cheerily they write, though 
they also wait for the much-needed break 
in the season. "When will the rain 
come ?" is the oft-repeated question. It 
takes no small courage to "plod along" 
(that is the phrase) day by day, and to 
give the best of skill and kindness to 
patients. But the inspiration to do so 
comes of the Love of God ; so they are 
upheld. 

A N ECHO OF 1922. 

The following article was written by the 
Editor and published in the "Real Aus-
tralian" dated November, 1922. It is 
re-printed now with deliberate purpose— 
it represents a dream which still awaits ful-
filment. The details of the article have 
grim application to the present, though 
seven years have elapsed since it was writ-
ten. The need of seeing the materialisa-
tion of the dream is pressing. We insert 
it again in hope.* 

A DREAM. 
Dreams are not always the accompani-

ment of slumber. Sometimes they are 
the outcome of work. Hard, matter-of-
fact details of back-country ministry seem 
often to stimulate the imagination and 
carry us into that strange land where 
dreams are acted. The B.C.A. has had 
not a few dreams ; moreover, it has the 
joy of seeing them come true. We are 
indulging in a dream now. What is it ? 

Have you ever tried to think what the 
lot of an out-back selector's family must 
sometimes be ? Imagine what it is like 
to live in a corrugated iron cottage, per-
haps with no verandah. The interior, 
neat and clean, has none of the conveni-
ences of the city and home-life. The walls 
and ceilings have not been finished with 
art papers in the latest craftsman style. 
Almost of a surety you would find old 
newspapers, "dailies" and "weeklies" 
pasted up. The reading matter may in-
terest you for a time ; after that it becomes 
stale and bores the reader. Furniture, of 
necessity, is scanty ; easy chairs and 
lounges are unknown. Even if they were, 
perhaps they could not be occupied. 
Life is too busy, too hard. The labor-
iousness of an ill-built house in a country 
where comforts are not easily obtainable 
is terribly exacting. 

Outside the iron cottage you look 
around. On every side there is nothing 
but the horizon, level and monotonous. 
Stretching away towards it are the bare, 
brown paddocks, and grimly bare they 
are—for this year of grace, 1922, is a 
year of drought. About two inches only 
of rain have fallen since January. The 
sun burns with pitiless heat ; the hot wind 
plays maliciously as it picks up the loose 
sand and flings it in your face. You turn 
away from the saddening sight and retreat 
inside. You congratulate yourself that 
soon the mailman will arrive and take 
you back to the distant rail-town, and 
thence you will return to your cool and 
comfortable suburban bungalow. You 
have an escape from it all. Thank God 
for it ! 

But what of the family that lives in 
the iron cottage, set there- on that far-

western plain ? The little place with its 
baking-oven atmosphere is "home," if you 
like ; sometimes it is a prison. Perhaps 
it is not so to the father. His business 
may compel him to travel away for a sea-
son ; life has its variety for him. But 
for the mother and children—the mother 
who bears and rears the little ones, to 
whom are not given the helpful joys of 
friendship and frequent association with 
other women, who so often is burdened 
with a loneliness that no man can lift, 
whose life is just all that is contained in 
that grim circle of the horizon that rings 
the house—what of her ? And the chil' 
dren, the sturdy little Australian "kiddies," 
active and hard-working, born in the place 
and never out of it ; children who have 
never seen a train or a tram, a ship or a 
boat. What of them ? 

Well, we dream of them both. In our 
dream we feel that they are longing for 
a break in that monotonous life of theirs. 
And then in our dream we see a homely 
cottage somewhere down by the seaside, 
simply furnished, with sleep-out verandahs 
open to the cool breezes of the Pacific. 
In that cottage, either lent or given for 
the purpose (or it may be a seaside 
camp), we find a succession of families 
brought down from the scorched-up 
plains and the dust and the heat by the 
B.C.A. Society. For three or four weeks 
tired mothers would have rest and chance 
of recuperation ; children would have their 
exquisite joys that blue ocean, yellow 
sands, and foaming surf always bring. 
What a wonderful time it would mean ! 
With what heart and cheerfulness of spirit 
would they go back to their homes re' 
freshed by such a holiday in such a place. 
Their memory would be not only of pleas-
ant rest, but also of kindly friendships 
linking them on with the B.C.A. friends. 
They would return uplifted in spiritual 
life by contact with women of Christian 
worth and helpfulness. Life would have 
new values. The little iron cottage would 
not be so uninviting ; the drought-stricken 
paddocks not so depressing ; and the 
horizon not so close. 

Is this dream too fantastic ? Is it only 
wild imagination that makes some of us 
see a B.C.A. seaside home or camp open 
all the year round for "the women of 
the West ?" Surely here is a ministry of 
giving possible to someone, a ministry that 
would abound with holy joy to those who 
engaged in it. Will anyone take it up ? 

We shall not abandon our dream. No, 
rather shall we cherish it. God, in old 
times, often spoke to men in dreams. 
And. so frequently God made them come 
true. 

"IS MY NAME WRITTEN HERE?" 

An important question, not only to the 
reader, but also to us. This column is 
reserved for the subscribers to our paper, 
and as far as possible, we make record of 
all subscriptions paid for the "Real Aus-
tralian." (Members and donors have re-
ceipts posted to them.) 

The question, "Is my name written 
here ?" is important to us, because the 
success of this journal largely depends 
upon regular payment of subscriptions. 
We cannot aiford to have overdue sub-
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scriptions because our good printer 
(Messrs. D. S. Ford) cannot afford to 
print the paper for nothing. He does 
many kind things for us, but that he 
cannot do—nor would we allow him. 

"Is my name written here ?" Please 
look. If you have been receiving a sub' 
scription form with your paper it means 
that your subscription is due. Do send 
it in. It is only 1/6 a year. Send to 
our Sydney office (or Melbourne office 
if you are in Victoria). We need your 
help to carry on this paper. To the fol-
lowing, grateful acknowledgments are 
made :— 

Miss V. Cooper, J. Haydon, Mrs. A. 
Smith, Mrs. J. F. Torrens, Mrs. D. Dan-
cis, Rev. W. E. Coates, Mrs. Duncan, 
Mrs. H. Matthews, Mrs. Northcott, W. 
E. Bannister, E. W. Locker, P. Thorpe, 
Mr. Constance, Mrs. H. West, J. A. 
Norris, Mrs. B. Geoghegan, Mrs. C. 
Walmsley, Mrs. Burns, Mrs. Aitken, Mrs. 
Howeson, Mrs. M. F. Bott, Mrs. Jackson, 
Mrs. R. Fry, St. John's Park, Canley Vale, 
Mrs. Henniker, C. Hack, Mrs. Milne, J. 
H. Vaughan, F. Woodward, J. Gould, 
Mrs. Vignes, Mrs. Milnes, Mrs. Cobb, 
Mrs. Garbett, F. Swanson, Mrs. Keith, 
Mrs. Wilmore, Mrs. Ashby, Miss M. Finn, 
Miss Hicks, Miss E. G. Lowe, Mrs. E. 
Downey, Mrs. Kingston, Miss Lamont, 
Miss E. Chaffer, Mrs. S. A. Coates, Mrs. 
M. K. Faram, Miss S. Goldsmith, H. Ben' 
ham, Mrs. S. J. Johnson, Mrs. Suckling, 
Miss B. Spurr, Mrs. Richardson, Mrs. 
Morson, Miss F. McDougall, Miss M. 
Parker, A. Christenson, A. Short, E. El-
vington, H. L. Massie, Mrs. Allard, Mrs. 
Robinson, Miss Leet, Mrs. J. W. Wat ' 
ling, N. E. Coogan, Miss J. Boyce, Mrs. 
A. Smith, Miss S. J. Turtle, Mrs. Rush, 
Miss Rush, Mrs. Pont, Mrs. White, Mrs. 
G. E. B. Young, Mrs. F. Hooper, E. 
Allman, Mrs. Frederick, Miss P. Hooke, 
E. Rex, Miss Partridge, Mrs. Lawrence, 
Miss Ghest, Mrs. Glading, Miss C. Sen-
ogles, Mrs. Haig, Miss Schleicher, Miss 
E. Todhunter, Miss Thornton, Mrs. M. 
Dixon, Mrs. Pollard, Mrs. Wall, Mrs-. 
Malson, Mrs. Jarvis, Mrs. Pmhey, Mrs. 
Stewart, Mrs. Wade, Mrs. Ackerman, 
Mrs. Thorn, Mrs. Hancox, Rev. R. J. 
Cameron, Mr. Pollard, Mrs. Kitt, J. M. 
Dixon, Mrs. C. M. Mills, Mrs. R. Moore, 
Mrs. Attwood, Miss N. Adams, Mrs. Por-
man, Mrs. Newborn, Mrs. Alford, Mrs. 
Baxter, Miss Davis, J. England, Mrs. 
Hayes, Mrs. Dew, W. Davidson, Miss E. 
Hemsley, Miss D. Jacobs, Mrs. Wall, Mr. 
Trisken, Mrs. Ogden, Miss R. King-
Brown, A. Downes, Miss Wilton, Miss 
W. Davidge, Mrs. C. Glover, Miss G. 
Hampel, Miss T. Davies, R. Hogan, Mrs. 
G. Hughes, Mrs. Fox, Miss Allnutt, Mrs. 
L. Hutton, Mr. Johnson, Mr. Learmonth, 
J. Woods, Rev. H. E. Rogers, Mrs. Evans! 
Miss Hamilton, Miss E. Jones, W. j] 
Cunningham, Miss Jean Thomas, Mrs' 
Tonkin, Mrs. Spooner, Mrs. Pullock, Mrs. 
Mackaness, Miss Howell, C. E. Burgess, 
G. F. Smith, A. Kimberlee, Mrs. Plumb' 
Mrs. H. J. Ford, Mrs. Doutty, Mrs. Tod-
hunter, Miss Stafford, Mrs. Theobald, 
Miss Smith, Miss Craig, A. Andrews, Miss 
B. Mullens, Mrs. Gash, Mrs. Phipns, Mrs. 
Shean, Mrs. Pease, Mrs. Bradfield,' Mrs. 
S. Robbins, Miss I. Grass, Mrs. Rainsford, 

Miss Drake, Mrs. Upton, Mr. Harris, Rev. 
E. C. Reynolds, Miss Doak, Mrs. Wilkie, 
M. Massey, H. R. Braebrook, Miss Sare, 
Mrs Elliott, J. Hocking, Mr. Porter, Mrs. 
Henning, Miss G. Foster, W. Fothermg-
ham J. R. Smith, A. A. Smith, Miss 
Scarlett, W. Weinberg, P. H. Falconer, 
Mrs Littlefield, Miss Lewers, Miss E. M. 
Barton, Miss D. Bailey, Rev. T. Quinton, 
Miss M. Semple, Miss Hotchm, J. E. 
Jones, Miss C. Hopkins, Miss Were, Mrs. 
A. Palmer, Mrs. Dunbar, Miss Oakley, 
Mrs. W. Young, Miss I. Marrison, Miss 
H A. Wilson, A. Ward, Miss S. L. Dick-
son, Miss F. A. Hester, Miss G. Summer-
field, Miss Mort, G. Nichols, Mrs. C. W. 
Bird, Mrs. G. Dutton, Mrs. Prime, Miss 
C. M. Locke, A. C. Donnelly, Miss E. 
Clifford, L. Bryant, D. Nicholson, E. J. 
White, Miss U. Roadknip, J. Connor, Miss 
Beckett, Mrs. C. J. Knight, Deaconess 
Lucy, Mrs. M. M. Baiseley, Mrs. A. Er-
rington, Sister M. Sundell, Dr. Sundell, 
Frau Zundell, Mrs. Warne, H. W. Fits-
maurice, Miss Wallen, 'Mrs. F. M. Rom-
anis, L. Nash, Miss Stringer, Mrs. Baum, 
Miss Bennett, Miss McKeon, Mrs. Cun-
ningham, Mrs. W. Holman, Miss Pitty, 
J. B. Scammell, Misses Bryant, Mrs. A. 
Adams, R. Woolley, Miss E. L. Barnes, 
S. J. Lazarus, Miss E. Kinch, H. Greig, 
Mrs E. Goodrich, Rev. S. Manley, Mrs. 
C. Sheilds, V. A. H. Clark, Mrs. R. M. 
Curry, Mrs. E. P. Walker, H. Heyward, 
Mrs. G. F. Evans, G. Reynolds, Mrs. 
Swinnerton, Miss Walch, Mrs. Pannelli, 
Rev. W. C. Nichols, Mrs. C. Ubergang, 
Mrs. Hamilton, Mrs. A. Pi^ey, Mrs. 
Tyrer, Mrs. Curnow, Mrs. Greer, Miss 
Thompson, Mrs. Randall. 

THE EFFECTIVENESS OF PRAYER. 

From time to time we ask our friends 
and supporters to pray for the B.C.A., 
with its numerous activities. The words, 
"Pray for us,'1 in many instances, lack 
meaning, and very often sound hollow as 
they proceed from the lips of those who 
have never known its efficacy, or as they 
are heard by those (and, alas ! there are 
many) who will tell you that they have 
never had an answer to prayer. But 
when such a request is made by those 
who pilot the ship of B.C.A. activities, 
it comes with clarion call and conviction 
begotten of knowledge and experience of 
the method by which it works and the r e 
suits it achieves. It comes to those who 
read and listen with a reality and sincerity, 
for you know that our activities have 
justified the call. The urge is the urge 
and call of God, asking His children to 
co'Operate with Him, to know His mind 
in order to do His work. 

It is because we are convinced that the 
call to pray is a call to cooperate with 
God, a "tuning-in" to the Infinite Mind, 
a drawing nearer to the Divine Heart, by 
which we come to feel as God feels about 
the problems and tragedies of life, that 
we again ask our readers to pray system-
atically and earnestly for every branch of 
our work which is printed below. Fur-
ther, pray for the forthcoming Rally, that 
there may be a unanimity of desire and 
purpose on the part of His Church, which 
is His "Body." We insert a prayer 

which may help you, if so, use it ; and 
also give it to your friends. The Rally 
will benefit or suffer according to the use 
or neglect of prayer. 

Prayer for our Grand Rally. 
"Almighty God, the Giver of all good 

gifts, grant Thy blessing, we humbly be-
seech Thee, to the forthcoming Annual 
Rally of the Bush Church Aid Society. 
Give to the speakers the spirit of wisdom. 
and understanding, that they may stir up 
the hearts and minds of Thy people. Let 
Thy Power and Presence be felt, that men. 
and women may joyfully enter Thy ser-
vice and unite in making Thy Name glor-
ious in this our land. Pour out a spirit 
of abundant liberality upon all supporters 
of the Society, that its needs be supplied 
according to Thy Will. Lift up the hearts 
of all who gather there, and make it a. 
night much to be remembered by them 
that fear the Lord. We ask it all through 
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Let the following help as a daily re-
membrance :— 

Sunday.—The work of the Church of 
God in far-off and lonely areas of Aus-
tralia, especially remembering those who' 
in their isolation have not opportunities-
of fellowship and common prayer. 

Monday.—The Organising Missioner 
and all workers at the Office ; the Vic-
torian Deputation Secretary and his help-
ers ; all students, both men and women., 
preparing for ministry ander the B.C.A. ; 
also Nurses awaiting location or in train-
ing. 

Tuesday.—Wilcannia-West Darling Mis-
sion ; Rev. L. Daniels, Aeroplane Mis-
sioner ; Sister Agnes, Deaconess ; Rev, 
V. W. Mitchell, Mission Van. 

Wednesday.—Eyre's Peninsula Mission 
(Willochra), Rev. C. Powell; Far West 
Mission (Willochra), Rev. A. Hodgson 
and Rev. W. N. Rook ; B.C.A. Mission 
Hospital, with Matron Elliott, Sister Mor-
ris, Sister Taylor, and their helpers : 
Sister Bazeley (Penong Hospital) and her 
helpers. 

Thursday.—East Gippsland, Sister Lun-
die (Nurse), Miss Reece, Rev. F. Jones 
(Missioner). Sister Kathleen and Sisfter 
Lorraine (Mission Van Sisters). 

Friday.—Wilcannia Hostel, Mrs. Mannr 
Miss Harvey, Miss Hayes, the children, 
their parents. Rev. and Mrs. H. E. Fel* 
ton (Mungindi), Rev. W. I. Fleming 
(Werrimul, Victoria), Rev. T. Jones (Bog-
gabilla). 

Saturday.—Rev. and Mrs. N. Haviland : 
Sunday School by Post ; Society's depu-
tation work ; Bark Hut holders ; all our 
helpers and givers. 

Every Day.—Pray that "God will thrust 
forth labourers into His harvest," and that 
our workers may have courage to go in ; 
for our newly founded Birthday Band : 
and for required funds for the proposed 
new. Hostel at Mungindi. 

Give thanks for cheering donations from 
friends known and unknown ; for offers 
of service ; for attendant blessing on Aero-
plane and Mission Van ministry. 
Wholly set up and printed i 
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