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Tune in to — 

B.C.A. OUTBACK SESSION 
at 9.15 a.m. each Friday on 

2GB_ 
Commencing Friday, March 5th 

Widen the circle of our friends and 
ask your relatives and neighbours to listen in also. 

» *»•»•• < 

Remember TUESDAY, MARCH 9th 

for it is B.C.A.'s DAY OF PRAYER in St. Andrew's Cathedral Chapel. 

Come to one of the Sessions, which are as follows: 

Morning Sessions : Afternoon Sessions : 

11 a.m. to 11.30 a.m. 1 p.m. to 1.30 p.m. 
11.30 to 12 1.30 to 2 p.m. 
12 to 12.30 2 p.m. to 2.30 p.m. 

Evening Sessions : 

4.30 p.m. to 5 p.m. 
5 p.m. to 5.30 p.m. 
5.30 p.m. to 6 p.m. 

THANKSGIVING SERVICE, HOLY COMMUNION, 8 p.m. 

Preacher : The Right Reverend Bishop Hilliard. 

AND BRING A FRIEND WITH YOU. 
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T H E O.M's. LETTER 
The Nation requires so many more thousands of men 

and women for essential work. 
We are told that this is the age of machines. They have 

revolutionised even methods of warfare, so men and women 
are required to bring them into existence. In these days 
it is easy to lose sight of the importance of the human 
individual, especially when we become almost overwhelmed 
with the emphasis which is being placed upon material 
resources. 

You are asked to lend and give your money, to do without 
many articles used in daily life in order that they may be 
used in our Nation's war effort. The necessity of employing 
as much of your labour as possible in that effort is also quite 
rightly stressed. 

But the human individual is the most necessary asset in 
national life in war or peace. 

A government could receive everything in material and 
money. It could even receive all it needed in labour—and 
fail. That something which only human beings can give— 
interest, love, sympathy, loyalty (call it what you will)—is 
vitally necessary and the most important. Forget it and 
we drift into a mode of life which is wholly material. 

To put it bluntly, our Nation demands everything—which 
is you. 

The Prime Minister has lately emphasised that our 
manner of life must to-day be entirely different from what 
it has been hitherto. It involves doing, not the things you 
wish, but those which persons in authority lay down as best 
for the Nation's good. You and I must change our life 
and conform it to the will and good of the Nation. 

In times of peace any political leader who, by regulation, 
sought to restrict the pleasures of the people, tried to tell 
them what they should eat, regulated their channels of em
ployment or brought in a Budget of £500,000,000, would go 
into the political wilderness. 

It is not so to-day. Why ? Because we realise the 
great necessity for these demands upon us. We realise that 
even when we have met them we have done less than others, 
for to many the call and will of the Nation means the giving 
of life itself. 

So Australia calls us these days to a change of life and 
outlook completely different to anything we have known in 
the past—the common good instead of our own wellbeing, 
because we are Australian citizens. 

But we claim also another citizenship, that of the King
dom of God. 

In response to our King's wish, we go to prayer. What 
for ? Shall the emphasis of our prayers be, "O God, grant 
us victory" ? or shall it be upon our worthiness for that 
victory ? 

Where do God and the things which pertain to Him 
come in human life to-day ? Is our citizenship of God's 
Kingdom real to us ? Is His Sovereign Will vital to us ? 
Are we making the effort and giving the sacrifice necessary 
to further His Kingdom ? Australia needs labour of men 
and women—its leaders demand it, and are able to obtain it. 

There is a labour shortage in the Kingdom of God. 
"The fields are white already to harvest—but the labourers 
are few !" 

Does that mean anything to you—or have you heard it 
so many times that it has become a commonplace of no 
particular significance ? 

That men and women are in danger of death and slavery 
from the evil of Hitler, Tojo and Mussolini cause our national 
effort to-day. Is it of at least equal importance to you and 
me that in our own land there are men and women who are 

in danger of death and slavery from the power of evil of 
which the Hitlers, etc., are merely passing disciples ? 

We are changing life and outlook for our nation's good. 
He Who came for the salvation of all men desired us to be 
"new creatures." 

I am told time and again, sometimes by many of whom 
I am surprised, "The emphasis cannot be put upon the work 
of the Church to-day." "The first consideration is the 
Nation, and all must be subservient to that." 

In consequence we are asked to take it as inevitable 
that interest, time and resources of Christian people can no 
longer be expected in full measure for the things which 
pertain to God. If you believe that is an exaggerated state
ment, I ask you what results when meetings are called for 
the maintenance of interest in Christian work ? What is 
said time and again when appeals are made for the financial 
help necessary ? The reply is that I, and people like me, 
must learn to understand that resources are much less now 
than before—that time and energy is being given by 
thousands of our churchpeople in such volume as to preclude 
them from anything else. 

The effort being made cannot be denied—the strain such 
places upon our people is obvious; but how much do we 
keep back ? If we examined our lives minutely and 
honestly, could we say, despite the times, that there is 
nothing more we can do for God ? 

We must fight to survive—but for what shall we survive ? 
Because we are afraid to die ? In order that we may exist 
upon this planet and enjoy its conveniences a few years 
longer ? Or shall we desire to survive in order that God, 
and righteousness, shall permeate all men's hearts ? 

Then we must see to it that righteousness is kept alive 
in our midst. 

If it is necessary to buy less clothes so that we may pay 
more to our Government, can we not buy a little less to keep 
the Kingdom of God in our midst ? 

If an austere life is necessary for our national wellbeing, 
cannot it be a little more austere for our brother's salvation ? 

If it is necessary to give a large percentage of our 
leisure hours in some material work, can we not have less 
leisure in order to maintain Christ's work ? 

If that extra for God will take five years from our life, 
is it not better to die earlier doing the will of God than to 
live long neglecting His Kingdom ? 

I plead with you to feel that the sacrifices demanded of 
a Christian are at least of equal importance as those de
manded of an Australian. TOM JONES. 

Thank You! 
And we mean i t ! Towards the end of the year B.C.A. 

found itself in very difficult straits. There were two alterna
tives facing us—either we must begin to close down valuable 
services or appeal frankly to our friends. The latter course 
was adopted. The response to our appeal was really splendid. 
Certainly we did not get all the money we needed, but we 
did receive sufficient to meet the situation for the time and 
enable us to carry on. The largest total we had received 
previously for our Christmas appeal was £330; this time our 
friends gave us £862. 

It has been a great encouragement to us in difficult days. 
The O.M. would like to say that not only did he appreciate 
the many cheques, P.O.'s and notes, but also the large number 
of friendly letters which accompanied them. Such proved 
that we have the hearts of a great band of friends. Thank 
you ! 
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THE ISSIONS 
SEA AND LAND. 

Rev. R. Hailahaii. 
The Missioner-in-Charge of the Kirton Point District is 

fortunately placed in more ways than one. His area of 
territory to be covered is the smallest—about 75 miles in 
length and 25 to 30 in breadth. His roads are, generally 
speaking, good; his headquarters in a suburb of one of the 
most pleasing seaport towns in the State; and last, but by 
no means least, he has the wider contacts with the outside 
world made possible by the duties falling to him as Honorary 
Chaplain of the Port Lincoln branch of the Missions to 
Seamen. 

Though there are times when he is tempted to look upon 
this extra demand upon his time and energies as superfluous, 
a wider view discloses the truth that in ministering to the 
needs of these visiting seamen one can and does increase 
the sphere of ministry to the people on the land. 

Ships of all varieties in size, design, and nationality call 
at the Port, and the local Committee of the Mission, included 
in which are three Lay Readers of St. Nicolas' Church, do 
their best to cater for the recreational and spiritual needs 
of these men. A fine hall has been built, library established, 
games provided, and hospitality offered in the homes of the 
friends of the Mission. 

The men of all ranks deeply appreciate the friendly 
spirit, and are keenly interested in the life of the people 
who supply their cargo, be it wheat, frozen lamb and pork, 
or other produce of the country. 

Frequently we have some of them at the Rectory on the 
evening or evenings of their stay in port, and occasionally 
opportunity arises to give them a view of the countryside. 
Since the days of petrol rationing these have been limited; 
nevertheless, when the ship is in over the week-end, volun
teers are never lacking to accompany me on my round of 
Sunday services. 

There are quite a few homes upon which it is my 
privilege to descend unheralded with two or three guests, 
and the mutual enjoyment of both seamen and landmen in 
exchanging points of view is a tonic to witness. 

Quite recently I dropped a couple of wireless operators 
at a well equipped farm half way up the 60-mile run, and 
when I picked them up on the return journey they had had 
twelve hours of intimate first-hand observation of the life 
lived by a Christian family in the now developed but one 
time "wild" Australian bush. Two impressions seemed to 
be outstanding upon their minds—firstly, the courage of the 
pioneering families; and, secondly, the competency of their 
descendants. It was most heartening to me to observe the 
genuine pleasure with which these visitors entered into the 
service held in a church which was a replica of some that 
they had seen in the country parts of England. 

The readiness to fraternise with the youth of the place 
and give information about "Home" conditions, as well as 
descriptions of life at sea in wartime, led to mutual appre
ciation, but it is doubtful if all this could have been accom
plished without the very solid Christian background. 

Another outstanding experience was enjoyed last 
Christmas Day. It is planned on this festival to take a 
very early celebration of Holy Communion at St. Nicolas', 
and then to cover as many of the "country" centres as 
possible. This year there happened to be a Dutch ship in 
the Port, and most of the townspeople invited members of 
the ship's company to dinner. We generarlly pack a cold 
lunch in the car, and the family have Christmas dinner 
together that way, in between services. 

Three of the Dutch crew came with us on this occasion, 
and attended the service at the Church of St. Matthias 30 

miles away at 10.30 a.m., much to the delight of the country 
folk. Christmas customs in each country were discussed 
after the service, and we enjoyed a picnic lunch on the beach 
nearby. The romp with our children on the sands, and the 
entering into the family circle, they expressed as a touch 
of home. 

We could faintly imagine their longings to be in the 
bosom of their own families, but the deep impression of their 
cheerful courage in masking their feelings, and their appre
ciation of our efforts to make up in some degree for their 
trials, will be of lasting value to us and to our folk if ever 
we are called upon to suffer likewise. 

So, whenever I am tempted to grouse at the sight of a 
ship in the harbour on my return from the country trips— 
for in spite of fair roads and reliable car these trips are 
tiring—the remembrance that by some at least this friendly 
ministry is going to be appreciated, and the anticipation 
that worthwhile contacts may be made, jogs the energies 
into action on behalf of the men who endure such trials and 
privations for the common cause. 

GOOD FRIENDS. H. Broadley. 
Ceduna, S.A. 

Occasionally references to Nullarbor Station and Mr. and 
Mrs. Brook have appeared in articles in "The Real Aus
tralian." It is literally true to say that we would hardly 
know what to do without them if by some set of circum
stances they should leave their lonely home. 

For years past the missioners on their quarterly trips 
round the Nullarbor have looked upon the homestead as an 
oasis in a desert. More recently, the regular trips by air 
to and from Cook have been marked by a stop at Nullarbor 
Station for refuelling and refreshment. 

I have come to look upon it as a home away from home. 
After the 86-mile run from Colona Station, with (perhaps) 
a short call at the White Wells "outstation", some six miles 
from Nullarbor, it is with a sigh of relief that the homestead 
buildings are seen suddenly on the skyline. 

On arrival, there is always a cordial welcome. The car 
pulls in at the rear of the house, and in quick time Mr. and 
Mrs. Brook appear. A room to sleep in, water for a wash— 
even on the last trip some of their precious supply for a 
shower—and refreshments are quickly supplied. 

It is easy to forget that the next neighbour to the west 
is 125 miles away, and that Cook, the nearest settlement to 
the north, is 70 to 80 miles distant. 

Next morning, before breakfast, a tiny congregation joins 
in the Service of Holy Communion. There is the opportunity 
for a quiet message on spiritual things. It is a pleasure to 
minister under such conditions, and is a small return for 
the kindnesses so long heaped upon us. 

Mr. Brook will probably say that I shouldn't have written 
about them in this way, but I won't apologise. B.C.A. means 
much to him and his good wife, and they mean much to 
B.C.A. May the relationship long continue. 

MINNIPA. 
Rev. L. Morris. 

When I first came out here, and heard farmers moaning 
about the West Coast, I gathered that they get about one 
good season in the proverbial blue moon, all the rest being 
bad or worse. First year I was here justified all the epithets 
disgruntled cookies hurled at the land, the weather, their 
implements, the crops, the price of wheat, and the Govern
ment. Last year was only better by comparison. But this 
season has been a real corker, and everyone is correspondingly 
uplifted. For once the average cocky is cheerful when he 
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talks about his crop, so much so that he may even be lenient 
towards the Government. All of which gives added point 
to the Harvest Festival services which have just begun, and 
which are planned to occupy all the rest of the month—it 
takes me a month to get round the district giving each 
centre its service. 

Last Sunday we held service at a little centre called 
Pimbaacla, way up on my northern boundary. Pimby, as 
it is called for short, is a magnificent city boasting one shop 
with dwelling attached (or perhaps it is a dwelling with 
shop attached !) and a school. There is a wheat shed, but 
you'd hardly count that, so that the buildings are two in 
number. We use the school for service. When I turned 
up, about a quarter of an hour before starting time, I found 
the usual little knot of men standing in the shade of the 
tree and gravely putting to rights the affairs of the world. 
I like this little forum with its leisurely debates and interest
ing conclusions. I pass them with a word or two of greeting 
and enter the school, where an energetic little band of ladies 
is busily putting the final touches on the decorative scheme. 
The basis of things apparently is a stool, one of those with 
a back, which has been draped with a white sheet and flanked 
with sheaves of hay and bags of grain. On and about the 
stool is arranged as great a variety of farm produce as the 
combined effort could muster, the whole producing an ex
cellent effect and giving quite a fair summary of the products 
of the district. Time to start service, and the congregation 
troops in. Soon all the available desks are occupied amid 
sundry little pleasantries as the not-so-slim seek to insert 
themselves into desks obviously designed for those of more 
tender years (and lesser girth). Then someone remembers 
another desk or two in the shelter shed, but this is only a 
partial solution to the problem. Next to be requisitioned 
are sundry car seats, but these, too, give out, and some 
resourceful person proceeds to dismantle a cupboard (con
sisting of fruit cases artfully put together and concealed). 
We place the cases along the wall, cover them with a rug, 
and hey presto !— a seat good enough for the highest in the 
land. Now we only need to sit a row of little girls along 
the front of the desks and we are all nicely fitted in. Only 
. . . . during the singing of the first hymn along comes the 
inevitable pair of latecomers, and we hold up the service 
while we fit them in. To add to our difficulties, a blooming 
little dog refuses either to stay outside or keep quiet; but 
a determined-looking male walks out, is absent for a few 
minutes, and we hear the dog no more. 

We have no musician to accompany the singing at 
Pimbaacla, and those of you who know my vocal limitations 
will have a good laugh when you hear that I have to start 
all the singing! At an earlier service elsewhere I had 
pitched "We plough the fields and scatter" so low that only 
a Paul Robeson could have taken the lowest note. 
Desperately seeking to avoid this pitfall, I now start a bit 
higher, and only by standing on top of the desks would 
any of us have been able to* reach the top note. Hymns 
can be a great trial. 

Thus our gathering has its humorous sidelights, but the 
worship is sincere and from the heart. I have been to 
Harvest Festivals in more convenient buildings with more 
varied decorations, with beautiful organs and talented choirs 
to give a more worthy musical expression, with more com
fortable surroundings and lower temperatures, with larger 
congregations and much better preachers, but I have never, 
I think, been to one more impressive than this out-back 
expression of heartfelt thanksgiving with all its simple 
dignity as men and women who live by the land returned 
thanks to the Giver of all things for His mercies in time 
of harvest. 

their experiences, and to help with some of their needs. 
Sisters Loane and Bossley, Miss Dykes and Miss Gurrier-
Jones were all welcomed. 

The Auxiliary held its annual Thanksgiving Service in 
the Cathedral on February 17th, and were most thankful to 
receive £55 as an offering; also a gift of £100 from Mrs. 
Richards, whose son was recently killed, to form the nucleus 
of a Memorial Fund, to be used for any special work. 

It has at last been possible to secure a washing machine 
for "Coorah," an absolute necessity in a hostel when domestic 
help is unobtainable. Any small sum towards its cost will 
be gratefully received at the B.C.A. Office. 

The Auxiliary is planning to hold (D.V.) a small Sale, or 
Market Day, in conjunction with the Annual Meeting on 
Friday, August 13th, in the Bible House, from 2-5 p.m. 
Further details will come later. Please note the date! 

SYDNEY KIRKBY RICE, 
who was the first child born in the Bishop Kirkby Memorial 
Hospital, Cook. His father was then Stationmaster at Cook, 

and now occupies the same position at Alice Springs. 

Women's Auxiliary.—Several of the workers from the 
country have been in Sydney during the last three months, 
and it has been a great pleasure to meet them, to hear of 

Another Inspiration. 
I need not tell my readers of conditions in Great Britain 

to-day. You know something of them as well as I. 
Recently we told you of a gift from England of £400 to 

build a church at Minnipa. That bucked us up no end ! 
A few days ago a cable was unexpectedly received by 

the O.M. from Dr. Bate, of the Colonial and Continental 
Church Society, which, as you know, has lost its office 
building in an air raid. The cable read : "Hold at your 
disposal £1000 sterling (£1250 Australian) for new aeroplane." 
Well, my friend, does it give you a lump in your throat ? 
It did that to me. 

They say that at the height of the Battle for Britain 
there were only six 'planes in reserve. Britain had to build 
thousands and thousands of expensive bombers for herself, 
Russia, China and Australia. Now she is giving us £1250 
to help replace our medical 'plane when we can do it. 

Need I apologise to you for asking you to keep on put
ting your hand in your pocket to buy petrol and pay the 
maintenance costs of the present machine ? 
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THE PLACE OF PRAYER, 

A Prayer for Use with Our Prayer List. 

O Lord God of our nation, Who has commanded men to subdue and replenish the 
earth : Look in Thy love upon all those who in the distant parts of our land are striving 
against many difficulties, and are deprived the access of the means of grace. Strengthen 
and guide the Bush Church Aid Society and its Clergy, Nurses, Doctors and Air Pilot, 
and Students. Cheer and comfort them in discouragements and loneliness, and bless 
their ministrations to the good of those they serve, and grant that the message of 
redeeming love may thus be rooted and grounded in our national life, to the glory of 
Thy Great Name, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

SUNDAY. 
MORNING. EVENING. 

The Far West Missions at 
Fenong, Ceduna, Minnipa and 
Cummins ; the Missioners, 
H. Broadley, T. R. Fleming 
and L. Morris. 

The West Darling Missions 
at Wilcannia and Menindie ; 
the N.W. Mallee ; and the 
Missioners, K. Luders and E. 
J. Dorrell. 

MONDAY. 
MORNING. EVENING. 

The Cann River Mission, 
the Bonang Mission, Rev. N. 
Chambers, the Streaky Bay 
Missioners, and the Rev. D. 
Livingstone. 

The Denmark Settlement, 
the Kirton Point Missions and 
Missioner, Revs. R. Hallahan 
and B. B. Lousada. 

TUESDAY. 

MORNING. 

For Sisters Dowling, Boss-
ley, Page, Loane, Edgar and 
Warner at Ceduna; Sister 
Firmin and Miss Millar at 
Penong. 

EVENING. 

For the Cann River Dis
pensary and Koonibba Mission 
Hospital ; and Sisters I. 

Gwynne and G. Hitchcock. 

WEDNESDAY. 

EVENING. MORNING. 

For the children in the For the Flying Medical 
Mungindi and Wilcannia Service, Mr. Chadwick, and 
Hostels, and for the workers, Doctors R. and F. Gibson. 
Miss Cheers, and Misses For the wives and families 
Gurrier Jones. of the Missioners and Air 

Pilot. 

THURSDAY. 
MORNING. EVENING. 

For the Mail-Bag Sunday 
School with its Gospel mes
sage for the children. For 
the teachers and helpers, that 
they may find encouragement 
in their work. 

For the Organising Mis
sioner, that he may be 
strengthened and guided in 
all his endeavours for the 
good of the work and in his 
relationships with his fellow-
workers. 

FRIDAY. 
MORNING. 

For the Bishop Kirkby 
Memorial Hospital and Sister 
Pritchard and Miss D. Dykes 
as they minister to the people 
on the great Nullarbor Plain. 
For Sister Symons and the 
Tarcoola Medical Hostel. 

EVENING. 

For students and all in 
training for this work of God. 
For Rev. W. Duffy and the 
Heytesbury Forest Mission. 
For Rev. T. H. Pickburn and 
the Otway Ranges Mission. 

SATURDAY. 
MORNING. 

For the President and 
Council of the Society, that 
they may be guided by His 
wisdom. 

For the Home Base Staffs, 
Auxiliaries, and parochial 
workers. 

EVENING. 

For the "Coorah" Hostel 
and its workers, Mrs. Mann 
and Miss Harding. 

For the Rappville Mission 
and the Missioner, the Rev. 
P. N. Connell. 

Each day pray that the many needs of the work may be met. 
Running expenses of 40 / - per hour to keep the Medical 'Plane 

in the air. 
Consecrated clergy missioners for urgent work in the field. 
That our work may continue to progress despite the difficul

ties of wartime. 

Give Thanks— 

For the rich blessing and wonderful growth of the Society's work. 

For all the kindly givers who have helped with their self-denials. 

For the Flying Medical Service. 

For new workers in Hospitals and Missions. 

For the joy of service. 
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THE MEDICAL MISSIONS. 
THE PLAGUES OF COOK. 

Sister V. Page. 
I have been relieving at Cook, and when I arrived I was 

amazed to see hundreds of rabbits which had literally taken 
possession of the town. Due to the fact that no rains had 
fallen since May, these rabbits had come in search of water. 
They lived under houses, sheds, etc., and just swarmed 
over the place looking for food and water. They were not 
at all shy, and rarely moved from their position unless 
chased. Dogs seemed blase where they were concerned, 
except at odd times, usually morning and evening, when they 
slaughtered them wholesale. Children chased them with 
stones and sticks, and hundreds were killed daily. The 
military hygiene men did a round daily of all houses and 
collected dead rabbits, which were considerable. Every
where one went there were rabbits dead and alive. The 
rains have come since, and the rabbits are considerably less. 

Then there is the green fly plague, which is still with us. 
Any particle of food dropped outside is soon a seething mass 
of these flies—in fact, it is impossible to say what variety 
of food they have attacked it is so covered with flies. 
Fortunately this hospital is well fortified against this pest 
with fly wire, and, although a few manage to get in, it is a 
very small proportion. 

I had only been here a few days when we experienced a 
very severe dust storm. The previous day had been very 
hot, so at night we opened up the doors and windows. 
About 5 a.m. we heard the welcome sound of thunder, and 
thought of the long wanted rain which might follow. 
Instead, at about 5.30 a.m., without warning, a dust storm 
was upon us. The wind howled and whistled round the 
place and made shutting of doors very difficult. The air 
outside and in was suffocating with dust. It only lasted 
about ten minutes, and ended with just enough rain to 
convert the dust on the outside walls into mud. It looked 
just as if someone has thrown mud at the place. Inside, 
the pattern of the linos, was not visible, and everything was 
covered with a layer of red dust. It was about ten minutes 
before Sister Pritchard and I could see the funny side of 
things. We were thankful that our sense of humour was 
able to emerge from the dust ! 

Last Wednesday, just as our little 'plane was arriving, 
the wind arose and it commenced to rain. It rained steadily 
all night and most of the next day, with the result that 
the Doctor, Sisters Dowling and Branford, and the Pilot 
were marooned at Cook. Friday morn, the ground between 
here and the railway was under water and it was still raining. 
Eventually the 'plane took off on Saturday morning, with the 
weather slightly on the improve. Water is still lying round 
in lakes. 

Now I'm told that a mice plague is advancing from the 
Western Australian border. Am afraid I can't be respon
sible for my actions if they ever get here ! They are re
ported only one hundred miles away, but I'm hoping they 
can't swim ! 

The men in camp here sometimes ask us how we "stick 
it." Our answer is, "The love of Christ constraineth us." 

Miss Dykes has a big job in seeking to keep up the 
spiritual work here. On Friday nights she has Confirmation 
class; Thursday afternoon, religious instruction at the school; 
Sunday afternoon, Sunday School; and Sunday evening, a 
service which is held here. One feels a great need for a 
Protestant padre to work amongst the troops. 

Sister Pritchard has been kept busy, for as well as her 
own work she has had the added work of assisting the 
military doctor when any of the men have needed operation 
or extra nursing, as there is no Army sister here. 

And now, before this article is finished, I would like to 
say how much the refrigeration is appreciated. It has 
lightened the burden of the hot weather considerably, and 
made housekeeping and cooking in the summer very much 
easier than in the past. To all who contribute to make the 
work more congenial we say, "Thank you !" 

CEDUNA. 
Sister L. Loane. 

Three months ! It sounds a long time, especially when 
spoken of as a quarter of a year, but it does not take long 
to slip by when spent as holidays. ^ Returning to Sydney 
after two years, I found things so changed by present circum
stances that it almost seemed a different place, and yet in 
many ways it was the same—and, above all, it was home ! 

The trip over was long, but it was not without interest, 
because there is such a large B.C.A. family to meet at the 
various ports of call. The ten hours in the train from 
Ceduna to Port Lincoln was really quite exciting, for every 
two or three hours we were met by the workers. At 
Yaninee, Mrs. Richards, who did the hospital cooking for 
twelve months, came down to the train, and we had a happy 
few minutes together. Then at Minnipa the Morrises came 
with exciting accounts of their work and the latest cases 
arriving at midnight. Then at Cummins a few minutes 
and a cup of tea with the Fleming family, and, last of all, 
a happy meal and time of fellowship with the Hallahans at 
Lincoln. It is a real joy to see each of the workers in their 
own district, and to feel the bond of unity and fellowship 
in Him Who has called us to His service. And so, on 
through Adelaide and Melbourne, always the link of the 
Society and its work and its workers. It was this unity of 
purpose and bond of fellowship that impressed me more 
than anything else in the time at home. It was a tremen
dous privilege to meet so many of these people who so 
faithfully support us, and who supply so many of our needs; 
and those who are our prayer partners, and to whom we 
owe more than we can ever fully estimate, for without a 
doubt it is the prayer behind the work that is its greatest 
force. The Lord has greatly blessed every branch of the 
Society's activities in the past years. He has supplied 
workers and funds as the needs have arisen, even if at 
times He has allowed our faith and patience to be tested, 
and this, I am perfectly certain, as a direct result of earnest 
believing prayer from those at home. 

The matter of finance brings to mind the resolution on 
the part of the Women's Auxiliary to buy a washing machine 
to make washing days easier out here at Ceduna. It seemed 
a large order for a comparatively small band of women, 
especially in wartime, when prices are high and other calls 
so numerous; yet in a very short time the necessary funds 
were in hand, and, though the washing machine was off the 
market, we believe we are to be sent a refrigerator. You 
can well imagine the cook's delight when she heard this 
wonderful news. 

That also brings to mind the splendid parcel of linen 
sent out in August—sheets, towels, draw-sheets, etc., all so 
badly needed, to say nothing of the dish cloths always so 
welcome in the kitchen—and for all these things we all send 
our warmest thanks. If, then, all this could be done by 
that one branch of our supporters, surely it must be possible 
to raise the £12,000 necessary each year to carry on the work. 
How we all long to hear that this year has closed with a 
credit balance ! And so we seek an ever widening circle of 
supporters and prayer partners, that the work may go on 
from strength to strength, and may reach even farther into 
the lonely, isolated parts of our land. It is the Lord's work, 
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and He is omnipotent and He will supply. May He increase 
our faith in His power and love, that we may never doubt 
Him. 

To me it was most encouraging to see so much interest 
in the Children's Bible Class here at the hospital. So much 
prayer has been offered for these children that there can not 
fail to be much fruit from the class in the days that lie 
ahead, and I would like to thank everyone who has prayed 
and still prays for them. It is hard to express one's appre
ciation of your interest, but I feel that even now your prayers 
are being heard. It has been a real joy to see how one or 
two of the older girls have grown in grace and in readiness 
to serve their Lord and Master. One has been practising 
the choruses on the organ, and now is well able to play for 
the class, which to me seems a definite step forward. I 
feel that she is "not far from the Kingdom," and would value 
special prayer for her. How we long for them all to come 
to the Lord ! Please "continue steadfast in prayer" for 
them. 

The return to Ceduna was nearly as exciting as the trip 
over, and it was great to be back and to be allowed to take 
up the work again. Oh, that I may be a faithful and profit
able servant in the days to come ! 

FIVE DAYS SPENT WITH SISTER HITCHCOCK 
AT KOONIBBA. 

Sister J. Branford. 
And what memorable days they were, too—days that will 

not be easily forgotten ! 
I had always thought that for anyone to give their time, 

their very life, to a work such as Koonibba, among the 
natives, they would need to have a very great love for that 
work, as well as for the people themselves. Since my all 
too brief stay with Sister Hitchcock, I know now that it is 
the very love of God working in and through His servants 
that enables them to serve joyfully in ways and places that 
many would naturally shrink from. 

Owing to the serious outbreak of meningitis among the 
natives, plus a variety of circumstances, I had the privilege 
of going up to help, and, although I believe the most anxious 
and trying part of nursing these very sick kiddies was over 
before I arrived, nevertheless, from the nursing point of view 
also, it was an experience to be remembered. 

I guess most of you have some idea of the seriousness 
of meningitis, and of how, until recent years, one scarcely 
hoped for the recovery of such patients, because of the fear 
of mental defect; and in any case very few did recover. 
However, since the discovery of the use of sulphanilamide 
drugs in these cases, a great deal more can be done towards 
complete recovery. And so, by the grace of God, it was 
very wonderful to see each of the seventeen victims made 
well again, and no loss of life. 

During my stay there were seven children in hospital 
whose ages ranged from five to thirteen years, and each one 
had their own lovable little ways and attractive manner of 
speaking. The tiny tots had a quaint way of mixing native 
words in with their English, so that at times they had me 
tricked until Sister did some explaining. 

The Hospital itself was a very pleasant surprise to me. 
From the outside it appears to be a fairly old-fashioned, 
solid stone building. As we step inside (front door, of 
course), the first thing that greets one is that peculiar, 
indefinite "hospital smell" which seems to pervade all places 
where disinfectants, drugs and medicated things are used. 
This is the hall which is furnished with a small improvised 
desk, a hat-rack, an old style form for seating, and the 
largest hand-bell I have ever seen, which is kept for calling 
the outpatients when it is time for their dressings, etc. I 
never saw Sister Hitchcock ring it, but it took me both 
hands to manage sufficient clanging to call all who needed 
attention. 

On the left hand side of the hall is Sister's bed-sitting-
room, which she has made most attractive and comfortable, 
even though the same amount of furniture might be spread 
over two such rooms. Opposite is the front ward, which at 
the time of my visit contained three beds and two cots, each 
occupied by a seemingly shy little dark-skinned native boy 
or girl. The contrast of snowy white bed linen and dusky 
faces, with big dark eyes solemnly watching, makes a very" 
appealing picture. However, the shyness didn't last very 
long, and, after a few hours, I discovered them to be just 
as full of noise and fun as any white youngsters, if not 
more so. 

Beyond these two rooms we find another ward, with only 
two beds and a cot, because here much room is taken by 
large linen cupboards, chart table and book shelves; here 
again, the thing which impressed me was the fresh clean
ness of everything, from the shining countenances of the 
sick ones (which in most cases are far from sweet and clean 
on admission) to the cool green lino, on the floor. Opposite 
this ward is the theatre, and here we see an ingenious 
arrangement of cupboards, tables, sinks, trays, a bed and 
an operating table, placed so that as much room as possible 
is allowed for working. 

The remainder of the building consists of the kitchen, 
laundry and two bathrooms, and, although none boast of 
very modern equipment, all are easy and pleasant in which 
to live and work. 

This is but a poor description for any who have not seen 
our Hospital at Koonibba, but I hope it will convey some
thing of the surprise I received when I first saw it and took 
part in the daily round of work there. What a great bless
ing it is to the natives, for they find sympathy, healing, and 
the love of God as they come with their many and varied 
needs from day to day. 

While I was there we had only children as in-patients, 
and at night when we would tell them a Bible story, and hear 
their prayers, or perhaps teach them one, it was great to 
find that they knew ever so many of the stories of Jesus, 
and were not afraid (but quite pleased) to answer questions. 

A glimpse into some of the cottages created a number of 
impressions. The first I saw was the "men's room," which 
is the sleeping place of several men who haven't actually a 
home of their own, and, of course, was rather crude and 
not exactly spic and span. A dose of medicine had to be 
given here twice a day, and I learned it was better to ad
minister it from the door than to go inside if I didn't want 
to itch for the rest of the day—psychological or neurotic ? 
Maybe ! 

However, in another cottage I found a clean, efficient-
looking housewife, who kept her two rooms (living room and 
family bedroom) very nicely, baked her own bread, and had 
quite respectable kitchen furniture, and altogether made one 
feel it was well worth while trying to teach them to be clean 
and thrifty. This one, I believe, was typical of quite a 
number on this Mission. 

Then, on the outskirts of the buildings I visited the 
wurlies of Old Charlie and two others. Well, I'm still 
wondering about them. They seem perfectly happy and 
contented, so I suppose there's no need to worry, but it's 
hard to realise them living so. One reads of wurlies, but 
I honestly think few people really know until they see one 
just how little goes into the making of them—a few bushes, 
old bags, and scraps of tin or board, put together in such a 
way as to afford some shelter (I wouldn't like to saw much 
much). No room to stand or walk about. Oh, no ! Just 
crawl in and lie down by a smoky little fire, and amongst 
a dog or two, and, maybe, a very few old rugs. 

And now I must mention the diabetics. These are out
patients, too, but instead of answering the clanging of the 
bell they come three times a day before meals for their 
injection of insulin. I believe their number varies according 
to who has gone "walkabout" or away rabbiting, but at this 
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particular time there were four. Jimmy came on crutches, 
Paddy in a wheel-chair, Charlie and Tommy walked, but as 
one was stone deaf he needed the other to explain things. 
A most interesting quartette, especially Jimmy, whose long 
matted hair and whiskers inspired an offer of a trim. But 
Jimmy said, "No, thank you !" He neither shaves, bathes, 
nor trims his hair until the really hot weather sets in. These 
and many other interesting happenings made my short stay 
a very happy experience that I wouldn't mind repeating. 

Will the many prayer partners who might read this 
remember in prayer the one who cheerfully labours there 
daily, that in times of loneliness, weariness or perplexity she 
may feel the Presence of the One Who has said, "Ye are My 
friends if ye do whatsoever I command you"—and may that 
friendship be very real to her. 

than anything else, but once children begin to recover they 
almost straight away seem to become lively, and it is difficult 
to keep them in bed. 

We have recently had a short visit from the Revs. 
Shaxted (Victorian Secretary) and Wilkinson; they had a 
very hurried trip to Koonibba in the midst of a duststorm, 
but even a short visit is appreciated, and helps to give them 
some idea of the work over here. 

KOONIBBA. 
Sister G. Hitchcock. 

One would hardly think that any good could come out of 
a ghastly war, but to my mind it has made a great deal of 
difference to the out-back of the natives, in that it has put 
them on a more or less equal footing with the whites. At 
first, although they were keen to enlist, their services were 
not required; but during the past year they have been gladly 
accepted to form a labour corps. Also, a halfcaste boy, who 
at school showed great promise and obtained his qualifying 
certificate (a thing unheard of amongst natives before), could 
have gone on to higher education; but, after leaving school, he 
just drifted into a groove with the others, and was content to 
do farm work or trap rabbits. However, when war broke out, 
having the necessary qualifications, he applied to enter the 
Air Force and was accepted; at present he is studying for 
exams., and in the course of his studies is even learning 
geometry and algebra, mechanical engineering, etc. He looks 
very spruce in his Air Force uniform ! 

Apart from this, most of the women on the Mission are 
receiving regular wages from their soldier husbands, as well 
as receiving child endowment; but now that they have the 
money and want to buy a few comforts for their homes, such 
as bedsteads, etc., unfortunately such things are almost un
obtainable. 

Returning from Melbourne in May after doing an Infant 
Welfare course, and having a holiday, it was good to find 
that we had a wireless, which had been given to us by the 
friends of B.C.A. in Melbourne, and chosen by Mr. Fulford in 
Adelaide. It has made a big difference to the work from 
my point of view, in that one can keep up to date with the 
news, and also it is great for the patients to be able to listen 
to music to keep their minds off themselves. It is also good 
to find that the Sunday School by Post had sent us over £6, 
and with this money the bathroom was renovated and made 
to look very comfortable, as well as procuring for us a large 
Aladdin type of kerosene lamp. 

There have been some interesting patients in hospital 
since I have been back. Influenza ran riot among the 
natives for a while, and when that had calmed down there 
was a meningitis epidemic. There were several milder cases 
among the Home children, and these were nursed by Miss 
Jericho, who had plenty to do with her large family. We 
had some very sick children in the hospital for a while, but 
God was gracious and they all recovered. At first there 
were three delirious children all calling out at once, but 
help was sent us from the Ceduna Hospital, and when things 
were quieter and all the children in the convalescent stage 
we got help from Adelaide, sent by the Protection of 
Aborigines Department Board. There were a couple of 
children who were cousins—one was Betty and the other 
Maria. Betty had been very sick and very quiet for over 
a week, and it was great to hear a sweet little voice calling 
out for all sorts of things. Once Maria began to improve, 
she and Betty had a great time together. At first the place 
was very depressing; it seemed more like a mental hospital 

THE FLYING MEDICAL SERVICE. 
Pilot A. Chadwick. 

The latter part of 1942 provided us with a variety of 
circumstances to contend with in the course of our work, 
and I ought to make a good resolution to keep some sort 
of a diary; for log-book entries, plus one's memory, falls a 
long way short of presenting a clear picture of what has 
taken place when you sit down to write an article such as 
this. 

In the first place, that quickly changeable element, the 
weather, has done more to disorganise our regular plan of 
flights this year than it has done in any previous year. 
There has been more than the usual amount of rain, wind, 
and dust. Up to date, we have had about three inches of 
rain above our yearly average, and on many occasions the 
wind has reached a speed of 65 miles per hour. As for the 
dust, well—the electric light has had to be switched on in 
the day time, and quite recently two Sisters in one of our 
hospitals passed in the passage without seeing each other! 
All of these disturbances have kept our little 'plane on the 
ground at various times, mostly preventing us from leaving 
Ceduna; but on one occasion we got caught out in a wind 
and dust storm, and had to peg the aircraft down for the 
night at Koonibba Mission Station. Still for all this, those 
of our scheduled flights that have had to be postponed have 
been fulfilled at a more favourable opportunity; and the 
season has been a splendid one for the farmers, who expect 
a good yield of both wheat and wool. 

A necessary part of our organisation is the motor car, 
which Doctor must use for her own needs in the practice, 
and which conveys us to and from the aerodrome, and also 
on our shorter local visits to patients when the need arises. 
Now a motor car, like an aeroplane, needs a lot of attention 
if it is to give long and faithful service and be ready for 
use whenever it is needed, and often it is not until things 
start to go wrong that one is made to realise just how much 
attention a car really does need. I said earlier that one 
of our major problems this year was the dust, and the 
experiences I have had with the car during the past month 
have brought this fully home. One hot day we were on a 
trip, and the water in the radiator boiled. The cause was 
put down to the weather, but on each successive occasion 
the car was used the trouble got rapidly worse, and so it 
was decided to clean the radiator out. This was done several 
times without the desired effect, for she still boiled and boiled. 
There are many things that can cause a radiator to boil, and 
so I sat down and, by referring to text books, emerged with 
a long list of possible causes. Then, armed with this list, 
I made repeated trips with the car to the garage, where the 
necessary tools and help were obtainable, until by a process 
of elimination all the points had been checked up and attended 
to. In looking back over the work done, the one cause that 
stands out above all the rest is dust, for, in addition to a 
slight adjustment to the timing mechanism that was neces
sary, all the vital parts in the carburetter were choked up 
with dust, and there was a mixture of dust and carbon on 
the commutator in both the starting motor and generator. 
However, I suppose that it is an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good, for as a result of all the trouble the car has given 
it has provided me with a better knowledge of its vital 
working parts than ever I had before. 

Having said something of the problems met with in the 
course of trying to keep the car up to the mark, may I now 
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tell you something about aircraft maintenance. This is a 
branch of aviation of which the general public sees little or 
nothing. It is not apparent to you as you see an aeroplane 
flying overhead, although no doubt you have a vague idea 
that in a workshop at an aerodrome somewhere there are 
highly skilled workmen who look after the several sections 
of an aeroplane—and you are right. 

Those sections are classified as follows : Aircraft, Engines, 
and Electrical Equipment and Accessories. The one I wish 
to speak about, however, is Aircraft. 

For the first four years of our operations over here our 
little aircraft kept flying without any mechanical defects. 
Then when the yearly overhaul was being carried out a crack 
was discovered in the petrol tank, while it was being tested 
under pressure. This yearly inspection and overhaul is a 
very searching one, and it is fairly safe to say that no part 
of the machine is overlooked. Well, the petrol tank was 
repaired and tested, and the machine went back into service. 
After six months another crack appeared, and this time I 
had to tackle the job of removing and refitting the tank 
myself. Of course, the actual repair work had to be done 
at Parafield, and, being fortunate to be living on an air route, 
it is only a matter of hours for the tank to be taken to 
Parafield, once it has been dismantled. Before any welding 
can be done on a petrol tank it has to be steamed out, to 
remove all traces of petrol and fumes. A tank such as the 
one in VH-AAA has to undergo this steaming process for 
three hours. On this occasion a fairly extensive repair was 
carried out by removing the faulty section and letting in a 
new one, and once more the tank went back into the aircraft 
and we carried on with our work. I felt quite sure that my 
worries were over as regards the tank now, and, having settled 
down to our regular routine of trips, the matter was almost 
dismissed from my mind, until one day we left here to fly 
to Tarcoola. After being in the air for ten minutes I noticed 
a wet patch of fabric under the petrol tank which did not 
dry out in the air stream, and, if anything, grew bigger. Up 
to the present time science has not provided us with a sky 
anchor that can be thrown out and used to tie the aircraft 
to in space while you get out and have a look round, so the 
only practical thing to do was to come back home and see 
what it was all about. So I turned the aircraft around and 
flew back to Ceduna, and there, sure enough, was another 
crack, right across the weld of the newly let in section. 

This matter was getting rather serious now, for it was up
setting our regular plan of scheduled flights for consultations 
at distant centres, not to mention the expense of continual 
repairs and the extra work thrown on to the maintenance 
man—there is ample to be done while everything is going all 
right. Therefore, on this occasion the question of a new 
petrol tank was gone into. The result of this investigation 
was that the quality of the tank and its repair was judged 
to be perfectly sound. Then several other technical ques
tions had to be answered. How was the tank mounted ? 
Was it sitting evenly on its slings ? Were the rubber linings 
of those slings perished ? What was the tension applied to 
the top slings to hold the tank in its mounting ? 

Most of us agree that a text book provides only the 
outline of any subject, and there are many matters the 
solution of which can only be found by experience and the 
result of a man's fair judgment. And so it was in this case. 
A sketch of the parts concerned had to be made and the 
matter reasoned out. Then, after a long telephone conver
sation with the Inspector at Parafield, I set to work to try 
and answer the questions referred to. The rubber linings 
of the slings were removed and replaced with felt linings. 
A slight adjustment was made to one of the lower slings on 
which the tank rested, and, finally, the tension of the top 
slings was reduced considerably. Then, after a few more 
days' work to sew up the fabric and do the painting, the 
aircraft was once more ready to take the air again. I am 
sure that you all hope, with me, that the tank will now 

justify all the time and thought that has been spent in an 
effort to make and keep it serviceable. 

As an addendum to the above, may I offer the following 
anecdote. It happened on the first occasion we flew again 
after the last repair work had been carried out, and we were 
setting out to complete the flight to Tarcoola which had to 
be postponed a fortnight before. After we had been going 
along smoothly for some time, I could feel by the motion of 
the 'plane that the passengers were moving in their seats, 
and I looked through the panel window to see Dr. Dutton 
(who was doing a locum here at the time) and Sister Dowling 
examining the contents of the "visiting bag" with a little 
more than the usual interest. So I just corrected the trim 
of the 'plane, and after a little while everybody settled down 
again, and we flew on and landed at Tarcoola without further 
incident. At dinner time I learnt details of the incident. 
Sister felt something wet against her shoulder, and, fearing 
the worst while hoping for the best, at last plucked up the 
courage to investigate. Imagine the relief felt when it was 
found that instead of petrol pouring down her back it was 
only a bottle of bromide that had been upset inside the bag, 
and she had collected the lot! 

Some little time ago, at a social evening held at Penong, 
a little girl of two and a half years fell off a seat and struck 
her head. There was no apparent signs of injury at the 
time, until a few days later, when she developed symptoms 
and lost sight of both eyes, besides lapsing into partial un
consciousness. Her parents brought her into the Penong 
Hospital, and, after Sister had seen her, she called Dr. Freda, 
who went up and examined the child. Doctor's diagnosis 
showed that there was some obscure pressure on the brain, 
and the child needed to be taken to Adelaide as soon as 
possible, where she could be given some specialised treatment, 
and, if necessary, an Operation could be performed. 

The next hour was spent in making all the necessary 
arrangements for the trip. The child's parents had to be 
notified, and the mother advised to prepare to accompany 
the child on the trip. Telegrams were sent and telephone 
calls were put through; also arrangements had to be made 
to refuel the 'plane on our arrival back at Ceduna. Having 
got everything ready at the Penong end, the passengers were 
all packed into the 'plane, which was full on the return trip, 
for Sister Warner accompanied Doctor to Penong, and this 
was her first trip in the B.C.A. 'plane. We then flew back 
here to Ceduna, where I refuelled the 'plane while Doctor 
went into the town and picked up our bags and a bit of 
lunch, which was eaten in the air on the way over. 

With Dr. Freda, who attended the patient, and the 
patient's mother, we left here on the long trip to Parafield 
of 340 miles, which was done non-stop in 3 hours 50 minutes. 
In order to get the best possible flying conditions, I flew the 
little 'plane up fairly high—around the 6000 feet mark—where, 
in comparison with sea level, the atmospheric pressure is 
reduced considerably, and, without knowing it at the time, 
this was having a good effect on the patient, for with the 
altitude and consequent reduction of pressure from outside, 
together with the reduction of pressure on the brain from 
inside, due to the removal of an excess of spinal fluid, it 
provided us all with some joy to see the child finish her long 
flight of 382 miles in all in a brighter condition than she 
began it, and possibly served in no small way to help in 
the speedy recovery which she made. 

Any of our friends who have had contact with the office 
of the Mail-Bag Sunday School will remember Miss Schofield. 
For a great many years this friend of B.C.A. has given a 
great deal of time and labour to the Mail-Bag, and has helped 
develop it to its present efficiency. The passing of the years 
has taken its inevitable toll, and Miss Schofield is no longer 
able to come into town. We would like her to know now 
that we have appreciated her work and kindly interest, and 
will always associate her with this work among the children. 
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"TO THE TASK.' 

"Come then ,,... . ... Let us to the Task, to the Battle and 
the Toil, each to our Part, each to our Station, fill the Armies, 
rule the Air, pour out Munitions, strangle the U-Boats, build 
the Ships and honour the Brave. Let us go forward together 
in all parts of the Empire. There is not a week, not a day, 
nor an hour to be lost." 

The speeches of Winston Churchill have been an inspira
tion to the people of Great Britain and the Empire. Such 
words as those quoted have in times of great danger and 
adversity inspired the Briton to strain every effort and make 
every sacrifice in order that his land and people might live. 

We thank God that such a man has been raised up. We 
are proud indeed that our nations of Empire are making 
supreme efforts for victory and peace. It is a tremendous 
inspiration to know that men and women, or the big majority 
at any rate, are ready and willing to put themselves and 
their needs and wants after the needs of country. 

Only by work, sacrifice, and, perhaps, giving of life itself, 
can our nation's purpose be achieved. 

Now I want to remind you of another speaker, other 
words, and another battle. The words are : "If any man 
come to Me, and hate not his father, and mother, and wife, 
and children, and brethren, and sisters, yea, and his own life 
also, he cannot be My disciple." The speaker was Jesus 
Christ—the battle is that of Right living. I like the trans
lation "love less" rather than "hate," because I feel it 
interprets our Lord's meaning better. 

To Christian people it means that the work given them 
to do by God is paramount. Love of even one's dearest ones 
must come after love of God; consideration of oneself and 
family must come after consideration for God and His work. 
Hard words ? Yes, indeed—but the Christian life is not an 
easy road. 

Winston Churchill promised the people of Great Britain 
"tears, sweat and toil." Jesus Christ said, "Ye shall be hated 
of all men for My sake." 

It is a great temptation to those actively engaged in 
missionary work to feel, after years of service, that the time 
has come to seek easier fields or to return to home and family 
for no other reason than that of long absence. I have been 
reading "The Life of Livingstone." You remember his wife 
and family had to return and live in England for quite good 
reasons. Did Livingstone send in his resignation and leave 
Africa ? Oh, no ! Yet his reasons would have sounded 
quite sufficient. By allowing them to go alone and seeing 
them only twice afterwards, was he a hard-hearted man who 
sacrificed wife and children for his job ? He had a Christian 
wife who saw that the work God had given her husband 
must come before everything else. So others are able to 
build in Africa to-day. 

There are those, too, who support Christian missions in 
normal times, but when times are not normal, as at present, 
they plead that their own needs, increased taxation, war 
effort, etc., must come first, and that there can be little left 
over for missions to-day. 

A great deal of rubbish is talked by many people who 
one would expect to know better about a "New Order," for 
which we must prepare after the war. Has anybody ever 
fou-d a better order of life than that contained in the Sermon 
on the Mount ? And it is 2000 years old ! Any order, new 
or old, is to be administered by men and women. Heaven 
help it, unless its administrators change their hearts and 
lives ! 

The greatest task of Christian men to-day is to spread 
righteousness abroad. "Let us then to the task, to the battle, 
a~d the toil, each to our part. 

T. J. 

The services of a junior typiste are required for our 
Sydney Office. The O.M. would welcome enquiries from 
suitable applicants before approaching the Man-power Office. 

POSTS AND RAILS. 
S.ster Branford has left Ceduna for Adelaide to continue 

her training. We have enjoyed having her on our staff, and 
hope that she will find it possible to come back to us later 
in the year. 

# •& # # ^ 
The Rev. N. Chambers has left Delegate for military 

duties. We wish him well in his Army service, and hope 
that soon a successor can be found to undertake the Delegate 
charge. 

Mrs. Marshall, of Hurstville, has again brought in the 
results of her work amongst her friends. This year some 
£16 resulted. We thank Mrs. Marshall for her indefatigable 
labours and unbroken interest in B.C.A., and would also ask 
those who help her to accept this small appreciation. 

*$* V '*** V V 

St. Paul's, Chatswood, has a keen band of B.C.A. box-
holders, and an energetic Secretary in the person of Miss 
Leplastrier. We congratulate both Secretary and box-
holders of this parish on reaching the record sum of £20 for 
their last quarter's opening. 

%. # j£ %. # 

The past few months have seen some field workers in 
town on holiday—Sisters Loane and Bossley and Miss Dykes 
from South Australia, Rev. Karl and Mrs. Luders from 
Wilcannia, and the Misses Gurrier Jones of Wilcannia Hostel. 
The Rev. P. Connell, of Rappville, also spent a day or two 
in Sydney. 

A lady friend recently came into the Office and said she 
had decided to leave B.C.A. £100 in her will, but had changed 
her mind, and would we accept a £100 war bond instead 
now? We did—and there's lots of room in the bank's strong
room if anybody else would like to copy the idea. 

A daughter has been recently born to Mrs. Livingstone 
and David. Both are well, and expect soon to return to 
Streaky Bay from Ceduna. 

Recent temperatures in some mission districts were 120 
degrees at Streaky Bay, 117 degrees at Cook, and 114 degrees 
at Wilcannia. In the past few months we have been able 
to place refrigerators at Cook, Ceduna, Penong and Koonibba, 
and machines are on order for Wilcannia and Wentworth 
Falls. Our friends can well realise what a boon these are 
in such hot places. We hope to add Mungindi Hostel and 
Tarcoola Medical Hostel to the list this year. 

Two good friends of B.C.A. recently passed to their rest. 
Mr. Morrison, of the Acme Bedstead Company, helped us a 
great deal in the furnishing and equiping of the Cook Hospital, 
and since that date he showed a kindly interest in our work. 
Sir Kelso King had been a consistent supporter of the Society 
since its inception. We shall miss them both, and extend 
to their loved ones our sympathy and assure them of our 
prayers. 

# g # # * 
St. Aidan's, Blackheath, presented the proceeds of their 

Harvest Festival to "Coorah" again this year. This is a very 
real and practical way of helping our work, and we commend 
it to other parishes. St. Luke's, Mosman, intend to do like
wise again. We are grateful for such remembrance and 
assistance. 

# •# $ # # 
The sympathy of all B.C.A. friends will go out to Mrs. 

F. H. B. Dillon, who recently suffered the loss of her father. 
Mr. Percival and his late wife were staunch friends of B.C.A., 
their interest dating back to Mrs. Dillon's own period of 
service as our first nurse at Ceduna. We extend to all the 
members of the family our real sympathy at this time. 
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The following letter, received with a cheque for HOG, 
speaks for itself. We are grateful that our friends can feel 
that B.CA.'s work is worthy of becoming a memorial to their 
loved one :— 

"Dear Sir,—In handing over the enclosed cheque for £100, 
my husband and I hope it can form the nucleus of a memorial 
fund to our son, Pilot-Officer D. J. Richards, who lost his life 
on May 29th, 1942, whilst serving in the R.A.A.F. in an attack 
on a convoy off the Frisian Islands. The amount is from 
an insurance I took out in his name, hoping it could be 
devoted to furnishing his chambers when commencing his 
practice as a barrister-at-law. This was not to be, and we 
can think of no better way of using this money. He loved 
his Church, and the work of the B.C.A. always appealed to 
him, especially the hostels for children, as he felt there was 
no finer work than the care of children less fortunately 
placed than he was. I hope to be able to add to this fund 
from time to time.—Sincerely yours, VERA E. RICHARDS." 

March t, 1943. 

Mail-Bag Sunday School, 
What has become of the Mail-Bag Sunday School ? Does 

it still function ? Maybe some supporters of B.C.A. are 
asking this question, as it is so long since we appeared in 
this paper, or at a rally. But you may rest assured it is 
as active and progressive as the other branches of the Society. 

Month by month, and year by year, lessons are sent to 
children all over the Commonwealth. Teachers, sorters and 
helpers work faithfully each month, so that, despite reduced 
mail deliveries, our children shall have lessons for every 
Sunday. 

What are these lessons like ? They are set out in six 
grades suited to the age and development of the children; 
there are also Confirmation lessons for older children. 
Lessons consist of Bible stories or lessons from Bible passages, 
prayers, Bible readings, hymns, questions, and something to 
do which will help the children to remember the lesson. 
This work is sent in to the teachers at the end of each 
month; then it is corrected, helpful comments made, and 
returned to the children. 

One of our chief aims is to make personal centact with 
ea^h child; so it is the teacher's responsibility to write regu
larly to the children in her class. Many firm and lasting 
friendships have been made in this way; these have proved 
a joy to children, teachers and parents. Sometimes teachers 
"visit their children for a holiday, or the other way about. 
Other families come to the Office to visit us, and the word 
goes round among those interested : "So-and-so was in to 
see us, and was interested to find out where the lessons came 
from." This is a great help to the teachers, who really enjoy 
such visits. 

Most children are too far off for visiting, and letters must 
suffice. The children may tell of farm life in all its interest
ing details from their point of view, while mothers tell of it 
from theirs. It often shames us city folk when we read of 
mothers, with several small children, coping with household 
duties, attending to gardens and fowls, often helping to milk, 
and spending several hours a day giving correspondence 
school lessons in one or two grades to their children. These 
children of busy mothers are generally those from whom we 
get the best results, for they desire their children to have 
every advantage, and realise the value of religious teaching. 

We endeavour to widen the children's interests and sym
pathies, and recently our older children were given an 
opportunity to share in the "China Relief Appeal." So ready 
was their response that donations—some were but a few pence 
—soon amounted to several pounds. 

The Mail-Bag Missionary Band was formed with the 
primary object of helping extend the Kingdom of Christ 

amongst our own Aborigines. It has been in existence less 
than three years, but during that time parcels of gifts, 
including a number of bed-rugs made of woollen squares 
knitted by the members, have been sent to Aboriginal Missions 
in Northern Australia, and later to the Homes for those 
children at Mulgoa and Ashfield, and to our own B.C.A. To 
the Aboriginal Hospital at Koonibba we were able to supply, 
during pur first year, a much needed resuscitator; during 
the second year, money for the furnishing and repairing of 
the bathroom and the purchasing of a lamp; and, with the 
pennies subscribed last year, we are very fortunate to have 
been able to secure two Tilly lanterns which are sorely needed 
to give adequate lighting at the Hospital for emergency night 
cases when the electric light is not available. In addition 
to this help to our dark people, through a special Christmas 
appeal we were able to send a gift of money to the Nether
lands East Indies Mission when the need was very great at 
the outbreak of war with Japan. We feel that this little 
branch of our Sunday School has been truly used and blessed 
of God to bring blessing to others. And, one of the greatest 
factors, we believe, has been the untiring devotion, the wise 
counsel, the forward vision and the inspiring prayerfulness 
of our Secretary, Miss Schofield. It is impossible to express 
in words what our Mail-Bag Sunday School owes to this 
faithful servant of Christ, who has carried much of the 
burden and shared much of the joy of the work of the School 
for some seventeen years or more. It was greatly owing 
to her vision and practical help that the compiling and pub
lishing of our course of Confirmation lessons—which have 
proved so wonderfully worthwhile—was made possible. This 
year she has been compelled, through ill-health, to relinquish 
her active work in connection with our Missionary Band. 

Not all our correspondence deals with the lessons; such 
is the friendly spirit between our country families and the 
teachers that we receive requests for a variety of things, such 
as "a pair of really strong trousers for John" (before ration
ing), to trace missing relations, or go to "the bank" and ask 
about a wool cheque. One mother wrote that her eldest 
son's hair was getting very thin, and asked the teacher, "If 
you hear of anything that would do this good—promote growth > 
—would you mind letting me know ?" Recently a child from 
Western Australia sent in this request : "Will you please 
send me some clothes for my doll ?" We sent clothes for 
an average sized doll, about 18 inches, in time for Christmas. 
A few days later a letter came saying, "My doll is 8 inches." 
Later again : "I made a mistake; my doll is 81 inches. Mum 
was away !" So perhaps our guess of 18 inches was almost 
right ! What do you think ? 

SUBSCRIBERS WHO HAVE NOT RECEIVED RECEIPTS. 

Miss A. D. Voss, Mrs. E. T. Tagg, Mrs. O. Muller, Mrs. 
H. W. Chapman, Mrs. L. A. Walker, Mrs. D. Dickson, Miss 
G. Hampel, Miss N. Von Stieglitz, Miss P. Carpenter, Mrs. 
W. J. Miller, Mrs. A. J, Fischer, Mrs. A. Owen, Mrs. Hunter, 
Miss E. Maud, Sister R. Short, Miss M. Bamford, Miss M. 
Mocdy, Miss E. M. Davis, Mrs. Smith, Miss M. Milte, Mrs. 
Bannerman, Mrs. Binnie, Miss N. Starkey, Mrs. Fazakerley, 
Miss Smyth, Mrs. Bebb, Miss Wilson, Miss E. Young, Miss 
F. Parkes, Mrs. H. Branford, Miss A. Carter, Mrs. W. G. 
Petty, Miss Wheen, Mrs. J. Rogers, Mrs. Poole, Miss J. 
Watson, Mrs. J. R. Forster, Miss F. Scott, Mrs. Brook Hansen, 
Miss Cuttle, Miss Rogerson, Miss L. Button, Mr. Prime, Miss 
McKnight, Miss Bachelor, Miss Carleton, Mrs. Aumann, Mr. 
Nellor, Miss R. B. Hill, Mrs. Seedsman, Mr. Ta't, Miss 
Monckton, Mr. Goodall, Mrs. Curry, Mrs. Bennett, Mrs. 
MeCrea, Mrs. R. H. Green, Mrs. Noble, Miss Kinvig, Miss 
M. G. Thompson. 

14/12/42, E. Vincent, 10/-; 29/12/42, Anonymous (Parra-
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