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atones oP the d5uildlna 
In a great and beautiful building there are many stones. 

Each stone varies in siz,e and beauty, but each one has 
a useful and necessary function to perform so that the 
building may be complete. Some of the stones are set 
above ground and are visible, others are below the 
earth and have little if any beauty, but they hold the 
building up. We are often told that "So and So" built 
this or that Cathedral. Though so often the credit goes 
to the architect and his name alone is remembered after 
the passing of years, we know that a great many others 
contributed towards the erection of the building. The 
masons, the tilers, the woodcarvers and the labourers 
all made their contribution towards making real the vision 
of the architect. 

So it is in work such as you and I are doing in B.C.A. 
A building is being is being erected, though not of stone. 
It is a building which we hope will stand to the Glory 
of God in the hearts of men and women in our land. 
Each of us has our own share in it and the completion of 
the work depends not upon any one of us but upon all. 
It is true that some of us have our work seen of men and 
receive the adulation of our friends for it. Others work, 
of necessity, doing the jobs known to but a few and 
receive little if any acknowledgment. Yet each is ne-
cessary and important to bring about the realisation of 
those who first had the vision' of the task of this Society. 
I remember as a young man, being associated with the 
building of a new church in my home town. One day 
a scholar of my Sunday School class brought me a cigar 
box and informed me that his Grandmother had sent 
the contents towards building the Church. That box con-
tained £30 in small silver. I found out later that the 
amount represented the total savings of a very poor 
woman. I have never forgotten the incident, for it taught 
me that to give of one's money to the work of God is 
a sacred privilege. I have never been able to subscribe to 
the idea that there is something unspiritual about a job 
like mine, because so much of it requires me to ask for 
money. A few days ago I received a letter, enclosing a 
pound note from an old age pensioner who had read 
in the last issue of the "R.A" that I was seeking gifts 
towards the cost of postage on food parcels to England. 
Such gifts are precious things and go towards building 
a great "House of God" in the hearts of men and 
women. 

The B.C.A. today is a very big undertaking. We have 
put our hands to a task that has grown almost beyond 
the dreams of those who began it, and that in less than 
thirty years. Shall we grow afraid of the cost? Are we 
to grow weary of the ever increasing calls upon our 
giving? 

We urgently need workers. Men in Holy Orders to 
staff our missions. Men to train in our colleges for ser-
vice later. Women as Deaconesses—workers in hostels— 
nurses in hospitals—and we need them now. Come if 
you are able and face up to this call. 

Yet I must say, remember please that workers are 
well nigh useless unless there are plenty of goodly givers 
behind them, working and praying for their success. 
Remember, the stones under the ground and out of sight 
hold the building up and give it stability. 

Our service to-day needs that sort of stability. A Flying 
Doctor Service is a spectacular and very useful piece of 
Christian Service. We are proud of our Flying Doctor 
Service. The doctors, nurses and pilots are a splendid 
team doing a magnificent job, but when I tell you 
that the overhaul of our largest aeroplane costs £712 this 
year, you will realise it is also a costly service. Shall we 
wilt at the cost? A month or so ago I met a boy playing 
in the street of a small town in Sth. Australia. He would 
have died, and that was quite certain, some years ago 
if we had not possessed an aeroplane. What is seven hun-
dred pounds against that? So it is with all our work. Even 
missioners are costly items. They need to be transported 

A small patient who was treated for severe burns in 
Penong Hospital. 

with wives, families and effects to the place where they 
are to work. Motor cars and petrol must be found so that 
they can visit their people. 

Hostels and hospitals are costing much more than 
ever before to maintain because of the ever rising costs in 
living and production. , 

So, my friends, we need you to give and give again 
if we are to go on, and go on we must. 

I make no apologies for this "begging" letter, if such 
it seems. 

This is the work of God to which we have put our 
hands and its basis is sacrificial giving upon which can be 
laid sacrificial service. 

T.E.J. 
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The following will be of interest to all readers of the "Real Australian9. It is a news item 
which appeared in the Adelaide Press and is reprinted here, together with Sister s photo, by 
courtesy of the management of the "News". 

C^naildn J/apde POP (/3.(^.^Ar. ^J^roSpltal 
English nurse, Miss Rose Portch left Adelaide by 

plane to-day for the Bush Church Aid Society hospital 
at Ceduna. She came to Australia in answer to an 
appeal made in England by the B.C.A. Organising 
Missioner, the Rev. Tom Jones. ^r I \ew L^ountpu 

Sister R. Portch. 

A new country . . . Australia . . . reached after a 
long sea voyage from London, which commenced on 
April 16. 

It was as the sun was setting that we sailed out from 
George V Dock into the Thames, and nightfall when 
we reached the open sea. My journey that day had 
started in the early morning sunshine from my home, a 
farm in a quiet country village in Wiltshire. 

Our voyage was pleasant and restful, for we were only 
24 passengers. I shared a stateroom with a lady returning 
to Australia. I soon became accustomed to sleeping 
in a bunk, and was fortunate in having the top bunk, 
alongside the port hole. 

All was new to me, for I had never left England before. 
The Bay of Biscay was calm; we passed through the 
Straits of Gibraltar at night; we saw Malta, and our 
thoughts turned to the island's history, and to those who 
served there during the war. Then came Port Said, 
where we arrived early on a Sunday morning. It was 
the first land we had been near since we left England, 
and the first thing I was aware of was a "sense of the 
Oriental" coming across the harbour. We did not go 
ashore, but our pilot came aboard and we entered the 
Suez Canal. 

On the Egyptian side there was a narrow belt of 
vegetation, and occasionally one caught a glimpse of herds 
of goats, and a few sheep. The picture was completed by 
those who dwelt there. They wore the eastern dress, 
and their dwelling places appeared to be made of reeds 
which grew alongside the stream. The opposite side was 
desert, where I saw my first "caravan of camels." The 
travellers were preparing to camp at sundown, and the 
camels were forming a circle. Unfortunately a sand-
storm prevented us from seeing Mt. Sinai as we sailed 
into the Red Sea. 

We reached Aden on April 29 and went ashore for a 
few hours. We visited some ancient tanks, known as 
Solomon's tanks, the Post Office, the native stores, and 
then passed through a tunnel in the rock leading into 
barren country, but after travelling about 3 miles we 
came to an oasis. Here the growth of vegetation was 
dense, but very dusty. The dwelling places of the inhabi-
tants were communal, and some very crude. The popu-
lation was mixed, Jews, Arabic, Indian and, no doubt, 

Before leaving for Ceduna, Sister 
Portch described England's midwifery 
service for poor mothers. It is pro-
vided by the Queen's Sisters, an 
organisation founded in the reign oi 
Queen Victoria, which now has Queen 
Mary for its patron. 

For a minimum fee of £2—nothing 
at all if mothers are very poor—they 
receive pre-natal treatment at a clinic, 
care during confinement, and for 14 
days afterwards. Every nurse in the 
service is a fully trained sister, with 
an additional 12 months' midwifery 
training. 

WORKED IN RAIDS 
The Queen's Sisters also visit the 

homes of the sick and the old, for 
ordinary nursing service. 

During the war Sister Portch was casualty sister of 
Croydon General Hospital, where civilian victims of 
daylight raids were taken in hundreds. "Their courage 
was truly wonderful," she said to-day. 

In 1941, she joined the Queen's Sisters at Portsmouth, 
and did six months' special training course before taking 
midwifery. 

others. Goats and an occasional cow moved about the 
streets with the people. There were carts drawn by 
camels, not a very graceful animal as a beast of burden. 

Here, too, I saw my first Moslem temple—again 
they were pictures come to life, even to the palm trees. 
In the early morning of May 5 we reached Colombo, 
where I stayed ashore with friends, a minister in the 
Methodist Church, his wife and family. The island of Cey-
lon was full of beauty and rich vegetation, rice fields, rub-
ber plantations, coconut and banana groves. I did not go 
high enough into the hills to see the tea plantations. 

A drive through rural Ceylon left me deeply impressed. 
The village homes were picturesque, although dark and 
primitively built, but they had a charm of their own. 
The people living there appeared contented and happy. 

I attended a Singalese wedding, and was interested 
to see the church crowded inside and out, just like home. 
The service and hymns were in English. I was a stranger 
there, but I did not feel so . . . I was among Christians. 
Some of the Singalese and Tamils whom I met personally 
and talked with were delightful and charming people. 

Sister Portch. 
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Colombo was very densely populated, the streets in 
the native quarter being crowded with moving people, 
and my first trip among them was in a rickshaw. 

It was very good to see and hear the work being 
done by Christians in this country, where one saw natives 
worshipping at shrines by the roadside, and also saw 
many yellow-robed Buddha priests. 

On May 18, as the sun was setting, we arrived in 
Fremantle. I received a letter from a member of the 
B.C.A., "Welcome to Australia and to the B.C.A. family 
—we are remembering you in our prayers" , . . so ran the 
letter. What a welcome! I joined my fellow passengers 
that evening at dinner just full of thankfulness and 
realisation of my own weakness and many imperfections, 
but at peace, because I knew that God had directed my 
steps to this country. 

We reached Adelaide May 24. Here I met "Real 
Australians," some had even lived and worked in the 
outback! They were happy, peaceful people, and ex-
tended great Christian love to me; a memory which will 
be with me always, 

At Melbourne and Sydney I found the same great 
Christian fellowship amongst the B.C,A. members and 
supporters, and my stay was full of interest. 

Now to the last stage of my journey to Adelaide by 
air from Sydney. A wonderful flight, again a sunset, this 
time viewed from the air. Truly I was flying into the 

West, and my thoughts would turn to those at home 
who would be rising to a new day. It was after dark when 
we reached Adelaide, a city of lights as seen from above, 
and very beautiful. 

Here I enjoyed the kind hospitality of the friends met 
on my previous visit, and saw more of the surrounding 
area. 

On June 15 I left Adelaide by air for Ceduna—my 
final destination. We took off in brilliant sunshine, and 
flew into the west, leaving behind the green of the 
surrounding country of Adelaide, with its cultivated land. 
As we passed over land and sea, I became conscious of a 
change. No longer did I look at what was growing, 
but became aware of the greatness of God's Creation: 
the land, the sea, and the sky. As one saw an isolated 
homestead in all this space, one realised how much 
those who lived there depended upon God for their daily 
needs. 

I landed at Ceduna and was met by Matron and 
Doctor, and taken to the B.C.A. Hospital, a modern 
welhplanned hospital, with good equipment and a well-
trained staff, working together with the knowledge that 
God was with them in their mission to heal the sick. 

As I settled into this new, and in many ways, strange 
life, that wonderful promise of our Lord, "Lo I am 
with you alway . . ." came to me with a great sense 
of comfort and strength, and like many another, I 
thanked God and took courage. 

THE ANNUAL SYDNEY RALLY 
will be held in 

THE CHAPTER HOUSE 

°f 
ST. ANDREW'S CATHEDRAL, SYDNEY 

at 8 p.m. on 
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 1st 

CHAIRMAN: Mr. R. C. Atkinson. 

SPEAKERS: Rev. T. Hayman of Streaky Bay. 
Sister F. Dowling of Ceduna. 

Bring your friends to a friendly, inspiring meeting. 
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Ulnderaround 
Rev. J. R. Greenwood. 

Almost 300 miles north-west of Minnipa, as the crow 
flies, is a lonely outpost known as Coober Pedy. For 
the benefit of those who are not familiar with the 
importance of this place I hasten to assure you that it is 
not a sheep or cattle station. It is an opal field which 
has seen in its day many hundreds come and go, some 
with an abundant return for their labours; others with 
nothing but the aches and pains consequent upon much 
hard labour. 

Recently I resolved to visit this remote place while 
on my periodic trip through the north'west station 
country. The road is far from being a bitumen highway 
so that the journey progressed to a succession of bumps 
and bounces as corrugations, sand hills, dry creeks, pot 
holes were gradually overcome. The distance by air 
is considerably increased—as the sheep stations on the 
way are visited. One often gases wistfully into the air 
as the slow road journey goes on to the succession of 
quick calls upon the brake as creeks or holes suddenly 
loom ahead. However, air travel would have the great 
drawback of missing many lonely people in places where 
aeroplanes could never land. 

Coober Pedy, 160 miles north-west of Tarcoola. 

During the past few weeks I have purchased an 
excellent film strip projector which proved invaluable in 
our evening homestead services as well as being a most 
acceptable adjunct to the religious instruction of the 
children. 

Towards the end of the first week Tarcoola, on the 
East'West railway track, was reached. It was a great 
pleasure to share the fellowship of Christian work pro-
pogated in that place by the B.C.A. Sister. The hos-
pitality of the Medical Hostel is ever a bright feature 
of the trip and Sister Page on this occasion lived up to 
her reputation. The two days before the Sunday services 
were fully occupied with intensive visiting and school 
instruction. It was a privilege to administer the Holy 
Communion on the Sunday to a congregation of faithful 
members. The evening service, while being well attended, 
could have found a greater response. Neverthless, a 
good congregation assembled and the film strip p r e 
jector was used to show Jesus Christ as the Light of the 
world, 

On the Monday morning with St. Columba's Van 
packed once again for the road a cheery farewell was 
given by Sister and the North-West track taken. That 
night a homestead well out in the mulga scrub was the 
scene of rest. The warm hospitality of the station people 
is a prominent feature of this bush ministry. The next 
night, God willing, should see Coober Pedy as the 
resting place. 

It was a misty morning as last minute checks were made 
of the van and supplies as ahead lay a very lonely 
road with long distances between homes. The track 
wound like a never-ending snake through the mulga 
and myall scrub. On every hand was evidence of a long 
dry spell, as dry spear grass and stunted undergrowth 
turned its dry foliage to the slowly rising mist. Abun-
dance of dry feed was there for sheep—blue bush, salt 
bush, and here and there a patch of mediterranean grass. 
But the valuable green feed for lambs and ewes with 
lambs was not to be seen. 

About the middle of the morning the next homestead 
was reached and the typical outback hospitality extended. 
There in the quietness of a remote home a mother and 
her son joined me in quiet fellowship and worship. 

The next few miles were through much fresher country 
as this particular strip had received from 2\ to 3 inches 
of rain at the end of February. Consequently feed was 
much greener and the myall and mulga showed a similar 
response to the moisture. It was 18 miles to the next 
home and here a son of my recent hostess was expecting 
to give' me the final directions to Coober Pedy. His 
assurance concerning the condition of the track was a 
great encouragement when it was recalled that ahead 
lay 52 miles of uninhabited country. 

Following directions carefully and watching for the 
forks in the track which had been emphasised would 
lead many miles away from my destination, a considerable 
number of miles of low sand hills were overcome. 
One incident occurred to remind me of the fact that this 
was but a bush track. On coming suddenly over a sand 
hill a large hole was momentarily observed right in line 
with the left-hand side of the van. It meant quick work 
on the foot brake and speedy swinging of the steering 
wheel. But sand is most reluctant to give way to a motor 
vehicle so it was a battle to hold the wheels on the lock. 
At last the van stopped and when the track was in-
vestigated it was found that a rabbit had decided to make 
his front door in the middle of the wheel track. The 
front wheel was only a matter of inches from a hole which 
would have buried most of it in sand. Carefully I 
reversed the van expecting any moment to feel a sicken-
ing lurch as the sand collapsed and let the front wheel 
into the trap. However, everything went well and 'St. 
Columba was persuaded to act like a camel and swung out 
of the track onto the smoother surface of the sand 
hill and with fine spirit pulled over the crest of the hill 
to continue the journey. Remembering that the mail 
truck would come the same way at the week-end I went 
back and undid the rabbit's work by filling in the hole. 

Ten miles out of the last homestead the last gate 
was reached and with a quiet prayer for safe travelling the 
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A resident of Coober Pedy at his front door. Note 
chimney sticking out of hillside. 

42 miles to Coober Pedy in the foot-hills of the Stuart 
Ranges was commenced. As the journey progressed the 
stunted mulga gave way to wide expanses of stony 
tableland country. Patches of corrugated road shook the 
van in intermittent spasms and here and there a creek 
had to be crossed. Lest you should think that these 
creeks contain water let me assure you that only on the 
few occasions that it rains do these creeks live up to 
the usual reputation of their species. For the most 
part they are magnified drains or gutters containing sand 
or stones according to the nature of the country. 

Steadily driving on with the sun rapidly coming more 
into the direct line of the windscreen the country 
flattened out into a long, open plain with only a very dis-
tant stunted tree to break the horizon. I found out after-
wards that at one time there was a considerable growth of 
mulga scrub but the needs of Coober Pedy dwellers for 
fuel gradually saw the scrub getting thinner until to-day 
there is only a vast expanse of plain country. The stony 
nature of the countryside became more and more pro-
nounced as the opal field drew closer. At last breaking 
the horizon were two tall wireless masts and one began 
to feel that journey's end was in sight. Over a slight 
incline the van pulled and there we had arrived. It 
was such a sudden surprise that I was amazed to see 
signs of habitation so abruptly. In the distance from 
the vantage point of my risen ground I could see small 
hills rising and falling in jumbled confusion. Around 
me were evidences of man's search for the elusive 
precious stone. It was like viewing the scene of a rabbit 
gone mad as gouged out heaps of earth lay in profusion 
right up to the edge of the track. Hearing a motor 
running I turned towards the side of a hill to where a 
shed had the sign "Store" placed in a conspicuous position. 
The engine I had heard was charging batteries and as 
there was no sign of anyone attending to it I proceeded 
to make investigations. 

Now one of the remarkable features of Coober Pedy 
is that there are no houses of the usually accepted type. 
Everyone lives underground in rooms dug out of the 
sides of the hills. When you require to extend your 
house there is no need to apply for a building permit, 
you simply dig out another room. 

As my investigation proceeded I followed a track 
leading to one of these dug-outs. Suddenly I was 
confronted by a lady who appeared out of the bowels 
of the earth, or so it seemed, who appeared just as 
surprised as I was to see a stranger. However, quick 

recognition followed on the surprise for I had met this 
lady some months previously on a sheep station. 

Over a welcome cup of tea in her dug-out kitchen 
plans were formulated for an evening service. A battery 
for the film-strip projector was procured and then as the 
sun had not yet set the residents of the underground 
settlement were visited. There are about 25 people 
living at Coober Pedy and then 8 miles further west 
approximately the same number are following the elusive 
precious stone. As the greater number of residents are 
old age pensioners not many leave their dug-out homes 
after sunset. 

It was quite a unique experience to have tea under-
ground but as it was winter weather with a frosty nip 
in the air, the snug quarters were appreciated. Many 
have asked me why do the people live underground. 
The reasons are that distance from the nearest rail 
head makes freight an expensive item: the mail, for 
instance, comes nearly 200 miles every week; and then 
the heat in summer often rises to 120 making every-
thing above ground a fiery furnace. 

That night a dozen people crowded into the under-
ground kitchen to witness a most outstanding event 
for Coober Pedy; pictures plus a service are not regular 
features in the life of the community. However, there 
was a sense of worship in the unusual surroundings that 
night. Here a band of people were gathered together 
like the Christians in the early days to join in the fellow-
ship of worship to Almighty God. The projector certainly 
proved its value that night and I offered a thanksgiving 
to God for the kind friends who had by their gifts 
made it possible for me to add to them and purchase 
the machine. The film strips are so easy to transport 
and fortunately a good selection can be procured for a 
few shillings. Here again so many kind friends exercise 
a ministry to the outback by making available the cost 
of strips. This fellowship is important to the growth 
and maintenance of the work. 

After our service a social cup of tea was enjoyed 
and with the world far away a spirit of outback friend-
liness permeated the group. The pathetic part to me 
was that this trip could be done only so infrequently 
and this was more accentuated as the request for another 
gathering was made. 

This had already been emphasised by meeting the 
wife of a station manager at the store. They had called 
lor petrol on the way to their home 120 miles north. 
1 had been asked would it not be possible to call at 
their remote station. Here again in the dug-out kitchen 

Coober Pedy Post Office! 
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this appeal was becoming more apparent. Such distances 
and so many places to give a ministry make the task 
seem so stupendous. But by the grace of God much can 
be accomplished through the strength He gives. 

As I went to bed in St. Columba's Van that night 
I prayed for those people who, because of the many 
demands upon the missioner's time, receive such an in' 
frequent ministry. Over 400 miles of road was yet 
to be covered before Minnipa would be seen again 
and then the demands of the large farming area with 
20 service centres scattered over some 13,000 square 
miles of country were to be satisfied. 

Later in that trip the challenge was again to be 
sounded. A station 40 miles north of the most northern 
station up to date visited sent out a call to receive the 
ministry of the missioner. 

What a challenge lies at our doors and what a re-
sponsibility rests upon the Church to go out into the 
byways of this vast country ministering in the Name of 
Him who went out of His way to reach men wherever 
they may labour. There is need for much prayer that 
those who labour may be faithful and. those who receive 
the ministry may respond to the call of Jesus Christ. 

^Jnupddau at L^ook 
Sister R. Gillan. 

The day usually starts with a trip to the butcher, over 
the Line and across the flat to the slaughter yards, where 
meat is prepared for this, and other camps along the 
Trans. Line. 

This is a great occasion for Rastus, our dog, and he 
makes the most of it by chasing rabbits or his own 
shadow until his surplus energy is spent, when he is 
willing to come to heel and let me set the pace. 

An icy breeze sweeps over the plain at this hour, 
and it's good to get back to the fireside and breakfast, 
and thaw out over the process of toast-making. After 
breakfast we have Bible-reading and prayer. 

The next big event in the day is religious instruction 
at the school. The children like their Bible stories and 
listen well, unless a boisterous wind is blowing, or some 
other disturbing element gets into their blood, when it 
is better to hurry along to chorus singing, which they 
all enjoy, especially with actions. And don't their eyes 
shine! To hear them sing: 

"I'm HAPPY to-day, 
Yes, HAPPY to-day, 

In Tesus' love 
I'm HAPPY to-day . . ." 

is a real tonic and an inspiration. How our Lord must 
love to see His little ones happy. 

After a short recess, the children line up for "eye-
drill," and in their grades are supervised whilst they 
bathe their eyes with boracic lotion. 

They take this performance very seriously, and it will 
be interesting to see if this form of prophylaxis requested 
by the Health Department is effective in preventing sore 
eyes. 

But time marches on—by now the cook is getting 
anxious about the dinner, so gathering up her bags, she 
makes for the store, to collect the weekly vegetable supply 
which should have arrived by train the night before. 
Everyone else in Cook seems to have got the same idea 
at the same time. If there is time to wait, this is a 
good opportunity for a chat on household matters in 
general, and many an artful hint can be gleaned from 
experienced housewives. If time will not permit, then, 
"See you this afternoon, Sister," is a reminder of an 
Auxiliary meeting to be held at the hospital in the 
afternoon, and of the need for further haste. 

How lovely to find that dinner has been prepared by 
"the one who stayed behind"—something interesting 
and different as a rule, and very welcome. 

But one must not linger over meals now—so one 
arranges flowers and forms in the sitting room, whilst 
the other polishes up the kitchen, and before long, with 
a final hunt for some knitting, we are ready. 

These meetings of the Hospital Auxiliary are held 
once a month, and take the form of a business meeting, 
or social event with games, musical items and a stall. 
By the work and interest of the committee, and the 
support of friends, much has been done to add to the 
comfort and convenience of the hospital. 

By afternoon tea time the youngsters have arrived 
from school to look for their mothers, and are usually 
given a piece of cake and sent to collect the mail if 
the Express is in. But first they must each have a 
little play in the sand tray, and spill a little sand on the 
verandah. As the afternoon draws on, eyes turn to the 
clock, and thoughts of bread to be collected from the 
store, and hungry husbands returning for tea breaks 
up the meeting with some despatch. 

Now there is time to linger over a meal, to enjoy 
our mail, sharing news of home and friends, and to 
talk over the events of the day. One or two callers 
may arrive in the evening to discuss various matters, or 
to seek advice, and with that our day will close. 

So we return to the Throne of Grace and thank out 
Father in Heaven for continuing mercies, for strength 
for our task and for joy and privilege of service in 
His Name. 

Sister Gillan with the children of Cook Sunday School. 
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The Annual General Meeting of B.C.A. will be held 
in Church House, Sydney, on Friday, October 1st, at 
3.30 p.m. Business: To receive annual report and 
Balance Sheet; Election of Councillors, and Auditor. 

# # # # 
The members of the Ladies Auxiliary in Sydney will 

hold their Annual Thanksgiving Day in the Bible House 
on Friday, October 15th, at 2.30 p.m. 

# # # # 
Miss J. Dee has been appointed to Penong Hospital 

where she will assist the nursing staff 
# # # # 

Sister Howlett has joined the nursing staff at Wudinna. 
# # # # 

The Rev. E. W. Fisher-Johnson has gone to Wilcannia, 
N.S.W., as the Missioner in Charge of the West Darling 
Mission. He and his wife and two children are settling 
in and need our prayers as they commence a really tough 
job. 

# # # # 
Rev. E. G. Beavan with his wife and two children ar-

rived from England and are settling down to their new 
life at Timboon in the Heytesbury Mission. We cordially 
welcome these new members of our family and pray that 
they will enjoy many years of fruitful service with the 
Society. 

In response to the appeal in the last R.A. many 
excellent gramophone records have been given for use 
by our missioners and hostels. Thank you. We will still 
be grateful to receive records for their use. 

# # # # 
We regret to advise that some mail addressed to Head 
Office has gone astray during recent months. If anyone 
has not received a reply to a letter, or an acknowledge-
ment of a donation, your letter has not been received. 
Please do not send notes through the post unless the 
letter is registered, and keep the number of all Postal 
notes, Money Orders and War Savings Certificates. Please 
be sure to make all cheques, Postal Notes, Money Orders, 
etc., payable to the Bush Church Aid Society, and not 
to any particular person. 

# # # # 
The Rev. L. Gabbott, B.A. L.Th. who has been a mem-

ber of the Council for many years, and later, the Hono-
rary Clerical Secretary, has resigned because of advancing 
years. Mr. Gabbott made a valuable contribution to the 
direction of the Society's affairs and he will be sorely 
missed from the meetings. His early experience in the 
Australian bush gave him a keen interest in the work 
of the Church in difficult areas, and particularly in B.C.A. 

The Society extends to Mr. Gabbott its sincere thanks 
for his past services rind it is our sincere prayer that he 
will enjoy God's blessing during the years that remain 
to him. 

# # # # 
Miss D. Barry of Sydney, has joined the Wudina nurs-

ing staff as a B.C.A. trainee. Miss Barry has been as-
sociated v ch the Parish of Burwood East. 

A Film Strip Projector is an effective way to bring 
the Gospel before the people outback. Read the article 
"Underground" in this issue, and see if you can help us 
to supply more of our missions with this valuable teach-
ing aid. 

# # # * 
The Annual Rally of Bush Church Aid, Sydney, will 

be held in the Chapter House of St. Andrew's Cathedral, 
Sydney, at 8 p.m., on Friday, October 1st. The 
Chairman will be Mr. R. C. Atkinson, a member of the 
Council and a prominent layman of our Church. The 
speakers will be Sister F. Dowling of Ceduna, and Rev. 
T. Hayman of Streaky Bay. It is expected that the Vic-
torian members of the Council will be present. We look 
forward to a particularly good meeting. Pray for it, at-
tend yourself, bring your friends. Make it the best 
Rally yet! 

# * * # 

A set of teaspoons, knives and forks have been given 
for Bowral Hostel. Again, many thanks. 

Mrs. L. R. Livingstone and Miss Osborne have earned 
our gratitude by arranging another successful cooking 
demonstration at the St. George County Council. 

A radio set has been given for use by one of our 
nurses as the result of a broadcast. It will be greatly 
appreciated by a nurse in a lonely outpost. 

Sister D. Osborne and Sister J. Eatch, who offered 
their services to the Society for three months at a critical 
period, have returned to Sydney for further training after 
nearly eight months' service. We are grateful to them for 
doing such a splendid job. 

• • # " ' • • 

Our South Australian friends who have listened to our 
broadcasts will be sorry to learn that the B.C.A. sessions 
have been discontinued. Station 5AD has reorganised its 
programme and was unable to renew its contract with the 
Society. 

Unfortunately, much the same has happened in Vic-
toria. Station 3DB has altered its policy with regard to 
charitable broadcasts and finds itself unable to continue 
the session. The Society is endeavouring to make other 
arrangements in both States. 

SUBSCRIBERS W H O H A VE N O T RECEIVED 
RECEIPTS. 

10-6-48, Mr. G. Roeger, 1/6 R.A.; 15-6-48, Rev. G. 
Feltham, 2/- R.A.; 17-6-48, A.Y.2. , 10/- don; 5-7-48, 
Mrs. Binnie, 5/- R.A.; 21-7-48, "C.R.", £1 don.; 22-7-48, 
"A Wellwisher", 10/- don.; 26-7-48, Mrs. Carter, 1/6 
R.A.; 2-8-48, Miss Banks-Smith, 1/6 R.A.; 13-8-48, 
Anon., 2/6 don. 
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^J^feutedburu fvflddion 
WE COME TO TIMBOON 

Rev. E. G. Beavan. 

There is difficulty in writing an article giving first 
impressions of the Heytesbury Mission, or as the Diocese 
calls it, the Timboon Parochial District, for I have been 
here just long enough to alter initial ideas, and not long 
enough for fuller, more mature consideration. Therefore, 
this must be, to some extent, incoherent and unbalanced, 
However, here is my first account, and in time it will 
be possible to write with more detail, and perhaps with 
different emphasis. 

The voyage out passed speedily, and this is the kindest 
thing we can say about it. I spent three days horizon-
tally with tonsilitis, and the other members of my family 
were afflicted with sea-sickness or prickly heat, but it 
was interesting to see from a new angle those places 
in the Mediterranean I knew so well while with 284 
Squadron, R.A.F. 

Then came the arrival at Melbourne on a beautiful 
Sunday afternoon with 3000 people to welcome the ship. 
They were not all there to welcome us, but we were 
greatly encouraged when the Organising Missioner ap-
peared and took charge of all arrangements on landing. 
Neither must I omit mentioning the three ladies who, 
hearing we were coming out for B.C.A., paid us a 
surprise and very heartening visit. 

The O.M. drove us out to Timboon after a hectic 
three days' shopping in Melbourne, where we saw dis-
played for sale—at what to our English eyes were reason-
able prices—all the things we had seen going to the 
docks at Liverpool, but never into the shops. Timboon 
has, of course, the reputation of a good rainfall, with 
about 50 per cent, more than Lancashire, so it greeted 
us to a sample when we arrived on the Saturday. It 
was all a little dampening in more ways than one. 

However, these things pass, and at 2 p.m. on Sunday, 
June 20, when we went up to the Methodist Church for 
the Institution the sun was shining and everything had 
a different look. Services at Timboon are held each Sun-
day in the Methodist Church, which would hold 50 
people in comfort, and as the estimated number present 
was 70, plus 5 robed clergy, everyone was slightly 
cramped for space. The Archdeacon of Ballarat, Ad-
ministrator of the Diocese, performed the Institution, 
and Rev. T. Jones presented me on behalf of the Society, 
Canon Dewhurst, R.D., administered the oaths, and the 
Rev. A. L. Mills took charge of all the arrangements. 
Here and now, I should like to thank him for the help 
he has given in all ways to tide me over my ignorance 
of local conditions. 

We stayed at the Hotel until the following Saturday 
waiting for our effects to arrive from Melbourne, and 
during this time my younger boy, William, had mumps. 
Three weeks later the elder one recommenced his school-
ing on the Monday, and was in bed with the same 
complaint on Tuesday. In between, my wife had 
influenza, and as I write this towards the end of July, a 

large case containing all our china and many other things 
has not yet arrived. So altogether there have been 
many hindrances and troubles during the period of 
settling down, but we have been living in chaos for 
so long that it is very pleasant occasionally to be able 
to lay hand on a book or household utensil one needs. 

This mission has been partly described in several issues 
of the R.A., but a little more description may not be 
amiss. It is more or less triangular in shape. The base 
runs along the sea-coast from Princetown, through Port 
Campbell to Peterborough. Lovely little beaches, grand 
cliff scenery, and the ever-changing appearance of the sea 
take me back to those far-off years in Newfoundland. 
The apex is Timboon itself, 22 miles from Princetown 
and 12 miles from Peterborough. 

Two other centres are slightly outside the triangle. 
Timboon is in the centre of a forest, which is rapidly 
being cut down. For 5 miles from the sea-coast it 
has vanished, and all through the remaining area large 
sections are being cleared. The people are mainly con-
nected with dairy farming, and everything is regulated by 
the needs of the cow, including times of Church Services. 

None of the centres is large, and the C. of E. adherents 
who have been contacted and who have responded seem 
rather small. Services are held at six centres, together 
with the Prison Camp at Cooriemungle, and the buildings 
used include one Methodist Church, three Presbyterian 
ones and a Mechanics Institute. At Princetown we have 
our own church. I hope to learn more of the history of 
the Church in these parts later, but I have discovered that 
in the early years of the Diocese the clergymen lived at 
Princetown. Here a church was built with help from 
a Society in England—was it the old Col. and Con?— 
but times changed and now it is my farthest outpost. 
So has the church building itself changed, and it is 
rapidly falling into ruin. In fact, I have never seen 
a Church in such a state, and trust that I never will. 
This must be altered, and I am taking the initial 
steps to find out the extent of the structural damage, 
and if possible, to save it from demolition. The difficulty 
of getting repairs done, and our complete lack of cash 
to pay a bill which must run into hundreds of pounds, 
makes it no light task for a newcomer; but this is our 
only church, and probably the only historic building 
in the mission, so if it looms very large in an article 
about first impressions you will understand the reason. 

In Timboon itself we still await news about the Church 
at Garvoc which we hope to move to the site next 
to the Vicarage. Timboon village is advancing fast. The 
Consolidated School, of which readers will have heard, 
opened on July 26th; electricity makes its slow but sure 
progress towards us; a new hospital is to be built; and 
I have been told someday we shall have a resident 
policeman. 
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Well, we have arrived and we have started our work. 
As I have explained to each congregation on my initial 
visit, I have brought two gifts. First the old Evangelical 
one of the message of Salvation in Christ and growth 
in holiness. Though my individual expression of this 
may be differently phrased, the content is the same, 
and I feel that in the present confusion of ideas and 
idealogies this is something which cannot be stressed 
too much or too often. The second is a material gift 
of beautifully hand-worked Communion Linen and acces-
sories from the Ladies' Association of the Col. and Con. 
Knowing the England of 1948, I cannot even guess how 
they obtained either the material or the time to do the 
work, but it was done, and we can but thank them. 
In use it will remind us of those who to-day are carrying 
on the work initiated in 1835, and they can be assured 
that we will not forget that to which we are dedicated, 
and which their gifts enable us to do. 

Much has to be done. The time grows short, and we 
must concentrate upon essentials. I hope to start off 
in August with a plan of systematic visiting—with my 
present petrol ration much of it will be pure foot-slogging. 
From that must come a building-up of each centre so that 
the congregations will take more responsibility in every 

and with these things must come increased contact 
with and help of the teen-agers. 

Paul asked his Ephesian converts to pray that he might 
proclaim the Gospel boldly. All ministers re-utter this 
request, and there are few who do it more earnestly 
than those who work under the aegis of B.C.A. So my 
present impression of this Mission is that it is an area 
where the need is great, the harvest sure, and our 
requirements the prayers of those who, loving the Master, 
seek to support His servants in their work wherever it 
may be in His Vineyard. 

iVlanu ^Jkankd from ^treaku ^5au 
Rev. T. J. Hayman. 

'"There is a case for you down in the shed," said Mr. 
Harvey. "It came on the last ship." "Good," said the 
missioner, "I think that will be a case of books." Rev. 
L. Ball had written to say that some books were being 
sent from the B.C.A. office in Melbourne. Sure enough 
when the case was opened, about sixty books in good 
condition and for a variety of ages were brought out. 
It was even a thrill to unpack them, and to delve into 
some for a moment as we numbered them for the Don 
Morris Memorial Library. This Library was founded 
several years ago in memory of Mr. Don Morris, a 
Christian worker in Melbourne. Some of his friends 
who were interested in B.C.A. thought it would be a 
fitting and useful memorial to send a large number of 
books to Minnipa and Streaky Bay to found a library 
for use in those missions. This memorial has proved 
a great blessing to many people in both missions. Books 
are continually being added. It may be that other people 
might care to adopt the idea for some of our other 
missions. 

Every Sunday, as the children come for Sunday School, 
a number of them choose a book to read through the 
week. For them, a new set of books is more than an 
added delight. It is our custom, too, while doing the 
rounds of all the outback centres to take some books 
with us. A small suitcase is devoted to this purpose. 
Tastes in reading vary, and in the new set, as in the 
old, there are books for many tastes. It is good to see 
those who are prepared to tackle some serious meatv 
reading. Even the story books and novels are designed 
to be helpful. Sometimes I wonder if these people who 

are seemingly shut off from the world in their lonely 
corners, are not better versed in the things of the world 
through what they read than some of those in closely 
settled areas. 

Our second big vote of thanks is to the Parish Council 
and Rector of Holy Trinity, Adelaide, who have let us 
have some prayer books which they were not using. 
They were in much better condition than most of our 
books. 

The third item concerns an interesting little story. 
Some fifteen hundred miles away, a lad in Willoughby, 
New South Wales, thought he should give some of his 
things to the children of the outback. As a result of 
his kindness, there arrived a parcel, one day, containing 
a few games, picture books and magazines. The eagerness 
with which these books were read and re-read by some 
children on farms, shows how much they were appreciated. 

While it is pleasant to be on the receiving end of 
many of these kind gifts, yet it is good to be able 
to help others. Hence, in response to an appeal made 
by the Society of Friends, we have been able to pack 
up a number of warm clothes for the people of Europe. 
We expected to receive strong second-hand clothing, 
but have even been able to include gifts of new clothing 
for those unfortunate people suffering from the aftermath 
of war. Lately, also, we have received a number of 
replies from friends of the B.C.A. to 22 food parcels 
we were able to send to England earlier in the year. So 
B.C.A., by extending the Christian ministry at home, 
fosters Christian service further afield as well. 

When JHaking your Will 
Remember the R C A 
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^Jarcoola 
Sister V, Page. 

It is some time since I have written for the R.A. and 
now it's a question of where to begin. 

Firstly the weather. It has been very dry up to date, 
the rainfall for this year being 163 points, 125 of 
which fell in February and April; dust is inches thick 
and beginning to pile up against the fences as it did 
about three years ago, when a bulldozer was brought 
into action to remove it! 

We have had some severe frosts and temperature 
readings have been as low as 24° and often round 
32°'30°. (I have just been to the P.O. for this infor-
mation, so can guarantee it.) Yesterday, by way of 
contrast, was 76°, a mild day. To-day is cold, with a 
howling gale and some dust. So there is no monotony in 
our winter weather. Actually the winter weather here 
is very good, and I have seen wild flowers in a good 
spring season that make the heart rejoice. 

Work varies in kind and amount. In the past two 
months, since my return, the case book shows 3 50 
visits, some of them seen at the hostel and others, 
especially lately, in their homes. 

Immunisation against whooping cough and diphtheria 
as soon as a baby is old enough (about 8 months) has 
become a routine measure. When first commenced some 
years ago parents had to be persuaded to allow their 
children to be immunised; now they are practically waiting 
on the doorstep. Recently quite a number of older 
children were given a "boost" injection against diphtheria, 
due to an outbreak in Adelaide. Once a week mothers 
bring their babies to be weighed and measured, and 
receive advice re feeding and normal progress. 

Once a month, Doctor, accompanied by Sister Dow-
ling, and piloted by Mr. Chadwick in the Dragon, pay 
a visit. These regular consultations mean much to the 
Sister in charge of the hostel, as well as to the patients. 
(Remember that if it were not for these visits patients 
would have to travel 250 miles to see a doctor.) Doctor's 
day is an extremely busy one, as so much has to be 
done for so many by so few! There is little time for any 
conversation apart from the business in hand, and as one 
waves farewell to the departing plane, one remembers the 
101 questions that have formulated in one's mind since 
the last visit, and are still unanswered! 

Occasionally something out of the ordinary happens, 
as it did some time ago, when a midwifery case was 
admitted to the hostel. As you may know, this hostel 
has a ward with an emergency bed which is not used 
except in extreme cases. All midwifery cases have to go 
to Port Augusta, 250 miles away. One afternoon during 
one of the recent railway strikes, a harassed man knocked 
at the hostel door and informed a startled sister that 
his wife was in labour. As it was her third infant, and 
time was the essence of the contract, no time was lost in 
collecting the necessary articles, jumping into the hic-
coughing truck, and making haste to the "old town" 
about a mile away. On examining the patient I decided 

to bring her to the hostel. Then two level-headed 
women were asked to come and assist with getting ready 
for the great moment. Mr. Greenwood, who was here 
from Minnipa on his quarterly visit, arrived back at 
the hostel after visiting in the cottages to find the peace-
ful scene he had left, a hive of industry. As we can't 
afford to have any drones, he was soon busy stoking the 
fire, filling bottles, getting tea and attending to other nu-
merous jobs in the domestic department. We can recom-
mend him! 

All went well and soon an 8 lb. baby girl was greeting 
the world with a lusty cry, and law and some order was 
being restored. Mother and babe stayed with us for ten 
days before returning home, and one felt there was 
room to breathe freely again. (There is nowhere to 
put anything extra in my three-roomed hostel, let alone 
an 8 lb. baby and its requirements.) 

Not long after the above incident, I had a ring from the 
stationmaster, saying a midwifery case was coming from 
a distance of 46 miles away, on the water train. Sounds 
innocent enough, but when questioned, as to why she 
coming, I realised that she too was in labour. The ward 
was just prepared when the train pulled in at Tarcoola, 
and an anxious father informed me that the baby had 
arrived. That poor woman had no one but her husband 
and the guard in attendance. After attending to essen-
tials I returned to the hostel, collected a few necessary 
articles, and procured a car to take me back to the train, 
where I soon had the mother and baby ready for transfer 
to the hostel. When they had both recovered sufficiently, 
I accompanied them to Port Augusta, as it is well nigh 
impossible to nurse a midwifery case at the hostel and 
attend to the numerous calls outside. The mother was 
put on to sulpha drugs on arrival at the hospital, 
and made a normal recovery. 

Just at present a four-bed hospital is in the course 
of erection next door, which it is hoped will meet the 
needs of the district. 

No article would be complete without word of the 
spiritual side of the work. Our Sunday School is a con-
stant joy, although attendances fluctuate. We usually have 
between 3 5-40, more than half of whom are in the 
Kindergarten. 

Recently I have been greatly helped by a lass in 
Essendon. She has cut out the alphabet in flannel for 
the flannelgraph, made pasting "brushes" of cardboard 
and felt, and cut out numerous animals, people and 
houses, in cardboard for the Sunday School. This has 
saved a considerable amount of time—of which there 
is not much to spare—and has also given us the feeling 
that we are linked with those on the home front. 

To all those who help in any way, by sending books 
and papers, the auxiliaries who send linen and numerous 
other articles, and especially to those who uplift us in 
prayer, we would say thank you and may you be richly 
blessed in your service for Him. 
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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 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, Pharmacist, Hostel Workers, Air Pilot, and Students. 
Cheer and comfort them in discouragements and loneliness, 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. 

S U N D A Y . T H U R S D A Y . 

MORNING 
The Far West Missions 

at Penong, Ceduna, Min-
nipa and Cummins; the 
Missioners, D. Pugh, J. 
Greenwood and P. Connell. 

EVENING 
The West Darling Mis-

sions at Wilcannia and 
Menindee; the N.W. Map 
lee; the Missioner, Rev. E. 
W. Fisher-Johnson. 

M O N D A Y . 

MORNING EVENING 
The Cann River Mission, 

the Bonang Mission, the 
Streaky Bay Mission; the 
Missioners G. Pearson, D. 
H. Wicking, and T. J. 
Hayman. 

The Denmark Settle 
ment, the Kirton Point 
Missions, the Missioner, 
Rev. C. N. Sherlock, 
For the Pharmacist, Mrss 
E. M. Page. 

T U E S D A Y. 

MORNING 
For Sisters Dowling, 

Fisher, Miller, Hitchcock, 
Holle, L. Loane, Eatch, 
Tierney, Yarrington, Miss 
Stokes. 

For the Bowral Hostel, 
Deaconess N . Dixon and 
Miss Michael. For Theo-
logical Students of the 
Society in training. 

EVENING 
For the Cann River Dis-

pensary, a n d S i s t e r 
Gwynne and Wudinna 
Hospital, and Sisters L. 
Pritchard, J. Coleman, A. 
Howlett, S. Moody, M. 
Schulze, Nurse Barry and 
Staff. 

WEDNESDAY. 

MORNING 
For the children in* the 

Mungindi, Wilcannia and 
Port Lincoln Hostels, and 
for the workers, the M'««es 
Cheers, L. Knox, Mis* 
Farr, Miss I. Beck and Miss 
H. Baylis. 

EVENING 
For the Flying Medical 

Services, Mr. Chadwick, 
and Doctors R. and F. Gib-
son, Dr. R. Roxburgh. 

For the wives and fami-
lies of the Missioners and 
Air Pilot. 

MORNING 
For the Mail Bag Sun-

day School with its Gospei 
messages for the children. 
For the Director, Miss R. 
Campbell, the teachers and 
helpers, that they may find 
encouragement in their 
work. 

EVENING 
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 
Sisters Thomas and Gillan 
as they minister to the 
people on the great Nullar-
bor Plain. For Sister Page 
and the Tarcoola Medical 
Hostel. 

EVENING 
For students and all in 

training for this work of 
God. For the Heytesbury 
Forest Mission, and the 
Otway Ranges Mission, and 
the Missioners, Rev. E. G. 
Beavan and Rev. T. H. 
Pickburn. 

S A T U R D A Y . 
EVENING 

For the "C o o r a h " 
Hostel and its workers, Mrs. 
Mann and Miss Lawtey. 

For the Rappville Mis-
sion and the Missioner, the 
Rev. R. Meyer. 

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. 

For the N.S.W., Vic-
torian and South Australian 
Secretaries. 

Each day pray that the many needs of the work may 
be met. 

Running expenses of £7 per hour to keep the Medical 
'Planes in the air. 

Consecrated clergy missioners and other workers for 
urgent work in the field. 

That our work may continue to progress despite the 
difficulties of the post-war period. 

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 Services. 
For the joy of service. 
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^jr6 the If tf I ail-baa landau School worth white f 
This has been asked by people who question the pos' 

sibility of teaching spiritual truth by correspondence. 
Those who for many years have had written contact 

with the children and their parents, know the' full value 
of regular teaching; and letters, such as the follow-
ing, bear out the fact. 

From Parents' Letters. 
"Many thanks to all the helpers of your Society. It 

may be some of your helpers have never lived in the 
country; they cannot realise the value of their work 
through the Mail Bag Sunday School. We sincerely 

A Mail Bag Sunday School scholar doing her lessons. 

wish to thank them for the time and labours of love 
they give to us through such a service." 

"Your letters have proved a very important part of 
Una's lessons, she has loved getting them, and keeps 
them each month. I think the teachers are doing a 
wonderful work, as just at her age especially their 
characters are being moulded, and I with many other 
country mothers, do appreciate the hard work that must 
be put into the lessons." 

"I do want you to know how much I like the prayer 
leaflets you have sent from time to time. If you send 
any more to me, you may be sure they will be made of 
good use. My own little boy has learnt some for night 
and morning and he loves them. They are the kind 
of prayers which are best for children, simple and show-
ing how they can serve God in the everyday things of 
life . . . I was thinking to myself the other day how we 
Christians can help each other in so many ways, and 
it seems very good to me that you people down there 
whom I have never met are helping me and many other 
mothers to give our children the spiritual training we 
want so much for them, yet are more often than not 
unable to do all alone. I do bless you for it." 

"The children are most keen and interested. The 
work seems to be so well laid out in a way to interest 
children—and the parents too. I think they could all 
hardly fail to benefit from such clear simple teaching put 
in a way that we deeply appreciate, and I'm happy to tell 
you how thankful we shall always be for what you have 
taught bur five children. Our daughter won special 
Bible Study prize at High School, another gained high 
marks for Scripture at boarding school. All are confirmed. 
All the credit of our success is due to your Mail Bag 
Sunday School. Will you please now send lessons for our 
youngest child?" 

Yes! It is worth while! 

^Jhe ^jrluina Vtlledical Service 
Mr. A. Chadwick 

It is my intention to present to readers of the "Real 
Australian" this time, a brief survey of the past year's 
work; the first completed year of service of our new 
medical aeroplane, the DH.84A De Havilland "Dragon," 
VH-AGI, and some of the works of preparation leading 
up to its being commissioned. 

Purchased from the R.A.A.F. through the Common' 
wealth Disposals Commission in October, 1945, she was 
ferried to Mascot, N.'S.W., to be examined for a Civil 
Certificate of Airworthiness. 

Arrangements were then put in hand to have plans 
of a suitable hangar drawn up to house the aircraft, a 
site allotted to us on the Ceduna Aerodrome for the 
erection of the hangar, and to purchase the required 
building materials. 

Our local building contractor had the plans drawn up, 
submitted, altered, and finally approved. When we 
knew the area of land required, the Department of Civil 
Aviation allotted us a hangar site, and the building 
materials came from a wheat storage shed from one of 
the railway sidings about 20 miles from Ceduna. It 
was bought, dismantled and carted to Ceduna, modified 
and erected for us by the building contractor; the 
result being a building extremely well constructed, and 
capable of housing both the "Dragon" and the '"Fox 
Moth" when they are both at Ceduna. 

Of course all this took some time to accomplish, for 
it happened in the days of many shortages; funny thing, 
but those days seem to be lingering a bit, don't 
they!- However, everything was ready to make a start 
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at last, and towards the end of March, 1947, I journeyed 
to Sydney by the Airways as a passenger this time, to do 
a refresher course on the "Dragon," and take delivery, 
which I did on April 1, 1947. 

The freight I brought back with me was extensive and 
varied, and the cabin of VH-AGI was loaded almost to 
capacity. There was a small table for the Penong Theatre, 
a Folding Organ for Minnipa, a Lantern Slide Projector 
for Streaky Bay, and boxes of gifts for Wudinna, Ceduna, 
Penong and Cook; the aircraft's own equipment, and the 
luggage of myself and my passenger. 

To those of you who do not already know, my pas-
senger on that delivery flight from Sydney was Miss 
Hilda Kirkby, daughter of the late Bishop Kirkby, 
B.C.A.'s first Organising Missioner, and to whose memory 
our hospital at Cook has been erected. Miss Kirkby 
travelled as far as Adelaide, which she was visiting for 
the first time, and if my memory serves me well, Adelaide 
presented a perfect welcome for an aerial first tripper— 
and for a more experienced tripper, too, for that matter! 
Flying under a clear blue sky, we had the Mount Lofty 
Ranges, with their fertile eastern slopes, and Mount Lofty 
itself with its Obelisk below us; in the distance were the 
blue waters of St. Vincent's Gulf sparkling in the sun-
light, while between the two was the city of Adelaide, 
with its environs laid out like an orderly pattern board 
Miss Kirkby's face was glued to the cabin window, taking 
in the details of the scenic beauty before us, for it was 
all that, and I must admit that the picture impressed itself 
on me, too, for I have approached and departed from 
Adelaide many times before and since, under conditions 
not nearly so pleasant. 

At Adelaide, Miss Kirkby's seat was taken by Sister 
Thomas of Cook who had been home on leave, and 
Sister flew on the final stage of the journey to Ceduna, 
and a few days later to Cook when we made our usual 
trip up there, Flying by way of Wagga, Essendon, Nhill 
and Parafield, the journey occupied five days, and p r e 
vided me with valuable experience of the handling quali-
ties of the aircraft which we hoped would enhance the 
value of our Flying Medical Service. Looking back 
over the past year's work, I think I can safely say that 
that hope has been realised. 

During the year emergency calls have taken us to a 
number of widely separated places, more so last year 
with the addition of Wudinna to the B.C.A. chain of 
hospitals. In many cases accounts of individual trips 
have been reported in previous editions of the R.A.; 
it is therefore my intention, as I mentioned at the 
beginning, to present only a summary of the year's work. 

Cook, although always in the news, has been rather 
quieter than usual; the only emergency call from there 
was to the guard of a Perth bound train who was taken 
seriously ill and needed a major operation. 

From Tarcoola came two calls, an appendicitis and a 
burns case. Both these patients were flown to Ceduna 
for treatment, and in due time were discharged con-
valescent. 

From the Opal Fields at Coober Pedy, we brought a 
miner who had fallen down a mine shaft and suffered 
severe lacerations. This patient spent several weeks in 
hospital here, and returned to the Opal Fields by 'plane, 
train, and a mail truck, the journey occupying something 
like four days. As a patient, I flew him down here in 
three hours. 

Three flights were made to Parafield during the year. 
A patient with fractures to the arm and leg was flown 

over, and he spent several months in and out of hospital 
before he was able to resume his work again. The 
second trip was to take a patient over who had a 
severe haemorrhage from the nose, which persisted for 
most of the journey. Then there was the baby of three 
months who was sent to the Adelaide Hospital for 
Children to have some obscure condition investigated. 

Our longest flight for the year took us up to Cook, 
along the transcontinental railway to Tarcoola, and then 
back to Ceduna. We were up at Cook for the usual trip, 
when someone at Tarcoola rang to say that Sister Page 
was ill. We brought Sister down to Ceduna where her case 
was diagnosed as Paralysis. You are all now aware of the 
remarkable recovery that took place. 

As an individual centre, Wudinna has claimed our at-
tention the greatest number of times during ithe year. 
No less than six flights were made there to co-operate 
with major operations and important consultations. Land-
ings were made at either Minnipa, Wudinna, or Kyan-
cutta, depending on which landing ground was service-
able at the time, and the remaining part of the journey 
made by car. 

To complete the year's work, VH-AGI flew on an 
errand of mercy even on the day she left here to undergo 
her annual overhaul at Parafield. En route, I landed at 
Kyancutta to take on a patient from the Wudinna hos-
pital who was being sent to the Adelaide Hospital for 
further treatment. 

We had a number of visitors to the B.C.A. work on 
the West Coast during the year also. The Rev. G. Harris 
of C.M.S., Miss M. Beath of the Dohnavur Fellowship, 
and the Rev. T. Wilkinson B.C.A. Committeeman from 
Melbourne, and Mr. F. Osborn whose daughter, Sister 
Osborn, was on the staff at Ceduna. During their stay with 
us, each of these folk in turn had the opportunity of 
flying in our aircraft, and seeing the Flying Medical 
Service actually at work contacting some of the out 
centres. 

During one of the recent visits of our O.M., we 
invited Mr. F. Humphrey to fly to Cook with us on one 
of our trips to assess the materials required to paint the 
Cook Hospital, and do other renovating work. This, 
and many other carpentry and painting jobs performed 
by Mr. Humphrey has made him a valuable asset and 
good friend to the B.C.A. community over here. 

On the Department of Civil Aviation aspect of this 
work, we were able to accommodate the Inspector of 
Aerodromes on one of our round trips, who made an 
inspection of several of the landing grounds in this area; 
to keep office records up to date, and advise local bodies 
on any works of maintenance required to keep the 
grounds in order. 

VH-AGI is now back again in service after her annual 
overhaul, and we look forward with hope and confidence 
to her embarking on her second year of useful work. 

N.S.W. LISTENERS ! 
tune in to 

2GB 
for the B.C.A. "Outback" Session 

Now on 
TUESDAYS AT 11.15 A.M. 
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Victorian Itotes 
CENTRAL WOMEN'S AUXILIARY, MELBOURNE. 

The Rev. E. L. Panelli occupied the chair at the annual 
meeting of the Auxiliary, held on 16th March. Office 
bearers elected were as follows.—Patroness: Mrs. D. 
Baker; President: Mrs. W. L. Woods; Vice-Presidents: 
Mesdames C. Patterson, J. H . Pettingill, L. Ball; Secre-
tary, Mrs. L. Morris; Treasurer, Mrs. L. Ball. 

This year has so far been a busy one, and under the 
leadership of our capable President we have already 
had two Australian Teas. The first of these was in May, 
and we were delighted to have as our guest Sister V. 
Page of Tarcoola, S.A., who gave a very interesting and 
inspiring talk. She related a number of incidents illus-
trating the character of her work in Tarcoola, and at the 
same time showed the Auxiliary members how their 
work fitted in to the pattern, and helped those outback. 

It was a surprise and privilege to have the O.M., Rev. 
T. Jones, with us at the June Australian Tea. Members 
were glad of the opportunity of welcoming him, and 
were interested in his plans for the work, especially the 
idea of installing receiving and transmitting sets for 
folk in the area served by the Flying Doctor service. 
This should enable them to contact the doctor speedily 
in the case of an emergency. 

At the May monthly meeting we were able to welcome 
Mr. A. Chadwick, pilot of the medical plane, and Mrs. 
Chadwick and their daughter Margaret. Mr. Chadwick 
gave a talk about the flying medical work, and helped 
us all with some new facets of this interesting and 
important work. 

Present activities include the despatching of certain 
stainless steel articles for hospital use, as well as linen and 
other goods which, we trust, will meet a need. 

We are also working for another Australian Tea, to 
be held at St. Catherine's School, Toorak, in October, 
and for our Temple Day in November. 

St. John's Branch. 
Our first meeting for the year was held in the Parish 

Hall when Mrs. L. Morris gave a very informative and 
interesting address, showing us new ways by which city 
dwellers may help. Mrs. Morris was for 5 years with her 
husband at the Minnipa Mission and as she trained as a 
nurse, she had many stories to tell of God's guidance 
in her work. As a result of her talk we are hoping to 
have a parcel of babies' clothing, etc., ready by November 
when our annual meeting will be held—at which it will 
be decided where to send it. 

Two substantial parcels, weighing 18 lbs altogether, 
of old linen, have been forwarded to the Cann River 
Medical Service and Sister Gwynne assures us it will all 
be used. We now have £20 which is to help towards buy-
ing a kerosene refrigerator for this branch and are 
wondering if any other branch would like to help. 

We feel that interest in this work is growing and box-
holders have increased in number during the year. 

A. G. BRIGHTWELL, 
Hon. Secretary. 

St. Thomas B.C.A. Auxiliary Annual Report. 
We commenced this year with our annual meeting on 

March 10, at which Mrs. H. Meurer was elected President, 
Mrs. R. Ellis and Mrs. W. Les Woods Vice-Presidents, 
Mrs. K. Nicholson Secretary, and Miss D. Phillips, 
Treasurer. 

A happy afternoon was held by Mrs. Mark Brown at 
her home on April 17. Sister Page was the speaker 
on this occasion. 

A social night was held, with games and musical 
items, on May 18, and on July 20 we held a "Musicale", 
at which the Rev. E. L. Panelli gave a very interesting 
address. 

The financial result to date is: Mrs. M. Brown's after-
noon, £6 /6 / - ; Social evening, £6; "Musicale", £10. 

R. W. NICHOLSON (Hon. Sec.) 

THE ANNUAL THANKSGIVING 
of the 

SYDNEY WOMEN'S AUXILIARY 
Will be held in the Bible House, Bathurs t Street, on Friday, October 
15th, at 2.30 p.m. It will be a social afternoon with stalls of Goods, 

Cakes and Provisions for sale. 

Come and bring your friends to an inspiring meeting. 

THANK OFFERING SPECIAL SPEAKERS 
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^Jhe w^W * lullarbor 
Rev. P. Connell. 

We have had a very cold and dry winter with no real 
rain yet. The crops will almost certainly be a failure and 
the feed situation for sheep, our mainstay in this part-
of Australia, is bad. Rain is needed urgently. It was in 
such conditions that I made my last Cook trip, which 
occupied most of July. 

I left home in the Buick on Thursday, the 1st of July. 
I was making for Fowler's Bay where I was due to take 
a service in the evening. Fowler's is 91 miles from home. 
On the way there my first stop was at Penong, about 
half way. Here I gave Religious Instruction at the local 
school to about 50 youngsters—I had them in two classes 
for about half an hour each. After dinner I set off 
again, my next stop being Bookabie school about 20 miles 
further on. Here there is just a tiny little stone room for 
a school. It is very small and would not hold many chil-
dren. There were about seven there that day. My lesson 
was on our Lord's cleansing of the Temple, and the im-
portance of a place of worship, not only in a building, 
but in our hearts and daily lives, unspoilt by the intrusion 
of worldly things. When the lesson was over, we sang 
some hymns and after saying goodbye to the school-
master, I went on again towards Fowler's Bay. The wind 
became very bad from now on. A little way past Bookabie 
I turned the old Buick around with the back of the car 
to the wind, until a bad gusty rainstorm was over. I did 
this because I couldn't risk pulling down my side curtains 
as the wind was too bad and had already ripped one 
of them clean away from its attachments. The wind was 
quite strong as I was driving the car into it, and I 
could feel the gusts tugging at the car and momentarily 
holding it back like the waters will a ship on a stormy sea. 

I arrived at Fowler's Bay just, half an hour before tea-
time. There was just time to call round and see each home 
for a few moments before going to tea at 6 p.m. at 
the home of one of the people. The wind was still very 
boisterous and the sea here very rough. We had our ser-
vice after tea in a private sitting room, as the local hall 
—a big, draughty place, was too cold. There was a fire 
in the sitting room and the ten people who came sat 
around it on chairs. It was a very quiet little service, 
four men, three women and three children—not many, 
but there were only 20 people in the town, so 50 per 
cent, attendance was achieved. I spoke on Philippians 
3:14, "I press toward the mark for the prise of the 
high calling of God in Christ Jesus." 

In the morning, my first work was to teach in the 
school. Then after topping up the radiator with water, 
and taking on petrol, I went on to Coorabie. Here I 
gave the school Religious Instruction for half an 
hour. There were about seventeen children, most of 
whom were white, but some were half castes, of ages 
about six to fourteen years. After this I went on a few 
miles and called at a home where sorrow has lately been. 
The people here had lost their second eldest boy, a fine 
lad of twenty-two, in a drowning accident. Here I was 
able to have a reading and a prayer, as I always do 
after asking if they would like it. Here they had 
expressed willingness to listen. The seed sown in this 
way must bear fruit. 

My next stop was 88 miles further on. There is no 
sign of human life in between. Here there is a manager 
with a man and his wife and their three little children. 
After dinner was over, I baptised the youngest in the 
sitting room at a little service at which everyone was. 
present. I spoke for a while on Mark 10:10, pointing, 
out that Christ still receives us as He did those little ones 
then. The people were very quiet, reverent and, above 
all, appreciative of the service for their little one. Then 
on to my next stop, 61 miles away. I arrived here,, 
the first sign of any habitation since dinner time, at 
about sundown, and was glad of tea. Service after tea 
was before the open fire, which was in an old square: 
tank with one side out; it makes an excellent open fire-
place and reflects the heat well. The congregation 
consisted of everybody within a radius of at least sixty 
miles, as we were on the Nullarbor plain, just inside the 
scrub that surrounds its southern and western fringe. 
They were the father, the mother, the old governess (a 
lady of seventy years), the children from the eldest boy 
of eight years to the baby of two asleep in his mother's, 
arms—six children in all. 

Here is a snapshot in pen form which I took early 
one morning. It shows what the work is like, perhaps, 
better than ordinary narrative writing. 

The time—2 a.m. Am sitting in the guard's van 
Rawlinna to Haig, W.A. The train is jolting and rattling,, 
it is a "fast goods". I am trying to drink tea from a 
mug, rather a difficult job. The guard, a decent chap 
who came to church at Rawlinna, is busy watching the 
engine lights through his little window. I feel very tired, 
and the night is cold. Arriving in Haig, I will be glad 
to get into bed. The sequel to this was that when I 
arrived in Haig, a camp of twelve houses all in black 
darkness, the little hut where I usually sleep and live 
while here was locked. I went across to the ganger's 
house for the key, and a sleepy voice from inside told me 
the key was gone. I found the key by accident under 
the mat of the hut, went in and made the bed. When 
nearly made, the linesman arrived to sleep there too. As. 
the hut is there for his convenience when travelling 
through, I just had to turn round and say, "I've made 
your bed for you, Mr. . . ." meanwhile wondering where 
I'd sleep myself. At last I spied a canvas stretcher of 
the most primitive type against a wall. It was broken 
and the canvas torn, but propped on an empty four-gallon 
drum it looked like an ordinary stretcher, and best of 
all, it stood my weight. 

I will end on a note that to me is the heart of all this 
work and the source of its strength for service. When 
I arrived back in Cook one Sunday morning at 9.30 I 
got ready, after a cup of tea and a wash, for a Com-
munion service. The two sisters of the hospital were 
there, and two or three friends from outside. There 
were no hymns and no address, just the simple service of 
Holy Communion, of drawing near with penitent and 
faithful hearts to receive the secret strength imparted 
by our Lord's divine indwelling. So for a moment the 
little sitting room of the Cook hospital becomes the 
"Upper Room" for us who gathered there . . . while 
outside the window, the grey Nullarbor, now so long bare 
of growth, stretches as far as the eye can see. 



T H E REAL AUSTRALIAN iv September, 1948. 

"Australia for Christ" 

WHAT THE CHURCH IS DOING 
in 

THE OUTBACK 
through the 

BUSH CHURCH AID SOCIETY 
PASTORAL... 

• Maintains 14 OUTBACK CLERGY 
Situated at Ceduna, Penong, Minnipa, Streaky Bay, Cummins, Kirton Point, Wilcannia, 
Menindie, Rappville, Delegate, Croajingalong,Werrimul, Beech Forest, Heytesbury, Denmark. 

EDUCATIONAL... 
• Maintains 6 SCHOOL HOSTELS 

Situated at Wilcannia, Mungindi, Port Lincoln, Bowral, Wentworth Fails. 

• Maintains MAILBAG SUNDAY SCHOOL 
Teaching Outback Children. 

MEDICAL... 
• Maintains 4 fully equipped HOSPITALS 

1 Medical Hostel, 1 Medical Dispensary, 2 Medical Aeroplanes, 3 Flying Doctors, 17 Nursing 
Sisters, 1 Pilot, 1 Pharmacy. 

MAINTENANCE 
The Annual Cost of maintenance of all the varied activities of the Bush Church 
Aid Society is £25,000. The whole income is derived from the free gifts of 

Christian people. 
You can help by: 

• A donation to our Funds. 
• Keeping a B.C.A. Collecting box in your home. 
• Subscribing to our Quarterly paper, "The Real Australian". 
• Donating a Saving Certificate. 
• Daily remembrance in your prayers of the work and workers. 
• Including the Society when making your will. 

Our Address is— 
BUSH CHURCH AID SOCIETY, 

Church House, Bible House, 
George Street, Sydney, N.S.W. or Flinders Lane, Melbourne, Vic. 

Phone: M 3164. Phone: FJ 5675. 
E. BRAGG & S O N S . P R I N T E R S . 4 BARKER STREET. S Y D N E Y 


