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i^ameod of L^eduna 
By SISTER F. DOWLING. 

I happened to pick up a magazine one evening, and 
the editor was letting off steam because of the failure of 
the workers on the field to contribute articles to their 
magazine, in order that the interest of the mission's sup' 
porters might be kept up in the work. 

Apparently B.C.A. workers are not the only defaulters! 
But all will agree, I think, that it is not always easy to 
write interesting articles. The everyday happen ngs are 
not always of great interest to the outsider, the many 
problems that arise and have to be faced and overcome 
can hardly be talked about, and, after all, in most of our 
jobs it is just that day by day keeping on and sticking to 
the task the Lord has set us that has to be done. You 
would like to read of conversions, and we like to see 
them, but they only come one by one. It would be much 
easier going if there were more, for it is tremendously 
encouraging, to all to see a soul or souls come to Christ. 
It takes a lot of faith to keep trusting when results are 
not .apparent, really to believe that in spite of this God 
is working through the power of the Holy Spirit if we 
are faithful in prayer—and we trust our supporters at 
home realize the tremendous need of backing the work 
up by prayer. Someone once said, "I could draw a graph 
of my Christian life on the bas& of my early morning 
quiet times.'1 And we could add the same about our 
Christian work as a whole, for no one realizes more than 
the field workers themselves the influence of prayer on 
their work. 

Since last writing no further word has been received 
from the lad who had the motor bike accident. Scripture 
Union notes have been sent to him by an interested 
friend from Sydney. Several years ago a lass was ad' 
mitted to hospital, and during the course of her stay 
here became interested in the Bible readings each night 
in the ward. When discharged from hospital she was 
given a Bible and daily notes which she promised to 
read. The notes were forwarded each month for a couple 
of years. No word was heard even just to say they were 
being received. It was concluded that it was just another 
case of passing interest, and a vision of the Notes being 
tossed aside brought the decision that the 2/6 a year 
spent on the notes could be put to better use. Several 
months later a letter was received, "Sister, I haven't re' 
ceived any,notes for such a long time, and they do make 
it much easier for me to understand the Bible as I read 
it every day.11 God forgive us for our lack of faith. How 
apt we are to forget that it is He and not us and our 
feeble efforts which "giveth the increase11. 

It has been a joy to welcome new workers to our midst 
during the year. Sister Howlett, Sister Hautot and Nurse 
Barry to fill the big need at Wudinna Hospital, and 
Sisters Eatch, Osborne and Yarrington, who all offered 
for short terms of service in order that many of the staff 
would get their holidays. We are indeed grateful to them 
and the way they fitted into the work so well. Miss Dee, 
who arrived as assistant for Penong, was indeed an answer 
to much prayer. We all looked forward to welcoming 
the new worker from the Old Country, and already 
Sister Porter has settled down to our family life, and 
we wish her God's blessing on her work for Him. 

Recently we had the pleasure of a visit from the Rev. 
Lionel Bakewell, of C.M.S. Tanganyika. We appreciated 
seeing and hearing so much about the work in which we 
all have such an interest. One day Mr. Bakewell drove 
us out to the drome to meet Sister Holle who was return-
ing from holidays. While waiting for the Douglas to 
taxi in, Mr. Bakewell looked across to where the B.C.A. 
hangar is, and Mr. Chadwick had the plane out doing 
maintenance work on it. "Is that OUR plane?11 says Mr. 
Bakewell. That was good to hear, for it gave one a real 
sense of fellowship and family ties. "Our Father11, yes, 
and "Our plane11. Though working for different societies, 
we have the grand realization that we all belong to the 
family of God, and in our different ways and spheres, yet 
within the one church, work for our Father in seeking to 
help in the extension of His Kingdom. 

Ivy. 

It is said the folk on the land have stout hearts. They 
have, and they need them. Answering the front door 
bell to a visitor last week, one observed that he looked 
a bit down. "Feeling all right?11 "Yesy Fm all right, but 
I've just come from the farm after having had to shoot 
nine of my best horses!11 No water, no feed. Another, 
who} with his wheat is only able to run a couple of hun-
dred sheep, goes out one morning and finds thirty of 
them dead. In the course of conversation with a worker 
from the Nullarbor Station it was* learnt that the previous 
month 2,000 sheep had been shorn, and in the course of 
three weeks they lost 1,800 of them owing to the poor-
ness of their condition. They had 300 stragglers to 
carry on with. So it's not always easy for some folk. 
During the year I had a cheque sent for 100 guineas, a 
donation from a friend in Cremorne, Sydney. She had 
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just received her wool cheque, the best ever, and her 
first thought was a thankoffering to God in the form of a 
donation to help the medical services for the folk over 
here. We would all do well if we stopped and asked our' 
selves the question, "What shall I do unto the Lord for 
all His benefits towards me?" 

A man of 54 years of age walked into hospital one day 
with a roaring pneumonia, pain in the chest and a tem-
perature of 103. A few hours previously he had ridden 3 
miles on a bike before he came across someone to drive 
him into hospital. He was working all alone out in the 
bush clearing scrub. He became ill and for a while 
tried "to work it ofF\ Realising he was getting worse, 
and not being able to whistle his next'door neighbour to 
call the Doctor, he had to set off on his bike. Some folk 
moan a treat about being admitted. Others can't get 
under the bedclothes quick enough, and he was one of 
them. At first he was antagonistic towards the spiritual 
side of the work, but as the days went by his attitude 
changed, and he even got to sending out requests for 
hymns he knew many years ago. 

Many who knew her well will regret to hear of the 
passing of our "Ivy". She has been with us for over 7 
years, and proved invaluable on the domestic side of the 
work. Her polished floors were something to see. All 
through the war years she was a great mainstay, and 
we feel that her going has left quite a big gap. 

Since commencing this article, we all as a family have 
sustained the loss of our beloved Doctor and friend, Roy 

Gibson. I think a great many folk realize what he has 
meant to the B.C.A. work out here. Some are not 
appreciated till they pass on, but it is good to feel that 
during the many years we have worked together, his in' 
terest and co'operation in the work has always been 
greatly appreciated by all the hospital staff, and the rest 
of the B.C.A. workers. We did indeed feel that in Dr. 
Roy we had a real friend and fellow worker, and we 
realize just how much we are going to miss him. Yet in 
spite of this we thank God he was spared from further 
suffering from his illness. We need hardly say how much 
we feel for Dr. Freda in her great loss. One and all 
admired her courage during the time of strain and 
anxiety with all the demands upon her in the practice, 
and we realize how much we need to bear her up in 
prayer for the future. It is no light task for a woman 
with a home and family to carry on a practice single 
handed which covers an area of 811000 square miles/ 
I would like to say how much we have appreciated the 
help given by Dr. Roxburgh and his wife during Dr. 
Roy's illness, Dr. Russell for his help with the plane trips 
to Cook and Tarcoola, his advice and practical help in 
many ways and always a willingness to make the long 
trip (240 miles) up to see Dr. Roy when needed. And 
to his wife, who made all this possible by carrying on 
the practice at Wudinna under difficulties. And also to 
our locum, Dr. McKenzie, who not without cost to her-
self and her fiance, offered to stay on longer and assist 
in the practice. One always feels grateful for mercies 
rendered to other members' of the family. 

(JjSreakina Lfp 
Miss E. Stokes. 

It was my privilege to give the lesson to Grades 
3 and 4 at school on their last Wednesday before the 
Christmas holidays. I used the flannelgraph to illustrate 
the story, so the headmaster allowed Grade 2 to come 
in also. The class numbered about 60. About six 
boys and girls helped me by holding the pictures and so 
I was able to get quite a lot in by the eye gate. 

The story of Jesus' wonderful birth, the joy of 
the Angels, the Adoration of the Wise Men and the 
Shepherds is always welcomed, and it is a great thrill 
both to give and hear such a message. The children were 
pretty good as I told them the story. 

School work is certainly a thrill and you get an op-
portunity to tell the love of the Lord Jesus to some 
who otherwise never get any spiritual teaching at all. 

At Thevenard, another centre a mile away, we gave the 
children a party one Tuesday evening before Christmas. 
We sent invitations to the parents and much to our 
joy about sixteen mothers came along. We decorated 
the hall and some of the parents kindly sent cakes. 
One mother had been baking all day. We started 
promptly at 7 p.m. with prayer and then commenced 
our games. The children all joined in and there was 
much fun for about half an hour. Then we had our 
singing, and did they sing! About 50 children all giving 
of their best in carols and choruses sounded very fine. 
Next item was the prize-giving, and all the children 
received a prize, the older ones getting a Bible. May 
God richly bless His Own Word as it goes to the diff-
erent homes. Everybody seemed very pleased and the 

mothers were smiling away and enjoying themselves 
very much. Some of the children from the Greek 
section of the fishing community couldn't speak English, 
but were happy just the same. One mother told me 
that they were all very impressed with the fact that we 
took such an interest in their children. So I told her 
how Jesus loved them all and in His Name we loved to 
go along Sunday by Bunday. After the prizes, as far as 
the children were concerned, came the best part of the 
evening, eats, and plenty of them too! Cakes, lollies, 
sandwiches, biscuits, raspberry drinks, and all lined up 
for ice cream. Indeed it was a splendid evening, and 
after closing with prayer the children went home at 9 
p.m., tired but happy. 

We were very happy also, and our prayer is that not 
only will we win the children, but that they themselves 
will be a blessing to the homes they come from. Just 
one last message which is indeed a spur to all teachers 
of Sunday School children. We have three little Greek 
children from one home, and one who is just about five 
years of age is our despair. She will not sing, and if 
you try to make her she gets down on the floor and 
rolls around, so we just let her sit. She is restless all 
the time and is very inattentive in class. Speaking to 
her mother the other day, she told me that this naughty 
one goes home on Sunday and sings all the choruses, 
showing her mother how to do the actions, and can al-
ways tell the story told in class! 

If we are faithful, then He is Faithful and will water 
the seed that is sown. 
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^Jhe \Jraani6ina I/li&sioner 5 cJLetter 
I must first express our very grateful thanks to all our 

good friends who gave so generously to the Christmas 
Appeal. Over £1000 was sent into the office and for 
the first time we reached and even exceeded one 
thousand pounds. The most pleasing aspect about such 
giving was that the appeal was made, not for any new 
or special piece of work, but for General Funds. At 
Eastertime you gave over the thousand mark in an 
appeal for Mungindi Hostel, so we are able to record 
two exceptional pieces of giving in the one year. Thank 
you. 

The year into which we have now entered will have 
many big and important tasks for us to do. Maybe 
some new piece of service will come along. If it does 
I am sure you will all rally round and ensure that it 
shall be met. In any case, there is the very big work 
which we already have to maintain, so please continue 
in your prayer and giving. 

The greatest need is that of workers. Somebody said 
to me recently, "Oh, the B.C.A. has plenty of workers." 
Maybe, but it has a very great deal of work to do 
also, and many of our nurses, missioners and padres 
as well as doctors, are doing more than one person's 
job. 

We do need missioners and trainees, and I appeal 
to our young men to face up to the call of the outback. 

More nurses are a very urgent requirement. The 
B.C.A. hospitals are Christian Hospitals. Surely we 
can keep up the staff with Christian nurses. If you are 
a nurse, come along and help in the work for the 
Kingdom of God. 

Between now and Easter two Hostel workers 
are required, one in South Australia and the other in 
New South Wales. If you are not qualified for nursing, 
maybe you can help run a Christian home for children. 
Will you all please put these needs on your prayer list? 

Also we find that two new motor cars are an urgent 
need. Two of our missioners are immobilised for lack 
of them. They simply have to be bought, buc the cost 
will be about £700 each. It is a lot of money, but as 
always we must trust that as they are absolutely necessary 
for the work of God, He will enable us to pay for them. 

B.C.A. will complete the thirtieth year of its existence 
during 1949. Not very long, is it? Yet the Almighty 
has taken us a long way and enabled so very much to 
be done. Let us go on to greater things. 

The O.M. 

edjroiiaht In the l/Uedt <=Jjarlina 
Rev. E. W. FISHER-JOHNSON. 

So much has been written about our Australian outback 
and the work of missions therein that I would find it very 
difficult to write anything new. 

However, for the sake of those who do not know, this 
mission area covers about 50,000 square miles. The 
headquarters are at Wilcannia on the Darling River in 
Western N.S.W. It is obviously impossible, because of 
the vastness of this area, for one missioner to minister 
in any adequate way to the spiritual needs of the inhabi-
tants. The principal centres, in addition to Wilcannia, 
are Menindee (95 miles), White Cliffs (62 miles), Ivan' 
hoe (120 miles), Tibooburra (over 200 miles). With 
the exception of Tibooburra regular services are held in 
these centres. 

"Real Australian" readers are doubtless familiar with 
the photo of the van "St. Patrick." It is now the means 
of conveyance by the missioner at Wilcannia, and as it 
is very roomy it is not unusual for it to serve the purpose 
of an ambulance. Only tcday I was asked to take it to 
the local aerodrome to meet the Flying Doctor, who had 
brought in a lad with a broken thigh to be conveyed from 
the aerodrome to the local hospital. 

Some of the folk in the small townships of this mission 
are keenly interested in the things of God and are 
extremely happy to be able to take part in Divine Service, 
but, generally speaking, it is the people further out and 
at considerable distances from the centres of worship who 
really appreciate a visit from the missioner. It is a 
truism that the greater the accessibility of places of 
worship and the greater the opportunity of fellowship 
with other Christians', the less such advantages are 
appreciated. 

But to those lonely souls who live in our far outback 
the B.C.A. endeavours to take the Gospel message and 

Christian Fellowship. It is only natural that in an 
area so sparsely populated as this one that many people, 
both old and young, often experience an acute sense of 
loneliness. This is where the message of a Companion 
Who will never leave nor forsake us can help so 
tremendously. 

The country, owing to the very low average annual 
rainfall, suffers very much from dust storms, erosion and 
drought conditions in general. This week there have 
been several dust storms, and at the moment there is a 
"super" one in progress. It is accompanied by terrific 
wind, so that one might say that walking the bridge of 
a ship in a storm would be mild in comparison to a 
journey along our back verandah. 

Wilcannia might be said to be on the fringe of the 
dead heart of Australia. There have been a couple of 
good seasons recently which naturally have heartened the 
people very much. But there is strong evidence now 
of another approaching drought, so the people are be-
ginning to take measures to combat it as far as it is 
possible for them to do so. Only when the problems of 
drought and soil erosion are tackled on a Christian basis, 
that is by conservation of God's gifts such as rain water 
and by the institution of the Divine law of rest for the 
land of one period in seven, will God's land flourish and 
bring forth abundantly for the use of man continually. 

It is not unusual to meet men who will tell you that in 
previous droughts they lost every sheep they possessed. 
Yet men like most of the country folk one meets out 
here never give in, but continue to take heart and battle 
against the elements. This is the type of people to whom 
the B.C.A. is carrying the Gospel message, and what 
better material could it work on! 

file:///Jraani6ina
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^Jhe l^ecollectlonA of a ll^eliever 
SISTER M. YARRINGTON. 

When I learned at school that the Transcontinental 
Line boasted the longest straight stretch (300 miles) of 
railroad in the world, I little thought I would ever be 
living within sight—and sound (!)—of it for three 
months; nor when Rev. S. J. Kirkby, then the Organizing 
Missioner, visited our church at Mosman when I was a 
small girl and gave illustrated lantern lectures of the 
work of the B.C.A. in the outback, little did I imagine 
that one day I would be nursing in the Bishop Kirkby 
Memorial Hospital at Cook. In such wonderful ways 
does God lead His children that there is always the excite' 
ment and challenge of the unexpected in His service. 
Yet there are those who think life for a Christian is dull 
and uninteresting. 

When, after five weeks of happy work and fellowship 
at Ceduna the Matron asked me whether I would relieve 
the Sisters at Cook whilst they took their welhearned 
holiday leave, I said, "Yes, certainly", then suffered some 
misgivings when I began to realize just what it would 
entail—280 miles from the nearest Doctor, who pays a 
monthly visit except in extreme emergency; the respon-
sibility of all maternity cases (of which I had had but 
limited experience); the conducting of Sunday night 
services—often as I have talked to children it is a dif-
ferent matter preparing and delivering an address to 
adults. But, as Sister Dowling reminded me—"You 
don't go in your own strength—-'Be strong and of good 
courage, fear not nor be afraid for the Lord thy God, 
He it is that doth go with thee, He will not fail thee, 
nor forsake thee1 ". 

And so I went. We left by plane for Doctor's visit to 
Cook, and after 2 \ hours in the air we looked below, 
and there it lay—two rows of houses, the railway line 
stretching east and west, with the vast Nullarbor on all 
sides as far as the eye could see—Cook camp! not exactly 
an oasis in the desert, for oases I have always imagined 
as green and lovely places resplendent with palm trees and 
streams of cooling water. But the few pepper trees near 
the line, and the water carried from Kalgoorlie, 550 miles 
distant, on the water train, do not quite meet the re' 
quirements. My first impression of Cook was of the 
children. They crowded around to meet the plane, all 
eager to lend a hand with the many parcels to be uri' 
loaded and carried to the hospital, and the smaller the 
children the greater seemed their fascination for tackling 
the larger and more bulky articles. 

First impressions are often lasting ones, and when I 
left Cook on the 8th October I took with me the memory 
of those same children and the joy and value of the work 
being done amongst them:—Sunday School attended by 
those of all denominations; the Bible class also held at 
the Hospital on Monday night for those over ten years 
of age (How eager they are to achieve their double 
figures to qualify for the privilege of attending). These 
children have good voices and revel in the singing of the 
hymns and choruses, their voices echoing and reechoing 
sweetly around the camp. Great was their delight when 
Sister Gillan produced her violin and accompanied us 
one night before she left on holidays. I for one will 
never forget their singing that night of "There's not a 
Friend like the lowly Jesus—No, not one, no, not one"— 
and they meant it, too. 

Then there was the religious instruction for the whole 
school of over 40 children each Thursday—and how at' 
tentively they listen to the Bible stories and eagerly ask 
and answer questions. There is no doubt about their keen' 
ness to know more of Jesus and His love. 

In their spare time after school or on Saturday some 
of the older girls come to the Hospital and ask "Can you 
give us some jobs, Sister?" We could—and having 
helped in various small ways they go home, feeling, I am 
sure, that they are almost fully qualified nurses. Some of 
them are determined that this shall be their vocation 
when they are old enough. 

Then there is the medical side. To return to my first 
night in Cook—Doctor performed two operations, both 
patients making good recoveries—a little girl returning 
home down the line in a few days after a tonsillectomy, 
the other patient remaining in Hospital for several weeks 
making necessarily slow but steady progress. The follow' 
ing week I had the thrill of assisting into the world a 
bonny boy—8 lb 3 oz. The stork then went on holiday, 
but promises to give Sisters Thomas and Gillan a busy 
time later on delivering precious parcels for fortunate 
mothers. 

Coming in to land at Cook. 

Influenza was very prevalent at that time around Cook 
and kept one busy. Calls often came from up and down 
the line for advice, and the treatment of outpatients 
formed a large part of the work, over 250 coming to the 
hospital whilst I was there. Advice and treatment was 
often sought for sick train passengers travelling east or 
west. Several emergency calls in the town came at night, 
one especially serious occuring during heavy gales when 
the telephone lines were down and communication with 
a doctor was difficult to obtain. I had subsequently to 
take that patient, when recovered sufficiently, in the train 
to Port Augusta, 550 miles distant, to be under the con-
stant supervision of a doctor in case of further emer-
gency. It was a hazardous trip, but "all's well that ends 
well"—and that patient is now richer in the possession 
of a lusty son of 10 lb 3 oz. 
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Since the introduction of motor cycles into Cook 
another problem arises. One lad fell off twice in the 
one night—the first time coming to see me for treat' 
ment; the second time resulted in my having to go to 
him, and his injuries were extensive abrasions, sprained 
shoulder, strained muscles and shock, but fortunately 
nothing worse. One could do With X-ray eyes on such 
occasions. 

These small glimpses of the medical side serve to show 
one aspect of the work, but there are many other duties, 
the multitudinous duties of a housewife—such as wash' 
ing, ironing, cleaning, cooking, gardening, entertaining, 
whmh help to keep both Sisters fully occupied. Then 
there is correspondence to be dealt with; Mail Bag Suri' 
day School lessons to be sent out and homework 
corrected, Hospital Auxiliary meetings to attend, and 
parcels of reading matter to be packed and sent to the 
20 small camps up and down the line. 

A big event in Cook during my stay there was the 
installation of electric light with its attendant blessings' 
of electric irons, hot water jugs, and so on—those 
things which to the people there are accounted luxuries, 
but which to us of the cities have become necessities. 
As I heated the steriliser on the fuel stove in the kitchen 
~: bent over the copper, so much like a witch's large 
biack cauldron, ' I saw visions and dreamed dreams of 
what electricity might mean one day in these directions. 

My memories of Cook would be incomplete if I did 
noj mention the extreme friendliness and neighbourliness 
of the people of the Outback whom B.C.A. is seeking to 
serve and win for Christ. They never grumble or com' 
plain and even when dust storm succeeds dust storm they 
come up smiling with a dustpan in one hand and a broom 
in the other, counting their blessings that strikes and 
similar afflictions are not the order of the day out there. 

May God continue to bless the work of B.C.A. at 
Cook—the Sisters at the Hospital, the visits of the mis' 
sioner who is so greatly loved and respected by all, the 
work of the Auxiliaries whose parcels are so much appre' 
ciated, and last but by no means least, the prayers and 
interest of friends at home. 

And so to Tarcoola, where I went for 10 days to r e 
lieve Sister Page and allow her time to rest and attend 
to the many personal matters for which one finds so 
little time when one is constantly on call day and night. 
Much of her time was spent in the garden, of which she 
might justly be proud, for to my way of thinking a gar-
den is an achievement when dust storms cover all the 
young plants, which have to be unearthed and revived, 
and water comes through the hose in the merest trickle 
or has to be carried in buckets from the house. Talking 
of water-carrying, another achievement is a bath. One 
carries the water from the tank outside to the copper, 
from the copper to the bath, and from the bath when 
one has completed one's ablutions to the garden—water 
is not wasted in these parts! 

However, things promise to be very different when 
the Hospital, which is coming on apace, is completed. 
It will be a very fine building and a boon to the people 
of the district, the hospital at Cook being the only one 
at present between Kalgoorlie and Port Augusta, 550 
miles either way. 

Once again the work amongst the children impressed 
me as being of the greatest value—49 children attending 
Sunday School, which is practically every child in the 
town. 

The previous Monday the Sunday School picnic had 
been arranged and was an unparalleled success, parents 
and children being conveyed on the back of two large 
open trucks to Kaladdin Rocks, a perfect picnic ground 
8 miles out of the town. 

r*\rsr*sr#Mr«r^r # 

AN ASSISTANT MATRON 
Is Urgently Needed For 

PT. LINCOLN HOSTEL 
Is this YOUR Call to Christian Service? 

# * * # > . < * fMNf #,>#^r^#^^v#^^r\#•*^#^#^#^#\r>*^#^#^^ 

My stay at Tarcoola came to an end with Doctor's 
visit there, and I am wondering who benefited most— 
Sister Page by the rest afforded, or myself by the bright 
companionship of one of Christ's faithful soldiers and 
servants. 

It was with great happiness that I stepped on the 
plane to return to Ceduna after 3 | months' absence. It 
was like coming home. One would travel far and wide 
before one would again find the truly wonderful atmo-
sphere of Christian love and fellowship which meets and 
envelops one at Ceduna—it is difficult to describe, but 
one has only to experience it to know it—"Surely the 
Lord is in this place". 

And so the wanderer returns and is able to testify 
truly—"He will never fail thee, nor forsake thee". 

Tarcoola. 
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Jsn I /{emoriawi 
Two accounts of memorial services to Dr. Roy Gibson have been sent by correspondents in South Australia. They 
give (iReal Australian' readers an insight into the regard Doctor was held by the people* whom he served for 
so long. 

"HE TOOK CARE OF HIM." "FOR EVER WITH THE LORD." 

On the evening of Tuesday, 9th November, a 
Memorial Service to Dr. Roy Gibson, was held in St. 
Michael's Church, Ceduna, the church in which he had 
worshipped and served as a lay-reader for so many years. 
It was a service in memory of one who had spent the 
best years of his life in wholehearted service to the 
people in the Ceduna and surrounding districts. His call 
to higher service on November 1st, came as a great 
shock to the people, for few, if any, realised how ill he 
was and had been for some months, nor did they know 
how much it had cost him physically to carry on his 
work amongst them, and their sense of loss was perhaps 
greater as they thought on this. The service at Ceduna 
was essentially one of praise and thanksgiving for a 
life that had been spent in service to God and man, 
with a wonderful forgetfulness of self. The church 
itself was bright with flowers and more than filled with 
the congregation, and it was good to see the Organising 
Missioner and three B.C.A. missioners from the nearest 
districts taking part. The singing of the hymn, 'Tor all 
the saints, who from their labours rest," was followed 
by Evening Prayer, Mr. Connell, the rector of the parish, 
leading us. Mr. Hayman, Rector of Streaky Bay and 
district, read the first lesson from Is. 35, and one could 
hardly fail to be moved by its message. The New Testa' 
ment lesson was read by Mr. Greenwood of Minnipa. 
The O.M. gave a short address, taking his text from the 
story of the Good Samaritan, and in particular the words, 
"He took care of him." Of Dr. Roy he said, "He took 
care of us," and pointed out how, in spite of opportune 
ties' of a more profitable practice in the city, he had 
chosen to carry on out here and had always given of 
his best, not counting the cost to himself in time or 
comfort. This he did because he was a Christian and 
lived and worked with a knowledge of his calling in 
Christ Jesus. Mr. Tones said that all he had said of 
Dr. Roy was equally true of Dr. Freda, and our part in 
continuing his work was to assist her in every possible 
way, especially by thoughtfulness and understanding of 
the difficulties of her tremendous task. 

The people of Penong and district expressed a wish 
that a similar service be held in Penong. 

On Tuesday, November 9th, a Memorial Service was 
held in St. Michael's Church of England at Ceduna, for 
Dr. Roy Gibson, whose call to higher service came on 
November 1st. His passing came as a great shock to 
most, if not all, people amongst whom he had worked 
for so long. Few realised how ill he had been, or how, 
at great cost to himself, he had continued his work in 
spite of advancing physical weakness. The people of the 
Penong and surrounding districts expressed a wish that 
a similar service be held in Penong, so it was decided 
to have a combined service in the Public Hall at 7 p.m. 
on November 28th. The arrangements were left to 
Mr. Connell, the B.C.A. Missioner in the district, but he 
was to be assisted by Mr. Wilson, the minister of the 
Methodist Church. There has always been a close spirit 
of ccoperation between the two denominations in the 
district, and I think that spirit was particularly evident 
at that time. The arrangements for the service were very 
simple, but carried out in perfect harmony and in a 
way best to express the purpose in mind. It was a cold 
night, one more like winter than early summer. The 
hall was well filled with people from all parts of the 
district, some coming down from the "top end", 50 
miles west of Penong, and others from as far as 30 
miles down the road. The service began with the singing 
of the hymn, "Forever With the Lord", and this! was 
followed by prayer, offered by Mr. Wilson, a prayer of 
thanksgiving for a life lived in the service of God and 
man. Then followed "For all the saints who from their 
labour rest," and the reading by Mr. Wilson of Ephe' 
sians VI, 10T8, "the whole armour of God," after which 
"Shadows" was sung as a solo by Mrs. Vic Brooks. The 
address was given by Mr. Connell, who chose as his text 
the words of our Lord, "I have finished the work that 
thou gavest me to do." He pointed out that the ways 
of God are not always as we would expect them, but 
that His plan for each life submitted to Him has its cli-
max and is reached by some long before others. Dr. Roy 
died while to us he was still in his early manhood, but 
in God's plan he had finished the work God had given 
him to do, and for him was laid up the crown of 
righteousness. His life was an inspiration and a help to 
us and an example for us to play the part which has been 
given to us while we have the opportunity. The service 
concluded with the hymn, "Fight the Good Fight", which 
we felt to be a fitting exhortation to us to be faithful 
in the job which is our's. 

So ended the service of*memorial to one, with whom 
it had been a pleasure and privilege to work, and who 
was honoured and trusted by all who came to him for 
help and advice. 

When l\la\inq your Will Remember the RCA 
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A Christian 
DOCTOR 

Is Urgently Needed At 

WUDINNA, SOUTH AUSTRALIA 

A splendid opportuni ty is offered by B.C.A. for the Ministry of 

Healing in the Name of Christ. 

Write to the Organising Missioner for details. 

Tour Bark fiut 

Collecting T5ox 

The Bark Hut is a most valuable source of contribution to 
B.C.A. funds. 

PLEASE SEND IN THE CONTENTS OF YOUR BOX REGULARLY 
EVERY APRIL, AUGUST, AND DECEMBER. 

They may be given to your Parochial Representative or sent to Headquarters. 
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April is one of our Bark Hut opening months. Will 
you please open your box and send the contents to your 
parochial secretary or to the B.C.A. office. 

The Society has lost two very good friends through 
the deaths of Mrs. K. A. Donkin and Mrs. D'Arcy Irvine. 
Both these ladies were always most generous in their 
support of the work and followed all B.C.A. activities 
with deep interest. 

Sincere sympathy is extended to the relatives of our 
friends. 

# # # # 
The 1948 Christmas Appeal was an outstanding 

record, the total sum given was £1,430, Sydney office 
receiving £1,028, and Victorian office £402. The B.C.A. 
expresses its' deep-felt thanks for such generous giving. 

# # # # 
The Society is in urgent need of a modern suite of 

offices so that the work can be done more efficiently. 
Lack of space and the separation of the Mail Bag Sunday 
School office from headquarters causes inconvenience 
which seriously affects the general work of the Society. 
We shall be grateful to anyone who could help us obtain 
suitable accommodation. 

# * * # 
The Rev. G. Fuhrmeister, Th.L., a B.C.A. student, 

was ordained to the priesthood on St. Thomas' Day by 
the Archbishop of Sydney. Mr. Fuhrmeister will serve 
a curacy in Manly, N.SW., before becoming a missioner 
at the beginning of next year. 

# # # # 
Miss L. H. Knox, who has been matron of the Wil-

cannia Hostel for the past two years, resigned at the end 
of last year. Miss Knox did splendid work and the S c 
ciety is grateful for her ministry. 

# # # # 
Miss M. Farr, who has so ably assisted the work at 

Wilcannia Hostel for a number of years, has returned 
after the summer holidays as Matron. Hers is a difficult 
job, but she is assured of the prayers and interest of a 
great many friends. 

# # # # 
Tha Bark Huts last year contributed the record total 

of £2,300 to our funds. This is a really splendid effort 
by all box holders and the Society is deeply graterul to 
them all. 

# # # # 
Our thanks are due to Mrs. Middleton of Bexley, who 

with her friends collected the amount of £10/10/- for 
our funds. 

# # # # 
Sister M. Wells, of Queen's Park, Western Australia, 

has joined our hospital staff in South Australia. We 
welcome Sister to our family and pray that she will have 
years of happy service in the work. 

# # * # 
Congratulations to Dr. and Mrs. Roxburgh upon the 

birth of a daughter in January. 

The Society offers its sincere congratulations to the 
Rev. C. H . Raymond, Th.L., who has been appointed 
Archdeacon of Essendon. The Archdeacon is a Victorian 
member of the Council. 

# # # # 
Sister M. Yarrington has returned to Sydney after re-

lieving the West Coast Hospital staff for some months. 
We are grateful for her assistance at a critical period. 

# # # # 
More nursing sisters with two certificates are urgently 

needed for the B.C.A. mission hospitals. The Sydney 
or Melbourne offices will be pleased to give information 
to nurses seeking knowledge of B.C.A. work. 

# * # # 
Domestic help is urgently needed for Wudinna Hos-

pital in South Australia. Is there some devoted Christian 
woman prepared to work for God in this way? 

# # # # 
We are grateful for the large number of toys, books 

and Christmas stockings for distribution outback. Many 
reports indicate that they gave much joy to the children 
of the Inland. 

# * # # 
Sister j . Coleman, who has served in the Society's 

hospitals' for years has resigned in order to prepare for 
missionary work overseas. Sister will be sorely missed 
from our family. We offer her our very best wishes and 
will follow her future career with deep interest and 
prayer. 

# # # # 
The Port Lincoln Hostel has received an electric sew-

ing machine, the gift of many friends of the Hostel in 
that town. It is a wonderful boon which is deeply 
appreciated by the Matron and the girls. Thank you. 

# # # # 
A Motor Van similar to St. Patrick and St. Columba 

is urgently needed to replace the 24-year-old vehicle 
used in the Ceduna Mission by the Rev. P. Connell. The 
members of the Ladies' Auxiliaries are working tnis year 
in an effort to raise the £800 needed. A motor car is 
also urgently needed for the missioner at Cowell in 
South Australia, where the missioner is having great 
difficulty with an old worn-out vehicle. 

# # # # 
For some time now the health of the Organising 

Missioner has been causing concern. The B.C.A. 
Council has given the Rev. Tom Jones six months' leave 
of absence from March 1st. The Assistant Organising 
Missioner will assume the O.M.'s duties for that period. 
The prayers of all friends of B.C.A. for Mr. Jones will 
be deeply appreciated. 

# # # # 
Congratulations to the Rev. P. Connell of Ceduna, 

upon passing in New Testament in the examination for 
Scholar of Theology, and to Rev. G. Fuhrmeister, Mr. 
A. Gerlach, and Mr. W. Mitchell, students of the Society, 
who have also been successful in recent examinations. 
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The veteran Fox Moth plane, now based at Wudinna, 
has become welbknown by its unique registration number 
VH-AAA. This number now interferes with certain 
code signals and the Civil Aviation authorities issued an 
order altering the markings. The plane will now be 
known as VH-CAS, an abbreviation for Church Aid 
Society. Unfortunately, the letters B.C.A. were not 
available. 

Deaconesses B. Clarke and M. Spry, who were set 
apart at the end of last year by the Archbishop of Syd-
ney, have commenced duty at Wilcannia and Menindie. 
The deaconesses have a particularly difficult task before 
them, and we hope that all our friends will remember 
them in their prayers. 

* # # # 
When Mr. and Mrs. A. Jones of Cremorne, N.S.W., 

read of the need for a refrigerator for the Croajingalong 
Nursing Centre, they generously gave the balance needed 
to complete the purchase initiated by the Heidelberg 
Auxiliary in Victoria. 

The refrigerator is now installed and has already made 
Sister Gwynne's work more effective. We offer our sin' 
cere thanks to the Auxiliary and to Mr. and Mrs. Jones. 

ST. JOHN'S AUXILIARY, HEIDELBERG 

In September last the Mothers1 Union of our church 
graciously combined their monthly meeting with our 
second meeting for the year. There was a good atten' 
dance and the address was given by Rev. L. Ball, 
the Victorian Secretary, who showed us the value of 
the B.C.A. hostels and the great need they serve. 

Our annual meeting was held on November 22nd. 
The vice-president, Mrs. Moore, welcomed those present 
who paid their respects to the memory of Dr. R. 
Gibson by observing one minute's silence. The secre-
tary's report showed consistent attendances and growth 
in all other directions'. A number of knitted woollens 
were received, including gifts from members of the 
Mothers' Union. It was decided to send these on to 
Ceduna Hospital. (The parcel finally contained singlets, 
bootees, washers, soap, talc powder, sweets and maga-
zines. A parcel of material for bandages was also to 
go.) There was much happy fellowship and in hearing 
that 'Sister Gwynne of Cann River would be able to 
have a "refrig.", come summer, we were able to trace 
a story of answered prayer. Retiring office-bearers were 
re-elected for the ensuing year. President: The Vicar, 
Rev. ( S. Ball; Vice-Presidents: Mesdames Moore and 
O'Mara; Secretary and Treasurer: Mrs. Brightwell. 

We are very indebted to Mrs. Moore for the use 
of her home for our meetings during the past two 
years. 

MELBOURNE CENTRAL WOMEN'S AUXILIARY 

The Annual Temple Day of the Central Women's 
Auxiliary was held on the 16th November in St. Paul's 
Cathedral. We are very grateful to Canon L. Wen^el 
for his helpful address. Several members of the Vic-
torian Committee were present and a hearty welcome 
was given to them by our President, Mrs. W. L. 
Woods at the afternoon tea which followed the 
service. The offering amounted to about £40 on this 
occasion and we thank God for this splendid sum. 

The Auxiliary has decided to commence the year 
1949 with a corporate Communion Service on 15th 
February, when the Rev. H. W. Nunn, B.A., Precentor 
of the Cathedral, will be speaker. A time of fellowship 
together will follow the service when those present are 
invited to a basket lunch in the Fitzroy Gardens. 

The Annual Meeting this year is fixed for the 15th 
March. A hearty invitation is given to any ladies 
who may be desirous of joining with us in this work 
for the Master, and we can assure them of a very 
happy time of service for Him. 

^5uo&criber5 Who Jdave / lo t iKecelved rseceiptd 

27/8 /48 : Miss Young, £1 don. 3/9/48: Anon., 5/-
Rally. 10 /9 /48 : Anon., 10/- Rally. 13/9/48: Mrs. 
Ramshaw, 10/- Rally. 13/9/48: Guildford Evangelical 
Fellowship, £1 Don.. 15/9/48: Deaconess Hodges, 2/-
Rally. 15/9/48: Anon., 2/- Rally. 16/9/48: Mrs. and 
Miss Stephens, 6/- Rally. 17/9/48: Mrs. A. Pain, £1 
Rally. 20 /9 /48: Anon., £1 /7 / - Don. 21 /9 /48 : "A 
Fellow Christian", £1 Don. 29/9/48: Anon., 5/- Rally. 
29/9/48: £5 Rally, E.J.H. 7/10/48: "In Memory of 
Linda" £2 /2 / - Don. 8/10/48: Anon., 2/- Don. 19/10/48: 
Anon., 3/- Rally. 1/11/48: Mr. and Mrs. Southwell £1 

Rally. 9/11/48: Anon. 12/- Don. 19/11/48: Mrs. 
Hedges, 16/4 Box. 6 /12/48: "J.R.", £5 Christmas. 
7 /12/48: Anon. 5/- Christmas. 22/11/48: Anon. 5/-
Don. 6/12/48: Anon. 2/6 Don. 8/12/48: "A 
Christmas Nurse" £2 Christmas. 9 /12/48: Mrs. Martin 
£1 Don. 10/12/48: £1 Christmas. 15/12/48: 5/- Xmas 
Miss Clements. 15/12/48: Mrs. State £1 Xmas. 
16/12/48: "Girraween" 5/- Xmas. 16/12/48: Anon. 
£1 Xmas. 16/12/48: Anon. £5 Xmas. 17/12/48: Mrs. 
Coote £1 Xmas. 23/12/48: Anon. 10/- Xmas. 
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SJne +^rmpreddLonA of an \_Juerdead fvfiddionaru 
Rev. L. J. Bakewell. 

Carrying a case containing a lantern in one hand, a 
suit case and a box of slides in the other, 
wearing a raincoat because I had no free hand 
to carry it, and with still another and larger 
suitcase to pick up at the Cloak Room (where 
I had left it that morning on arrival from Melbourne), 
I joined the queue, for it was my misfortune to have 
struck a Show Day, outside the Adelaide Railway Din' 
ing Room, three'quarters of an hour before the boat train 
was due to leave for Port Adelaide, where I was to catch 
the ship to Port Lincoln. By the time I got in and was 

' served, there was time only to bolt one course, collect my 
case from the cloak room and hurry to the train. At Port 
Adelaide a man very kindly gave me a hand with my 
luggage, and I found myself one of a seething mob on 
the M.V. "Minnipa," which was full to capacity and had 
a number, both white and aboriginal, sleeping in the 
dining room. Piling what luggage I did not want in 
the cabin on a closed hatchway with a lot of other 
passengers1 luggage, I was conducted to my twcberth 
cabin. We sailed at 7 p.m. for Port Lincoln, and it was 
interesting to watch the waterside lights as we passed 
and speculate what buildings they illuminated. Shortly 
before 9 p.m. supper was served, and I tried to make up 
for what I had missed at the Adelaide Station! 

The "Minnipa" is about the same size as the Victoria 
Nyanza steamers, but not so comfortable. I could 
only get a luke'warm salt bath—the cold fresh shower 
did not appeal to me this cold night! The blankets and 
sheets were so short that I had to choose between tucking 
them in at the foot, or covering my shoulders. I decided 
on the latter. 

We arrived at Port Lincoln about 7 a.m. A lorry 
collected our luggage, and the man told me the bus 
left at 9.30 a.m.; "but I want you there at 9.15," he 
added, "if you want to go on the first bus.11 

I had an invitation from the Matron of the B.C.A. 
Girls1 Hostel, Miss I. Beck, to breakfast there. I was 
prepared for a somewhat "institutionarylooking11 place, 
possibly a little dilapidated. But I found a well-built 
stone house in good condition. It looked like an ordi-
nary comfortable private home, and it was well appointed 
inside. I found 28 happy high school girls just about to 
sit down to breakfast. They came from various parts of 
the Peninsula and West Coast. The School brooch some 
were wearing—a Lighthouse—struck me as a most appro-
priate badge for a seaport town school. After breakfast, 
a hymn, a Scripture reading and a prayer, which they 
asked me to take, and then the girls went off to school. 
As one who in a few years will have a daughter of these 
girls1 age, I thought how blessed their parents were to 
have a Hostel like this to send their daughters to. 

I was at the bus start shortly before 9.15 a.m. At 
10 a.m. it would not be leaving for another 20 minutes, 
so I dashed round the corner and had a haircut. We 
left at noon! Our destination was Streaky Bay, 200 
miles up the West Coast. The road follows the coast 
nearly all the way, and there are some very beautiful 
stretches. We had lunch at Elliston at 3 p.m. and tea 
at Port Kenny about 5.30, and arrived at Streaky Bay 
about 9 p.m., where I was met by the B.C.A. missioner, 
the Rev. Theo Hayman, and was his and his wife's guest 
for the weekend. 

The aged couple who rarely miss a 
Service. 

The next day, Saturday, the missioner took me to pay 
one or two visits, one to an aged couple of 87 and 84 
respectively, who rarely miss a service. We concluded 
the visit with a Scripture reading and prayer, which 
were no mere formality. The old couple discussed with 
us one or two points on the life after death which they 
had been discussing, and in my heart I gave "thanks for 
the perpetual youth of those who abide in Christ11. 
The old lady, as we said good'bye, said to me, "My son 
(whom we met at a service the next day) is praying 
for you on this tour." 

That night we went to Haslam, 25 miles up the 
coast, for a lantern lecture, running the lantern off a 
spare car battery. About half-way, Mr. Hayman felt 
something dragging underneath, and thought we had 
picked up a stick. He stopped, and found the steering 
tie-rod had come undone. Like a good bushman, he 
made straight for the fence, got a bit of wire, and within 
25 minutes we were on our way again! I am afraid I 
should never have thought of the fence. I drive hun-
dreds of miles in Africa and practically never see a 
fence from one furlough to another. As we went on our 
way, Mr. Hayman entertained me with stories of several 
he knew whose tie-rods had come undone and they had 
crashed into trees. I remembered the old lady's words 
of earlier in the day, "My son is praying for you on this 
tour!" It was late that night before we got home, and 
the ladies had supper for us after the lecture. Supper 
gives an opportunity for many informal chats and 
questions. 

The next day (Sunday) began with Holy Communion 
at 8 a.m., at which I spoke on the transforming power of 
Jesus Christ as exemplified in the life of the late Gabrieh 
Rwandindi, a young African who was very dear to my 

file:///_Juerdead
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wife and me, the Senior Catechist of Bugufi, who died 
recently of typhoid fever contracted on his way back 
from speaking at a convention in Ruanda. 

At 10.30 a.m. I gave a lantern lecture to the Sunday 
School children. After an early lunch we went out to 
Chandada, 33 miles, for shortened Evensong and a Ian' 
tern lecture at 2 p.m., and held a similar service at 
Piednippie at 4 p.m. On the way back I appreciated 
very much the kindness of one lady at this latter place 
who always brings for the chaplain a thermos of tea 
and something to eat after the service. "Whosoever 
shall give you a cup of water to drink in My Name . . . 
verily I say unto you, he shall in no wise lose his 
reward.11 Mk. 9:41. . 

It took us all our time to get back, have tea, and have 
the lantern up for a similar service back at Streaky Bay 
at 7.30 p.m. in the beautiful stone church, St. Augustine's. 
When I came across to the rectory after dismantling my 
lantern, I found one of the Churchwardens and his wife 
who had come in for supper helping Mrs. Hayman with 
the dishes, which there had not been time to wash before 
the service. It betokened the spirit of easy friendliness 
which there is between Mr. and Mrs. Hayman and 
their people. 

Next day, the Rev. Phil Connell, with his wife and 
little Daniel called for me, and on the 75 mile drive 
back to Ceduna we renewed our acquaintance of six 
years ago, when on my last furlough I had preached 
at St. Mary's Church, Caulfield, on his last Sunday as 
curate there before coming to B.C.A. That night at the 
lantern lecture I found that Mr. Alan Chadwick, the 
pilot of the Flying Doctor Service, and I had known 
one another nearly 20 years ago as fellow parishioners of 
St. John's, East Malvern. 

Here at Ceduna it was my privilege to stay at the 
B.C.A. Hospital. I wonder how many of my readers 
have any more correct a picture of these B.C.A. hospitals 
than I had. I had always thought of them as a fine bit 
of Christian social service in providing medical facilities 
for settlers' in the distant out-back. So they are. But 
that is a most inadequate description of them. The 
picture I have come away with is rather that they are 
"Medical Missions" as we understand the term in foreign 
mission fields—keen evangelistic agencies, where the over-
ruling passion of the sisters is to win their patients to a 
knowledge of the Saviour Whom they so faithfully serve. 
It has been my privilege to enjoy the hospitality and 
the fellowship of a good many mission stations of different 
missions in Africa, India and Ceylon, and to come to 
the Ceduna Hospital is just like coming to a mission 
station. 

Breakfast the next morning was at 7 a.m. We listened 
to the news at 7-15 as we sat at the table, and then Bibles 
were handed round, and Sister Dowling, who has had 
17 years' service with B.C.A., asked me to read the 
Scripture Union portion and notes. Then we had a 
few minutes of free discussion on the passage, then 
prayer. Everyone helped to clear the table, and two 
sisters each day help the cook with the dishes. The cook, 
by the way, is also a sister who has had 15 years with 
the B.C.A., Sister Grace Hitchcock, whom I had not 
seen since we knew one another in the Student Chris-
tian Movement in my student days. She produced two 
photographs of S.C.M. Conferences at Ballarat which we 
had both attended, at one of which I heard an address by 
the Bishop of Mombasa, which later proved to be part 
of my call to Tanganyika. 

A few minutes later one of the Sisters (the others on 
the staff beside those already mentioned were Sisters 
J. Miller, E. Fisher, R. Gillan, R. Portch, B. Tierney, 

Miss E. Page, the pharmacist, and Miss Stokes) invited 
me to join them in a period of hymn singing from 
"Consecration and Faith". As we sang, the thought 
came to me, "I wonder what this means to the patients, 
some of whom might be quite godless?" The Missioner 
told me later that as a matter of fact this hymn singing 
means much to the patients, and if for any reason they 
do not have it the patients ask why. The sisters told me 
that often patients will ask them for particular hymns. 
I introduced to them the great revival hymn of East 
Africa, "Precious Saviour, Thou Hast Saved Me", which 
we had each morning I was there. 

Later in the morning Mr. Connell and I set off for 
Penong, 45 miles away, where I spoke at the School. 
Ceduna and Penong are names I have known many years 
through the B.C.A., and it was a great thrill at last to 
visit them, and above all to find the hospitals such as I 
have tried to describe. We had lunch at the Penong 

Rev. T. Hayman and Rev. J. Greenwood. 

Hospital with Sister Loane and Miss Dee. I wish the 
Ladies Auxiliaries could have heard Sister Dowling, as 
she showed me with pride the most* up-to-date operating 
tables and other equipment in the theatres at Ceduna and 
Penong, say, with an obviously deep affection, "Really, 
our Ladies' Auxiliaries are marvellous." Those six simple 
words would have been all the reward those who worked 
for and gave this equipment could have wanted. 

Then on to Fowler's Bay, 22 miles. For many miles 
the road skirts the beautiful white sand dunes which 
often reminded me of the snow-capped top of Mt. 
Kilimanjaro, except that we were practically on a level 
with them, instead of being 14,000 feet below! I was 
struck with what a lonely life the missioner out here has. 
For miles and miles normally his only companion is the 
telegraph line, which, as it stretches up hill and down 
dale as far as the eye can see in both directions, seems 
almost to accentuate the distance and the isolation. At 
Fowler's Bay the lantern lecture at 3 o'clock was in a 
private house, where Mr. Connell was obviously one of 
the family. He had had a heavy Sunday, then 150 miles 
driving on Monday to get me, and now this day we had 
done about 70 miles already, with another 115 before 
us before we would be home. So I persuaded him, much 
against his first inclination, just to introduce me and then 
go and have a sleep. When the lecture was over and the 
lantern packed, our hostess went and called him, gave us 
a cup of tea, and on we went another 25 miles to 
Kooringabie, where a most hospitable farmer and his 
wife, with their eight children, one celebrating his 21st 
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birthday that day, entertained us to tea. So far I had 
thought I was the first missionary from Tanganyika to 
\isit this West Coast, but our host remembered the Rev. 
Ben Lousada when he was B.C.A. missioner here years 
ago, and then his returning after his service with us in 
Tanganyika to tell them all about it. My first location 
in Tanganyika in 1929 was to Kongwa, where Mr. 
Lousada was then stationed. It was interesting to hear 
of him out here in the back of beyond. After the 
lantern lecture in the Hall, we left at 9 p.m. for our 
93 mile drive back to Ceduna, on which we took turns' 
driving, and opened our hearts to one another in a rare 
fellowship. Though it was after midnight before we 
reached home, the night Sister had supper waiting! 

Next day Sister Dowling invited me to fly with her and 
Dr. Mackenzie on their weekly visit to Penong, Mr. 
Alan Chadwick piloting us. I gave a lantern lecture 
there that night, returned by car, and caught the 6.30 
a.m. rail car to Minnipa, about 120 miles, the next day, 
after a most inspiring few days at Ceduna. 

At Minnipa I was the guest of the B.C.A. missioner, 
the Rev. J. R. Greenwood, and his wife, and in the 
five days I had with them I got some small idea of their 
work in a parish of 41,000 square miles. On the Friday 
night I,gave a lantern lecture at Mt. Damper in a very 
fine hall, built by volunteer labour except for the actual 
wages of the masons. The men at Mt. Damper are 
justly proud of their hall, and I told them that is just 
how we build our churches in Bugufi—volunteer labour, 
with masons' wages on the District Church Council funds. 
The ladies gave us supper. 

On the Sunday our services were: 9 a.m., Yanince; 
11 a.m., Wudinna; 4 p.m., Pygery; and 7.30 p.m., 
Minnipa; all, but the first, lantern lectures after a 
shortened service. At Minnipa the electric light which 
'never fails on a Sunday evening", broke its excellent 
record. However, while I carried on the service with 
one pressure lamp, Mr. Greenwood went and borrowed 
a battery, so we were able to have the slides without 
any detriment. 

On the Monday we went to Wadikee Rocks, borrowed 
some sacks and tarpaulins from a farmer, blacked out the 
local school, and gave the children a lantern lecture. 
That night we had a very welhattended lantern lecture at 
Warramboo, and stayed the night at the Wudinna B.C.A. 
Hospital, where I met Sisters L. Pritchard, J. Coleman, 
M. SchuUe and A. Howlett, and Nurse D. Barry. Here, 
as at Ceduna, there is a Flying Doctor Service, Dr. R. 
Roxburgh piloting the plane himself. Mrs. Roxburgh is 
also a doctor. We lunched with them on the Sunday. 

On the Tuesday I gave lantern lectures at two schools, 
and at Wirulla that night in the hall, sleeping at a farm 
some six miles out after the meeting. The next day 
I gave a lantern lecture at a school in the morning, then 
said good-bye to Mr. Greenwood, and was picked up 
again by Mr. Connell, who had with him Sister Holle 
who had missed the pictures at Ceduna and came to see 
them at Smoky Bay. On our way I showed them to 
another school, and that evening we arrived at as quaint 
a little fishing village as ever I have seen, Smoky Bay. 
The village consists of little tin shacks on both sides 
of the "Esplanade", both the roadway and the floors 
of the shacks being of shells! Several cars stood about, 
none younger than 20 years, I should think. One family 
was camped in tents and a big motor caravan, and 
another in tents only, on the sand hills. There is a 
well-built jetty, with a crane, and just by it a large red 

galvanised iron building which looked like what in Tan-
ganyika we call a "go-down", a goods shed. This, Mr. 
Connell informed us, was the hall in which the lantern 
lecture was to be held! 

A Bush Hal! ready for the Service. 

The lecture was quite well attended and one of the 
fishermen and his wife invited us to supper afterwards. 
The rough exterior of the shacks quite belied the well-
kept interior. Although there was only a shell floor, 
our hostess was a woman of refinement and the supper 
was as daintily served as in a well-appointed town house. 

We set off on our 26 mile drive home at 10 p.m. This 
was my last night with B.C.A. Next day I was to 
leave Ceduna by air for Perth at midday. Not to be 
outdone by any of my jungle safari stories of break-
downs in Africa, B.C.A. staged as good a breakdown as 
ever I have had. While I adjusted the timing, Mr. 
Connell walked back to Smoky Bay and rang up the 
garage at Ceduna. When the mechanic arrived, he found 
he could do no more there and then, diagnosed it as 
probably a collapsed intake manifold, and decided to 
tow us home. After a mile or so his little car proved 
inadequate for the hills, so we just had to abandon the 
car on the side of the road and the mechanic took the 
three of us—Sister Holle, Mr. Connell and me—on to 
Ceduna. We arrived back at the hospital at 3 a.m. 

At breakfast, four hours later, as I told the story, I 
asked the Sisters if they knew what a "manifold" was. 
Sister Dowling replied that the only "manifold" she 
knew was "the manifold mercies." 

This article has been quite inadequate to describe the 
very real fellowship there was throughout the whole 
fortnight with missioners and their wives and the medical 
staffs, a fellowship which can only be described, in the 
words of one of the sisters, as "of the Lord". Few of 
B.C.A.'s many supporters have had the opportunity and 
the privilege I have had of seeing this work first hand. 
As an outsider, who through the fellowship enjoyed in 
this trip feel I have become an "insider", I commend 
the work of the B.C.A. to you as worthy of all support 
in prayer, in giving, and in service, and it may be that 
some clergyman, or doctor or sister or other worker, read-
ing this, will hear through it a call from God to "come 
over and help" them in the outback of Australia. 

file:///isit


March, 1949. 13 T H E REAL AUSTRALIAN 

THE PLACE OF PRAYER 
A Prayer for Use with Our Prayer List. 

O Lord God of our nation, W h o has commanded men to subdue and replenish the ear th : 
Look in Thy love upon all who in 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, Deaconesses, and 
Students. Cheer and comfort them in discouragement 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 . 

MORNING EVENING 
The Far West Missions The West Darling Mis-

at Penong, Ceduna, Min-
nipa and Cowell; the Mis-
sioned, Revs. D. Pugh, J. 
Greenwood and P. Connell. 

sions at Wilcannia and 
Menindee: the N.W. Mal-
lee; the Missioner, Rev. E. 
W. Fisher - Johnson and 
Deaconesses P. Spry and 
B. Clarke. 

M O N D A Y . 

MORNING EVENING 
The Cann River Mission, 

the Bonang Mission, the 
Streaky Bay Mission; the 
Missioners, Revs. G. Pear-
son, D. H. Wicking, and 
T. J. Hayman. 

The Denmark Settle-
ment, the Kirton Point 
Mission, the Missioner, 
Rev. C. N . Sherlock, 
For the Pharmacist, Miss 
E. M. Page. 

T U E S D A Y . 

MORNING EVENING 
For the Cann River Dis-

pensary, and S i s t e r 
Gwynne and W u d i n n a 
Hospital, and Sisters L. 
Pritchard, E. Hautot, M. 
Wells, Nurse Barry and 
Staff. 

For Sisters Dowling, 
Fisher, Miller, Hitchcock, 
Holle, L. Loane, Tierney, 
R. Portch, Miss Stokes and 
Miss Dee. 

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

W E D N E S D A Y . 

MORNING EVENING 
For the children in the 

Mungindi, Wilcannia and 
Port Lincoln Hostels, and 
for the workers, the Misses 
Cheers, M. Farr, I. Beck 
and H. Baylis. 

For the Flying Medical 
Services, Mr. Chadwick, 
and Doctor F. Gibson, Dr. 
R. Roxburgh. 

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

T H U R S D A Y . 
MORNING EVENING 

For the Mail Bag Sun-
day School with its Gospel 
messages for the children. 
For the Director, Miss R. 
Campbell, 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 relationship with his 
fellow-workers. 

F R I D A Y . 
MORNING EVENING 

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. 

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 . 
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 Austra-
lian Secretaries. 

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. 

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 T h a n k s — 

F o r t h e r ich bless ing a n d w o n d e r f u l g r o w t h of t h e Socie ty ' s work . 
F o r all t h e k i n d l y g ivers w h o h a v e h e l p e d with t he i r se l f -denia ls . 
F o r t h e F l y i n g M e d i c a l Serv ices . 
F o r t h e j o y of service. 
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Rev. C. Sherlock 

Part of the routine of the Missioner of the Denmark 
Mission is a monthly visit to the western end of the 
Mission where the tiny "township11 of Walpole (a general 
store, garage, tea rooms and Post Office) form a com 
venient centre from which to visit the six separate settle' 
ments which are within a radius of 20 miles. This is 
an account of one such visit, typical of those which 
occur each month. At Walpole, tucked away in a 
cleared area of bush, on a site which in many years to 
come will be the centre of the town, but which is at 
present just virgin bushland, stands the "Mission House", 
an ordinary Group Settlers1 house, which is the residence 
of the Missioner and his family during their monthly 
visits. Two rooms have been made into one to form 
a Chapel, whilst the remaining three rooms plus bath-
room are for living purposes. 

The "week-end" of which this is an account, really 
began on a Tuesday night when the Missioner's wife 
began the assembling and packing of necessities for 
children, husband and self for the period of the visit. 
Wednesday morning found us up bright and early, and 
whilst I checked the car my wife continued the assembly 
of things between moments (and some are really 
MOMENTS) of feeding, clothing and watching our two 
young scamps. With as many articles as were available 
packed in the car I set out for the Denmark school at 
8.50 a.m. leaving my wife to complete last minute jobs. 
At the Denmark school children are brought in from as 
far out as 33 miles by school bus so that the total enrol' 
ment has now grown to 248. These receive religious in' 
struction each week, when on Wednesday mornings 1 
have them in three groups, half an hour being spent with 
each group. Their weekly instruction completed I re' 
turned to the Rectory and found the remainder of our 
packages assembled on the back verandah for stowing into 
the car. Bedding, food and similar items as well as the 
portable organ, hymn books, and Communion vessels all 
have to be thought of, as well as "tit bits11 for the 
children during the journey. The packing completed 
there followed our early lunch so that by 11.30 we were 
on our way. 

The first eight miles.of the journey brings you through 
lovely bushland, tall, stately trees on either side of the 
roads with the cleared areas of farms popping up here 
and there. Away on the left glimpses can be caught 
from the crest of rises of the picturesque Wilson's Inlet, 
and a little further on of the ocean itself. Another four 
miles or so and we turn off the road for a visit to a 
farm where the owner, confined to bed through an ill' 
ness of long standing nature, appreciates the opportunity 
of receiving Holy Communion. Expecting our visit p r e 
parations have been made, sq> that soon we draw close 
to our Lord through both "prayer and Sacrament and 
commit to His care the needs which beset us. Time for 
a short yarn with the family after the Service and then 
with a promise to call again soon we take to the track 
once more. 

Here we turn right from the main road to go through 
one of the settlement areas and the scenery again changes 
as on either side we note with a degree of awe the ini' 
mensity of the tingle trees which provided such obstacles 
for settlers in earlier days and are still a problem in these 

days when they fall across made pastures. Abandoned 
farms are passed as one follows the winding road, tang-
ible proof of the difficulties associated with settling in 
these thickly timbered parts, and silent witnesses to the 
disappointments suffered by those who, after labouring 
hard against peculiar difficulties, eventually gave up. In 
other parts of this Mission it is blocks like these that are 
now being reclaimed for soldier settlements . . . . but that 
is a story for another day. Near to the centre of this 
settlement area is a school and as the time is 2.30 p.m. 
I leave my wife and family at a homestead about a mile 
from the school and push on to catch the children before 
they leave for home. On arrival I find the 12 children 
and their teacher awaiting me as the car had of course 
been recognised by those nearest the windows! The 
lessons provided by the B.C.A. Mail Bag Sunday School 
are the basis of my address whilst all of us join in the 
Creed, prayers, hymns and choruses. These schools which 
I visit only monthly have an hour's instruction each visit 
and though on this occasion it meant keeping the child-
ren 15 minutes after school closing time, no one seemed 
to mind. Having witnessed the departure of the children 
by horse, bicycle and foot I linger to chat with the 
teacher for some 10 minutes and then retrace my steps 
to the farm which my wife iwas visiting, to find 
afternoon tea awaiting me. Evening milking time was 
almost due so that the farmer was in from his pad-
docks to join us and over the cup of tea we discussed 
the news of the month and the service on the following 
Sunday. The lengthening of shadows reminded us that 
we must push on so it is a case of "all aboard again" and 
off we go. 

THE VALLEY OF THE GIANTS. 
The school is passed again and then we turn 

left on the road that leads through the "Valley of the 
Giants", outstanding reserve of timber in the S.W. por 
tion of the State. Huge trees tower overhead whilst 
their girth has to be seen to be believed. One tree 
which has been partially burnt through at the base now 
has a hole in it large enough to back an ordinary car 
into, so that some idea may be formed of its immensity. 
Lovely Karri wattle undergrowth flourishes through the 
forest and the sunlight plays unbelievable tricks with 
shadows and tints as it struggles to shine through. The 
most exquisite of wild flowers grow in choice abund-
ance whilst ferns are on every side. With startling sud-
denness the end of the Valley is reached and we pass 
into country covered by short stunted timber again. A 
little further and the main road is' reached and 
we turn right to continue our westward journey. A 
few more miles and in the distance the coast hill can 
be seen denoting the fact that the little town of Norna-
lup is coming up on the horizon. Only boasting of a 
post office and a store, it is, nevertheless, the centre of a 
very beautiful district and a favourite spot for tourists. 
The resident population is small, the number of families 
just about reaching double figures, but still a very keen 
centre. There is no time to stop so with a wave to a 
family who "spot" us we pass through and soon are 
crossing the beautiful Frankland River near to its mouth. 
The Nornalup Inlet now appears on the left and for the 
next three miles the view has to be seen to be appreci-
ated. The setting sun lights up the distant hills tinging 
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them with a ruddy glow, whilst the still water of the Inlet . 
reflects some of the grandeur of the stately timber that 
graces its shores. Once more the scenery gradually 
changes and the last few miles of our journey brings us 
back to the more stunted type of timber. A final turn 
in the road and the little township of Walpole lies 
ahead, but the road to our Mission House is reached 
before the town is entered so into the track we turn and 
then a few hundred yards up we spot our little home 
for the next few days, nestling amongst the bush which 
surrounds it on every side. 

INTEREST IS KEEN. 
The morning comes all too soon heralded by our young 

son's voice "Want to get up11 and so the day begins. A 
multiplicity of tasks is concluded by 8.30 a.m. so that I 
can leave for the school at the first of the settlements. 
Again the numbers attending are only small, about 15, 
but interest is keen. The teaching of a new hymn or 
chorus each alternate month is sometimes a bit of a 
struggle but gradually our range is improving. Play 
time follows my lesson and this permits of the teacher 
and myself partaking of morning tea together which he 
has kindly instituted as a regular practice. These times 
of fellowship with those whose vocation leads them to 
lonely and often inconvenient places, is I feel, a real part 
of our Ministry, and often opens the way to deeper 
things. With the time at 10.30 a.m. I say farewell and 
set off for a further six miles to the second school, 
where there is just time for the lesson hour to be taken 
before the luncheon break comes at 12 noon. I return 
to the Mission House, collecting our milk from the local 
farmer who supplies the "town dwellers" en route, to 
find lunch awaiting me. That afternoon we go visiting 
together to find that by watching the clock we can fit 
in calls to three of the farms in the district. At each 
home one has the injunction "that next time you come 
please stay awhile" in some form or other and one only 
regrets that circumstances do not permit the spending of 
the time that is really required for a fully effective minis' 
try to be built up. With a call to each home at some' 
thing like regular intervals to be planned however, the 
present staff position does not permit of visits of longer 
duration. 

Friday morning again finds another early departure, this 
time a cut lunch prepared by my wife accompanying me. 
My port of call is the third and most distant of the three 
schools of this group and here there are only nine child' 
ren to be taught. Similar lesson procedure is followed 
and I fit in one visit also before pulling to a quiet spot 
on the road for my lunch. That afternoon I visit each 
of the four other homes in this centre (there are only 
five families in all plus one R.C. family), whilst my wife 
spends the afternoon in the township of Walpole, meet' 
ing some of those who have come in to shop or for mail. 
We unite again at tea time at the Mission House and 
then follows the final preparation of the Chapel for 
Evensong, which is held at 8 o'clock. About 25 assemble 
for the service which is followed by supper in the room 
adjoining. The womenfolk of each of the families at' 
tending bring something to contribute to the supper and 
a pleasant hour or so is spent round the fire till the clock 
indicates that it is time to go home, and the visitors de' 
parted, we ourselves retire for the night. Saturday morn' 
ing is spent in collecting wood for the Sunday and some 
to leave in readiness for the next month's visit, necessary 
shopping at the local store and visits to two of the 
homes in the town itself. Saturday afternoon we set off 
to a service in one of the schools, where though the 
attendance is only 11, all but one of the families is 
represented. 

SUNDAY. 

Home again by dark and then final preparations for 
the Sunday. On this particular Sunday of the month 
our lay workers conduct the Sunday School at Denmark 
without our assistance and our Lay Reader takes Even' 
song there, so that we are completely free for services 
at this end of the Mission. The day commences with a 
celebration of Holy Communion at Nornalup where in 
the home of one of our people a room has been fitted 
out and prepared in most orderly fashion for the rever' 
ent conduct of the Service. Again numbers are not 
large, usually 10 or 12, but the singing of the three 
hymns is keen and hearty and the interest intense all 
through. As in the quietness of the morning hour, with 
the soft sighing of the trees in the breese just audible, 
one ministers the Sacrament of Holy Communion to 
these devout people who come so regularly month by 
month, one does indeed leel the privilege oi Deing called 
to the service of our Lord. After the service there is just 
time for a few words of greeting, and then with every-
thing packed into the car again the return trip is made 
to the Mission House where Holy Communion is cele-
brated at 11.30 a.m. The numbers are not as large as 
those attending Evensong, yet this service provides an 
opportunity for the administration of the Sacrament and 
also an alternative time of service for any who could not 
attend in the evening. 

Lunch follows and then the initial stages of the 
packing up. This work is left however at 1.30 p.m. 
when we set off to another centre 10 miles away where 
service is held at 2.30 p.m. We pick up half our con-
gregation en route and of course bring them home 
again on the return trip. It is amazing how a car made 
to seat six can so often accommodate a number up to 12 
without too many complaints Numbers at this service 
last year averaged 15 which would represent roughly 
some 60 per cent, of the possible attendance so that 
interest again is fairly good. We return to the Mission 
House by 5 p.m. and then follows a hasty tea and final 
packing of the car for the homeward trip. How often 
do we ask ourselves "Did you put X in?" By 6.30 p.m. 
we are ready to leave and with the children in their 
night attire settled between us we set off for the final 
service of the day which is at the centre which we 
visited on the Wednesday on our way up. Here 18 folk 
assemble and the school is turned into a Church. Port-
able fittings stored with one of the families help to 
make the transformation a little more real and the school 
piano is used instead of the portable organ. By 9.45 p.m. 
we are saying our final farewells and turn the car in 
the direction of home. One final call en route at a road-
side home where a welcome cup ©f tea is always waiting 
and a friendly welcome extended and another "week-end" 
comes to a close as the miles slip by on the road to the 
Rectory at Denmark. 

N.S.W. LISTENERS! 
tune in to 

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

Now on 
FRIDAYS A T 11.15 A.M. 
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^Jdolldaud 
SISTER E. THOMAS 

Several months ago, holidays being the order of the 
day, I left Cook one Saturday afternoon per the west' 
bound express, and by lunch'time on the Monday 
found myself in Perth, a city quite new to me. Met by 
a friend, I was taken to the home of other friends' with 
whom I was to stay, where I was made welcome and felt 
quite at home in a very short time. Next day I set off 
to find my way around. What a pretty place jt is with 
the River Swan winding through the city and suburbs, 
the beautiful gardens and parks, trees and greenery 
everywhere. How all this was appreciated by one who 
had just come from the bare and barren Nullarbor 
Piain, where so little of anything grows. 

Having spent a few days in Perth, I set off on the 
Albany express one night to spend part of my holiday 
with Rev. C. and Mrs. Sherlock at Denmark. What a 
welcome awaited me there! And how I did enjov roam-
ing a ound the winding roads, up hill and down dale 
The timber and the flowers growing wild were a real 
tonic. I was privileged to visit several out-stations with 
Mr. Sherlock, and at his request spoke several times to 
folk gathered for worship in these very small places, 
telling them something of the work which we endeavour 
to do out here. 

Also one morning I visited the Denmark School with 
Mr. Sherlock and during the time allowed for Religious 
Instruction I spoke briefly to three groups of children, 
about fifty being in each group. It was good to enjoy 
the fellowship of this home and one felt greatly re-
freshed and encouraged by the way the Lord is using 
His servants in that remote corner of this great land 
far removed from any other B.C.A. centre. The Lord's 
presence was and always is very real, I think, in small 
gatherings. 

Sister Thomas with some of her Patients. 

The travelling in that district is a tremendous task, 
but every effort is so worth while when it means that 
those isolated folk hear the Good News. 

Returning to Perth, I found myself telling several 
groups of people about the work of B.C.A., including a 
group of Endeavourers, a Ladies' Guild, and a radio 
audience. In due course it was time for me to return 
to Cook and to that which awaited me. It was good to 
be back again and I look forward to another term of 
service, trusting in the Lord Jesus to supply my every 
need. 

Victorian i/oted 
We regret that these notes were too late for the 

December issue of the "Real Australian". 
The Victorian Annual Rally and Tea held in the 

Chapter House, St. Paul's Cathedral, on 31st August, 
was again a great success. Over 220 friends of B.C.A. 
sat down to an excellent meal at 6 o'clock and much 
credit is due to our caterers, Mr. and Mrs. Page, of 
Bentleigh, and our wonderful band of helpers for so 
happy and successful a gathering in spite of the 
difficulties of accommodation and catering for so large 
a number. 

In the absence of the Archbishop overseas and 
the Bishop of Geelong, who had a confirmation that 
evening, our good friend Bishop Baker took the Chair 
for the evening Rally. After the opening prayers 
offered by the Rev. R. M. Hudson, and the Scripture 
reading taken by the Rev. W. I. Fleming, the Chair' 
man of the Victorian Committee, the Rev. Canon L. 
L. Wenzel, welcomed the visiting speakers, this year 
the Organising Missioner, the Rev. T. E. Jones and 
the B.C.A. Missioner from Beech Forest, the Rev. T. 
Pickburn. Before calling on the O.M. to speak Bishop 

Baker himself gave a splendid address on the importance 
of the Australian Bush and Outback and our Society's 
work there. The O.M. followed with a clear and 
detailed picture of the latest developments in the work 
on the field and a strong appeal not only for continued 
but even greater support so that the insistent calls to 
take up new work may be considered. 

The closing address was by the Rev. T. Pickburn, 
who held the large gathering enthralled with his quiet 
recital of "the trivial round and common tasks" of 
the B.C.A. Missioner at Beech Forest in the Otway 
Ranges. Flardly anyone could have listened to Mr. 
Pickburn without saying, "This surely is practical Chris-
tianity and a ministry that must be maintained at all 
costs." 

The Rally appeal, together with the offering on the 
night of the Rally, amounted to £170. This, we regret to 
say, is well below the previous year, when the° Rally 
appeal resulted in £225. However, we are grateful 
to our band of stalwart supporters for all their devoted 
service and gifts. We include in this expression of 
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our warmest thanks that large body of members and 
friends throughout the State, the- four gallant little 
Women's Auxiliaries (Central Women's Auxiliary, St. 
Thomas', Essendon, St. John's, Heidelberg, and Christ 
Church,. South Yarra, Auxiliaries) who have worked 
so faithfully throughout the year, our Victorian Com-
mitteemen who have so generously and consistently given 
of their time and talents in the interests of the Society's 
work, and last but not least our ofhce assistant, Miss 
Jean Baldwin, whose devotion to duty is so notable. To 
these and all others who have helped us by their prayers, 
their gifts, or their service, we thank God and say, 
in His Name, "Thank you." With the Apostle Paul, 
who under very similar circumstances, wrote to the 
Christians' at Corinth (see a Cor. 9, 12:15) we would 
say, "For the service you have rendered not only helps 
to relieve the wants of God's people, but it . . . 
awakens a chorus of thanksgiving to God. For by the 
practical proof which you exhibit in this service, you 
cause God to be extolled . . .".. Weymouth. 

We record our warm and sincere thanks to Mrs. 
L. L. Morris for her help during the past year. On 
several occasions Mrs. Morris stepped into the breach 
and addressed meetings during ;the absence of the Rev. 
L. G. Ball when doing deputation work in the country. 

Thanks, too, to the many friends who keep us 
supplied with reading matter for distribution by our 
Missioners among the people in the Bush and Outback. 

Deputations.—The Victorian Secretary has had a 
most strenuous year of deputation work, having, since 
January 1948, spoken to no less than 80 branches of 
the Mothers' Union, or C.E.M.S., or G.F.S. in the 
Melbourne diocese and preached in 122 Churches. For 
all the co-operation which this represents from the 
clergy and office-bearers of various' organisations we are 
most grateful. 

No less than 430 New box holders have been enlisted 
for the year 1948, for which we thank God and take 
courage. 

^Jtwau filil&Aion i/oted 
Rev. T . PICKBURN. 

The past year has been one of encouraging progress in 
many ways, while at the same time showing more plainly 
than ever the urgent needs with which we are confronted. 
As time goes on it becomes more obvious that two mobile 
priests are necessary to cope with the amount of work 
that has to be done in this large tract of country, to 
-answer all its challenges and to seise all its opportunities. 
At present the missioner in charge of this district ieeh 
like a Jack of all trades and master of none! The day 
when an assistant priest can be appointed will be a great 
day for the Church down here, and the work will really 
begin to go ahead. It is a tragedy indeed that the labour-
ers should be so few in this day of opnortunity for God. 

Our second pressing need in the mission is for church 
buildings. The only Anglican church is at Beech Forest, 
and this building is most inadequate for what is required 
of it to-day. Built about forty years ago, it has suffered 
much in the severe climate. Just over two years ago it 
was shifted bodily to its present site alongside the 
vicarage where it is in a more sheltered position. Un-
fortunately, the vestry could not be re-attached to the 
building, as it had deteriorated to such an extent as to 
render it unfjt for any further service. The vicarage 
now takes the place of a vestry and is the meeting place 
for all parish organisations. We have a large Sunday 
School with fifty children on the roll, an average of forty 
attending each week. Many of the children are brought 
in by cars from distances up to six miles away. The co-
operation of parents in providing transport for the chil-
dren is very greatly appreciated, and the children appear 
to enjoy their weekly outing at Sunday School, judging 
by the good attendance and happy atmosphere. The 
numbers of children, however, have presented us with a 
big problem. One class is held in the Church, and two 
others in the Vicarage. The kitchen and sitting room 
present a crowded sight on Sundays—the verandah can 
only be used in warm weather (which is confined to a 
very short period each year). The need for a new 

church is thus a pressing one here in Beech Forest. 
There are occasions, too, when the present building 
cannot hold the numbers attending—for instance, on last 
Ansae Day, 95 people crowded into a building made 
to seat 60 at the very most! The congregation is be-
coming increasingly aware of the need, and intends to 
work for a new church building which will be able to 
fulfil all requirements and provide inspiring surroundings 
for all church organisation. The present church building 
will be used as a parish hall. The congregation is looking 
many years ahead in this project, and much hard work 
and giving confront them as church-people—the goal, 
however, is a worthy one, and deserving of great efforts. 

Carlisle River churchpeople are still working for their 
new church fund, although the day of building seems as 
far away as ever. A permit to build has been applied 
for and, if granted, should raise fresh hope in all hearts. 

To meet the needs of the growing boys at Beech 
Forest a Scout Troop has been formed, and makes extra 
demands on the missioner's time and ingenuity! The 
Movement is a good one, however, and worth the time 
and effort put into it—the boys are keen and the interest 
and co-operation of parents is much appreciated. If 
the lads who have joined up can be led to fuller and 
more loyal membership of the church and to better 
citizenship, then the missioner will never begrudge the 
effort demanded of him in this respect. At present the 
greatest penalty being paid is the wearing of shorts 
in a climate which is certainly not ideally suited to such' 
wear! 

The missioner and his wife look forward to another 
year of service in the large B.C.A. family, and to further 
progress in the work of God in this district. We 
would like to express on our own behalf and that of all 
churchpeople throughout the mission our sincere thanks 
for the continued help given by the Society, and we 
pray that God will ever richly bless all the future 
endeavours of B.C.A. in His work. 
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. "Australia for Christ" 

WHAT THE CHURCH IS DOING 
in 

THE OUTBACK 
through the 

BUSH CHURCH AID SOCIETY 
PASTORAL... 

• Maintains 14 OUTBACK CLERGY and 2 DEACONESSES 
Situated at Ceduna, Penong, Minnipa, Streaky Bay, Cowed, 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 Falls. 

• Maintains THE MAILBAG SUNDAY SCHOOL 
Teaching Outback Children. 

MEDICAL... 
• Maintains 4 fully equipped HOSPITALS 

1 Medical Hostel, 1 Medical Dispensary, 2 Medical Aeroplanes, 2 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. 
EDGAR BRAGG & SONS PTY. LIMITED, PRINTERS, 4 BARKER STREET, SYDNEY 


