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We cannot think of the Christmas Season 
without thinking of gifts; even the most careful 
are tempted to loosen their purse strings and 
freely give. There is, however, an art in know-
ing how to give well. 

First of all, all Christians, adults and children 
alike, will miss the spirit of Christmas if they 
only think of the things they hope to receive. 
All must be prepared to GIVE something. God 
set us an example in the perfect gift of His 
Son on that first Christmas Day. If we are un-
willing to follow that great example, then, 
surely, Christmas can have no meaning for us. 

We find the finest example of the art of giv-
ing in the pages of the New Testament. It 
is in the Gospel according to St. Mark, 
Chapter 12, verses 41-42. 

These are the words: "And Jesus sat over 
against the treasury, and beheld how the 
people cast money into the treasury; and many 
that were rich cast in much. And there came a 
certain poor widow, and she threw in two mites, 
which maketh a farthing". Not very much, 
was it? Two little mites which together amount 
to a coin so small that we in Australia don't 
bother to use them. Why! you perhaps tell 
yourself, you could do better than that: but 
just wait a moment. We are also told that 
those same two mites, small though they be, 
constituted her whole living. They were all 
she had. Now could you do better than that? 

Would you do as much in order to keep the 
spirit of love alive in the world? The woman's 
gift was not seen, but by Jesus, and He was 
pleased. God prefers the gifts given in secret 
and I am sure that they are much more lovely 
than those given in a blaze of publicity. Yes, 
there is an art in giving. 

What then, is to be your gift and mine to-
wards God this coming Christmas-tide? Do you 
remember what David said? "Neither will I 
offer burnt offerings unto the Lord my God of 
that which cost me nothing." Let me suggest 
two gifts that you can offer. The first and most 
important is the very best of your life. Not a 
religious life only at the end of your days, but 
an open witness for Christ all your days. The 
second that I suggest to you is a daily doing 
of Christian acts of generosity and sympathy 
for His sake. 

I do not suggest that you should give because 
one day you will be rewarded in Heaven. That 
would be a very poor reason to do anything. 
But it is worth bearing in mind that He Who 
sees all things does keep record of deeds as 
simple and lowly as the widow's giving of her 
mites, though they pass out of the mind and 
memory of man. They are full of beauty and 
loveliness, and as such are far. too precious to 
be lost for ever. One day they will give you a 
second joy when you find them written in the 
Book of Life. I hope that the doing of them 
will give you joy now. 
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d5oaaed in the West L^oast 
Rev. G. Fuhrmeister. 

When coming to the "West Coast" we were 
told it was hot and dry, but this winter has 
reminded me of the reputed Melbourne 
weather, for we've had the average yearly 
rainfall in three months in many places. 

Over the last few weeks, "St. Columba" has 
been severly tested and rather badly shaken 
about — not to mention its driver! The last 
long trip down the south-east corner of the 
mission was somewhat eventful. On Sunday 
the roads were not too bad, although in some 
places the water was rather deep, and in one 
place there was a long trench nearly two feet 
deep where a semi-trailer carrying twenty tons 
had gone too close to the edge of the road and 
had had to be hauled out by another truck and 
tractor. That night rain set in again and at 4 
a.m. the owner of the house where I was 
camped was awakened by a railway breakdown 
gang seeking the loan of a tractor to move some 
rail trucks that had toppled over. It took 
several days to repair the lines because of the 
incessant rain. 

In the morning when I set off to go twenty 
miles further down the line I wasn't sure 
whether I was being faithful or foolish in at-
tempting to get through. For most of the trip 
a truck driver and I kept together, and al-
though in places the water was up to the 
running board and there were some sticky 
patches, we were only stopped once. During 
that afternoon I gave Religious Instruction at a 
school and visited homes around the town, and 
in the evening was delighted when twenty-five 
came along to the service — some along tracks 
almost impassable. 

On the way back to Minnipa I learned that 
the Lutheran pastor had been hauled out of a 
bog by a tractor and the Methodist missioner, 
after an adventurous trip, had finished up the 
day with a broken axle. 

The next evening I had a wedding fifty miles 
from Minnipa, so because of the state of the 
roads and a visit I was to make on the way, I 
left home early in the afternoon. We arrived 
in good time but the organist wasn't able to 
get there because of a breakdown and things 
were in a scurry for a while. However, all went 

off well, and we turned for home at 11 p.m. 
in a steady rain. At 12.45 a.m. we met the 
service bus from Adelaide three hours behind 
time and it still had fifty miles to go. 

Everybody rejoiced when we had a week of 
fine weather, and I decided to make a short 
trip out to a couple of the stations. I left on 
the Sunday morning in bright sunshine. The 
first homestead was seventy miles away and 
en route I met the Starky Brothers, who last 
year shot eighteen hundred kangaroos in a 
month, and are out to break their record this 
year. At forty-nine miles out, I called on the 
musterers at the wool shed and finally arrived 
at the homestead just in time for dinner. The 
Manager of the station was not home, as he 
had gone out to look for the mail bus, which 
had broken down. In the afternoon a service 
was held and two bonny boys and a baby were 
baptised. On the way to the next station, I 
called into the wool shed and as the shearers 
were there I stayed on for tea, and later had a 
lantern service in the dining room. It was in-
teresting to learn that several there had been 
contacted last year. The cook was a capable 
piano-accordeonist and had a nice tenor voice, 
so the singing was good. 

Early the following day it started to rain and 
continued throughout the morning. After 
lunch I started for another home, but only 
got halfway when I ran into trouble, and before 
long was stuck fast in a bog which seemingly 
had no bottom, and the van rested down on 
the axle. As the rain continued, I began to 
realise I was in the middle of a soakage with 
the water slowly rising around the bus; so 
being unable to get it out under my own steam, 
I jacked the back up and set off to walk the 
four miles to get help. On nearing the home I 
discovered the manager, who had been coming 
out to find me, trying to get out of a bog him-
self, and, unfortunately for both of us, his 
tractor was out of order. The next day we 
managed to get his car out and collect some of 
my goods from St. Columba. On the third day 
the sun shone through the clouds and we yoked 
up three horses to a waggon and paid another 
visit to St. Columba, but our efforts were fruit-
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less, and we only ended up in nearly bogging 
the horses as well. However, on the fourth day 
the owner of another station sent across one of 
his men with winch and jeep to give us a hand; 
nevertheless it took three of us from morning 
till night to get St. Columba on to solid ground, 
having worked in mud and slush up to the 
knees and carted nearly half a ton of logs to 
make a platform. I had carried a tow rope and 
skid chains around for so long and often won-
dered why I did, but that day convinced me as 
to their value. 

Friday morning promised to be fine, so pre-
parations were made to return to Minnipa — 
but by 10 a.m. clouds began to roll over and it 
looked as though it might be difficult to get 
through if I didn't go right away. However, I 
felt I should not make haste and stayed for an 
early dinner, leaving just after midday. Shortly 
after, sharp showers made the track very 
slippery and one had to proceed with much 
caution and keep looking to the Lord for 
wisdom as to the way to take. When rounding 
a clump of trees fifteen miles out, I was hailed 
by two men sheltering there and told of an 
impassable creek ahead, and that their car was 
stuck in a deep hole. They had begun walking 
the twenty miles to the station where they were 
shearing. We didn't take long, however, to get 
the tow rope attached and St. Columba soon 
had their car back on "terra firma". Together 
we worked our way back to Minnipa, having 
to make a bridge across a washaway, and 
eventually arrived just before dark, but my 
new friends had still thirty-five miles to go 
along the Highway. In speaking of the High-
way, I hasten to assure you it is not bitu-
menised, for what with long and deep stretches 
of water, 'pot holes', bogs and deceiving side 
tracks caused by the rains over the last two 
months, it has become a nightmare to travel 
along. Only this week St. Columba spent a 
night in the middle of the highway with water 
up to the running board in a hole worn out by 
others, who had been deceived like myself. 
Two trucks, a car and eight men worked until 
late at night trying to pull it out, but we had 
to leave it and come back next morning with 
a jack, etc. to work the oracle. (One man with 
his tractor pulled forty-one vehicles out of bogs 
near his home in three days!) 

I have often been reminded of St. Paul's 
reference to his trials in his journeyings to 
make known the Gospel and have taken fresh 

courage knowing that ours is but a light afflic-
tion, and as the pioneers of the district say, they 
can't remember weather like this before. How-
ever, do pray that we may be given grace to 
react aright to every circumstance, and that 
each occasion may be used to the glory of God 
in blessing to others and ourselves. 

How It's Done 
RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION IN THE BUSH. 

THE MISSIONER GIVES THE LESSON, AIDED BY 
A FLANNELGRAPH. 

THEN ONE OF THE BOYS GIVES HIS VERSION 
OF THE STORY. 
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^Al ll/iidAion Within a IV/iddion Rev. T. Hayman. 

Why an area where the people are scattered 
and unable to support a minister should be 
called a "mission" district, I have yet to find 
out. The word naturally means being "sent". 
Perhaps it takes more sending to persuade men 
to take the Gospel to such areas! The lack of 
urgently needed workers, male and female, 
makes one think it may be so! 

Whether or no, it was certainly very good 
of Mr. H. A. Brown to consent to spend six 
weeks of his precious time in taking missions 
throughout some of our B.C.A. centres in South 
Australia. Mr. Brown is the S.A. Director of 
the Children's Special Service Mission, the 
Scripture Union and the Crusaders, inter-
denominational organisations among the youth. 
Mr. Brown is well known in the Eastern States 
as a powerful speaker who has attracted large 
crowds. By his coming to us, he enforces our 
contention that it is not only the crowded 
cities, but also far off scattered places which 
need the Gospel and the very best of Spiritual 
food. 

Minnipa district, Cook, Tarcoola, Ceduna 
including Penong, Streaky Bay and Kirton 
Point were all visited by Mr. Brown. Long 
and tiring "Birdseye" bus, St. Columba and 
St. Brigid vans, the medical 'plane, the Trans-
Australian railway, the lovely Streaky Bay 
car, the Royal Mail to Port Lincoln and the 
motor-ship "Minnipa" provided a variety of 
travel! Who said the Christian life was dull? 

It would be impossible to assess all the good 
that has been done, nor number those who 
have accepted the Saviour. 

Seven children from "down" the line were 
able to join those at Cook. Five of these came 
304 miles from Rawlinna! Keen interest was 
shown throughout. Who would not be inter-
ested in a man who could make Bible stories 
live, interspersed with good humour. At least 
two of the children made a decision to believe 
in the Lord Jesus Christ. The meetings among 
the adults were also followed with interest. 

When Mr. Brown moved on to Tarcoola, he 
hoped it would be "far cooler"! 

Doctor's day was a particularly busy one at 
Tarcoola at the close of the mission there. The 
medical 'plane arrived back at Ceduna with 
fifteen minutes to spare before the first evening 
service. It was a wild windy night, FAR 
cooler all right! 

The Methodist are a much more numerous 
denomination than ours at Ceduna. Their work 
includes four other near-by centres and an-
other circuit at Penong. Beyond that for the 
remaining 650 miles, we have no co-workers of 
any denomination. 

The Great Australian Bight retained its fame 
one night. We were going to Smoky Bay, when 
one of the folk rang to say that the "goods 
shed" where the services have been held would 
be too noisy with the roaring waves just out-
side. The tide was so high, we were told, that 
if they went, they might be cut off. What were 
we to do? A later phone call invited us to a 
farm inland a wee bit. There were only three 
families there that night, yet who can tell the 
good done in that homely little service. 

One night, after a country service, Mr. 
Brown and I camped in the old ruins of an 
hotel. The only remaining room intact is the 
"Temperance Bar"! There had always been a 
bed in this room. I brought a stretcher and 
bedding. To my dismay, this bed was gone. I 
then went to a nearby house and borrowed a 
bed. The next day, the returning of the bed 
and the subsequent cup of tea which followed 
the visit to the school, made us a little late for 
our return to lunch at Penong hospital. Near 
Penong school we saw a snake rapidly making 
its way towards the school. There was no stick 
handy and stones did not seem to deter it. 
Mr. Brown persisted in throwing stones while 
I dived into the back of the van for a stick. 
We managed to clamp down on the tail of the 
snake before it would have disappeared be-
neath the school. Obligingly the snake came 
out again and was killed. This seemed an 
excuse for being late. But our "thunder" was 
stolen when we returned to the hospital to find 
that the Sisters had just killed a snake there! 
After chopping its head off, one sister said, 
"Shall I kill it any more?" 

The last service in Ceduna was a memorable 
one. It was held in the local hall with over 
110 people there. Mr. Brown sensed the move-
ment of the Holy Spirit and asked for a public 
witness on the part of any who had never wit-
nessed thus to their faith before. Then a 
number stayed behind to an after meeting, 
which was arranged spontaneously. We pray 
that those who stood to acknowledge their Lord 
may go on to know Him more day by day. 



December, 1951. THE REAL AUSTRALIAN 

•^Jimboon 
Rev. E. Beavan. 

Since I wrote my last article we have spent 
our fourth winter at Timboon, a winter as re-
markable for its climatic vagaries as the 
summer was. It was bleak and we even had 
snow, at least enough to say that it has fallen 
here for the first time on record, the result 
being that it has seemed a very long time from 
the over-heating of last summer to the mild 
warmth of the present spring. 

In consequence of the wet and cold there has 
been a great deal of minor sickness which de-
pleted Church congregations and the Sunday 
School attendances, and indeed on three occa-
sions caused the cancellation of services at 
some out-centres. However, in spite of rain, 
snow, hail and roads which normally were 
little better than quagmires and several times 
became impassable owing to flood waters and 
wash-aways, we have been able to carry on in 
accordance with the routine programme more 
successfully than at times appeared possible. 
It was most heartening to see how many people 
did turn out regularly and travelled long dis-
tances to attend public worship. We are so apt 
to notice those who are not there, forgetting 
those others who are so loyal that it is good 
to remember it now and then, and to confirm 
that remembrance by writing it down. 

During the autumn and early winter months 
I had prepared seven Confirmation candidates, 
which necessitated the Lessons being given at 
four different places to three groups of two and 
one solitary candidate at another place. The 
difficulties this creates need no emphasis — 
readers of the R.A. have doubtless heard them 
often enough — but after hearing an address 
by the Vicar of a large town Parish at a recent 
Deanery Meeting on the preparation of candi-
dates when he came out most strongly on the 
need of seeing each candidate in his or her 
home I did realise as never before what a 
privilege it is to have no classes outside the 
home, and to have only one, two or at the most 
three earnest seekers after truth and know-
ledge to cope with on each evening. Finally 
on the last fine Sunday for three months the 
Bishop came down from Ballarat. In the morn-
ing we held a service at the Cooriemungle 
Prison Farm, which the Bishop had not visited 
for many years. It was in every way a good 
service, and the Bishop was most impressed 

by the developments which have taken place 
there since its founding in 1938. In the after-
noon the Confirmation was held here at St. 
Jude's Church. A very representative congre-
gation gathered from all parts of the Parish, 
except Peterborough. 

We went down to Peterborough in the even-
ing to hold a Lantern Service in the Hotel 
Lounge, I had promised them an Episcopal 
visit if they could muster at least a dozen 
people, but was most surprised and pleased 
when more than twice that number arrived to 
take part. After Evening Prayer they all lis-
tened in comfort to the Bishop as he described 
his visit in 1948 to the Lambeth Conference 
and the growth of the Church in Victoria 
illustrated by his own collection of Lantern 
Slides. 

Since then things have gone on normally, but 
now we are busily engaged in preparing for 
the Christmas festivities including a Children's 
Party and three Carol Services which promise 
to be popular and worth-while. We started off 
when I came with one Carol Service run in 
conjunction with the other denominations, now 
we have three, two of which are solely Church 
affairs. 

The financial position of the Parish as re-
vealed at the Annual Meeting has steadily im-
proved year by year, and we have been able to 
reduce the mortgage on the Vicarage from 
£450 on my arrival to just over £230. Also 
our contribution to B.C.A. has increased in that 
period from £ 2 3 to £85 . Completely inade-
quate as this is, it does indicate that we are 
gradually learning to accept some responsi-
bility, and if the steady progress can be main-
tained the work of the Society will finally 
achieve its objective. 

A minor economic revolution is taking place 
in these parts as more and more dairy farmers 
give up cows to run sheep. Whether this will 
prove a good thing in the long run for the 
economic and social life of the community will 
only be decided in a few years' time, but the 
loss of nearly one thousand cows in one small 
area must have some sort of an effect in a much 
wider area, so we can but hope that it will 
help rather than hinder. 

Whether it was due to the definite strain that 
dairying causes I cannot say, but for some years 
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prior to my arrival, there had been a slow but 
steady exodus of Church families from Tim-
boon and district to other parts, a loss we 
could ill afford. However, in the course of the 
past year several new families have arrived 
and joined in our Church life. 

Our primary task out here is to bring Life 
to our own people, but as we do this we inevi-
tably increase the militant army of the Living 
God and thus the B.C.A. takes its correct place 
in the over-all strategy of a world-communion 
carrying out its Lord's commands. God bless 
you all for what you have done in the days 
that have gone, and now let us all resolve 
that this new Christian Year will be one of 
advance and development. 

SHOPPING ON THE NULLARBOR 

dSeeck Zroreit 

You buy your goods from the "Tea and Sugar". 

The visit of Miss Campbell to Beech Forest 
Mission has been greatly valued by all our 
people. Her pictures and story of the work 
of B.C.A. in and around the great Nullarbor 
revealed to the folk who live in the great timber 
areas of this State with its abundance of rain-
fall, a part of Australia very much unknown to 
them. Miss Campbell's work as Director of 
B.C.A.'s Mail Bag Sunday School was abund-
antly revealed to us in the talks she gave to our 
teachers. Her hints for practical expression 
and teaching for those, who like ourselves, have 
little in the way of modern equipment, were 
just what was needed. Her ready answers to 
the many questions put to her were appreciated 
by all and are now bearing fruit in our Sunday 
Schools. 

The new regulations promulgated in Victoria 
in respect of Religious instruction in State 
Schools, have made that part of our ministry 
much easier. Until recently we were allowed 
to take our teaching in the first period of the 
day only. The new regulations allow us to use 
any period in the school day that can be con-
veniently arranged and in schools where there 
is only one teacher we may take each grade or 
age group in succession. In the country areas 
this is a tremendous step forward, and makes 
for more convenient working. Quite obviously 
the missioner cannot fit in all his schools for 
the first period of the day, and as a result 
some were left without teaching. This is not 
overcome. 

Then you wheel them home in a barrow. 

Laver's Hill within this mission has what is 
called a Consolidated School. Children are 
brought in by bus from outlying districts; in 
consequence there are now 180 pupils at this 
school of which 160 are non-Roman Catholics. 
Up until recently it had not been possible to 
give instruction in this school; now the Mis-
sioner, with the aid of two voluntary teachers, 
is able to "cover" the whole school. As a 
result many words of appreciation have come 
from parents of these children. Most of the 
children give good attention and show a keen 
interest in the lessons. We pray that over the 
months this work will bear fruit in the young 
lives. Maybe you would like to pray for 
blessings on it also. 
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"9S °7 L » 
cJUear teacher 

The Mail Bag Sunday School of the B.C.A. 
is doing a very important work in the religious 
training of many outback children. For the 
most part it gets little publicity but I am sure 
that many of our friends will be glad to know 
how this work is valued by the parents of the 
children. The best way that this can be con-
veyed to our readers is, I think, by passing on 
some of the many letters of appreciation that 
are received from time to time by Miss Camp-
bell and her staff. Here is a selection from some 
of the more recent ones. 

"Our mail day is Saturday, and when the bag 
is opened, usually late in the afternoon, and 
out falls the now well-known packet addressed 
to Tony and Sue, they want to open it imme-
diately. I usually insist it is left unopened until 
after the evening meal, and Michael is in bed, 
and then the floor is quickly covered with little 
piles of papers and also the new leaflets are 
carefully worked through. 

As far as possible we do Sunday School 
about 11 a.m. on Sunday morning. Both 
children wish to have their story read first, of 

B.C.A. PERSONALITIES 

Sister FLORENCE BOWLING 
The Bush Church Aid Society has been well 

served by many devoted Christian workers 
who, have taken up service in one or other 
of its ministries with a true sense of vocation. 
One of these is Sister Florence Dowling. Sister 
came to B.C.A. in 1930 and first served as 
assistant at Ceduna in the old weatherboard 
hospital. Within two years she became its 
Matron, and has been in charge of the Ceduna 
base ever since. During Sister's time at 
Ceduna she has seen many changes, mostly 
for the better. In her early days she knew 
what it meant to improvise and it has given 
her much joy and quiet satisfaction to see the 
work steadily grow to its present splendid 
efficiency under her hand. Modern equipment 
has gradually come, bit by bit, to replace the 
old and inconvenient of her early days. Sister 
Dowling's greatest work has been done 
through her outstanding Christian witness. 
Her faith and testimony carry conviction and 
has been an inspiration to a great many, beside 
the writer. 

course, so we take it in turns; one, one week, 
and the other next time. Some stories are very 
popular, and are played over and over again. 
Sue is much more interested in drawing and 
colouring, and Tony's interests tend much 
more towards making things. 

We deeply appreciate your untiring help, 
and I'm happy to tell you how thankful we 
shall always be for what you have taught- our 
five children. Our daughter won special Bible 
Study prize at High School, another gained 
high marks for scripture at Boarding school. 
AH 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. 

The children are most keen and interested. 
The work seems to be so well laid out and 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 children can readily understand. 
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f-^ort oLlncoln ^Jsfodtel Miss I. Beck. 

I used to think that time went more quickly 
when one was on holidays, but I'm sure no year 
has passed as quickly as 1951. When I re-
turned to the Hostel at the beginning of the 
year there were only four girls who were here 
when I went away, so I had to make a fresh 
start to get to know my family, nearly all of 
whom were in the 12-14 yr. age group and 
new to Hostel life. Fortunately Miss Farr was 
here to help me for the first few months, as it 
took a while to settle down to work after such 
an interesting trip, and I guess she often won-
dered where my thoughts were as I have lots 
of pleasant memories not least those of the 
friendliness and help of all at Col. & Con. office. 
It was with many regrets we said farewell to 
Miss Farr when she left us to take charge of 
the girls at Mungindi. 

There has been a lot of sickness among the 
girls this year, and at times we felt we should 
be speaking of wards instead of dormitories. 
Firstly we had several appendicitis cases, then 
in winter the usual colds and sore throats, and 
now to finish off the year, measles. 

In August we celebrated our 7th birthday; 
we had a special tea and the Ladies' Auxiliary 
arranged a social evening to which the girls 
were able to invite their friends. Our good 
friend Mrs. Bishop had made us a lovely cake, 
and the 7 candles were lit with due ceremony. 
The Auxiliary are also showing their interest 
by presenting us with an electric mixer which 

should be a great help with the cake making 
— we need 500-600 pieces or small cakes each 
week. 

Another most helpful addition this year is 
the new washing machine — the spin drier 
has proved its worth during our unusually wet 
winter. We have also been able to get a much 
needed new lino for the kitchen floor; this 
showed up the need for some painting to be 
done, so I made use of a holiday, and although 
not a tradesman by any means, it has bright-
ened up the room where I spend so much of 
my time. 

The visits of various members of B.C.A. have 
been much appreciated and not only for their 
efforts at the wood heap. 

Some of the parents have been most helpful 
with gifts of butter, cream, eggs, vegetables, 
etc., and I would also like to thank those who 
have sent books, papers and other gifts during 
the year. 

Some of the girls have been keen gardeners 
this year, and are very proud of their efforts. 
Many varieties of flowers and vegetables are 
growing. 

The work is not without its worries and 
problems when there are so many girls of 
varying dispositions to live with, and much 
patience is needed when there are so many 
happenings to irritate and discourage, so I need 
your support that I may be kept faithful to 
our aim. 

AN OUTBACK SCHOOL 

NOORAMBIE SCHOOL IS TYPICAL OF MANY 
OF THE SMALL, ONE TEACHER SCHOOLS OF 
THE BUSH AND PLAINS. SIX TO TEN CHILDREN 
ARE VERY OFTEN THE SUM TOTAL OF THE 
SCHOLARS. THESE ISOLATED TEACHERS NEED 

YOUR PRAYERS. 
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Jjrrom Ike dSudk f-^adre 3 f\adlo ^e33ion 

It is a cool spring day — cool for the small 
western township I mean—-for the thermo-
meter says that it is 78 in the shade. The 
breeze whips up the tiny grains of sand from 
what is very courteously called the main 
street, for it is three months since the last rain 
fell and the landscape is getting very dry. The 
padre is making his way to the small concrete 
church which stands by itself in a small lake 
of sand referred to as the 'church grounds'. 
When the winds begin to increase their 
velocity, and the dry summer comes along, 
those same grounds are like to be removed to 
somebody else's paddock in the first dust storm, 
but the padre smiles wryly as he tells himself 
that the wind will make it up to him by giving 
him somebody else's sand. 

To-day is a redletter day for our padre, for 
he is going to celebrate a wedding. Nothing 
unusual in that, you may think, for parsons 
and weddings go together in people's minds. 
But the bush parson has few weddings: though 
his parish is generally very large, his people 
are few and far between. Then also, whenever 
possible, the young people like to be married 
in tbe nearest township of some size, with 
preferably a big and lofty church. Yes, wed-
dings don't come the Bush Padre's way very 
often. 

The church of the little township has been 
thoroughly swept and dusted; everything is 
spic and span. There are even flowers in the 
vases of the Holy Table, though the padre can-
not think where they could have come from. 
The red and white of the blooms gives a cheer-
ful and friendly atmosphere to the little church. 

There are no sleek, expensive cars to bring 
bride and groom to the church. An open tourer 
of prewar vintage suffices to bring a smiling 
bride in her white array to the church. The 
bridegroom walked with two friends and that 
helpless grin twitching the corners of his mouth 
which seems to be the hallmark of men about 
to enter into the state of matrimony. 

The wedding party comprised three men and 
four women, beside the bride and her groom. 
The padre's wife had come in case she should 
be needed to make up the required number of 
witnesses. 

As the afternoon's sun steals softly through 
the tiny windows of the church, the vows which 
knit man to woman were taken. "I, John, take 
thee, Mary, to be my wedded wife; to have and 
to hold from this day forward, for better, for 
worse, for richer, for poorer . . . " As the quiet, 
deep voice ended, a large black hand steals out 
to grasp the thinner, lighter hand of the padre 
in thankfulness for this ministry of the Church. 

Yes, as you have guessed, the bride and her 
groom are aboriginals. They are both earnest 
Christians, and there can be no doubt but that 
He Who was present at that other marriage in 
Cana of Galilee is present here also, smiling 
His approval on these two in the little sun-
dried township of the west. 

Our Australian native people belong to the 
most primitive race of man on earth to-day. 
In their native state they are entirely de-
pendent on what little wild animal life there is 
in Australia for their livelihood or on rations 
doled out by the Government agents. They are, 
for the most part, a neglected people who have 
received less than justice from us, their white 
brethren. Many white people despise them 
and class them as a good-for-nothing lot with 
whom no progress can be made. But those who 
really get to know the Australian aboriginal, 
know also that he is better than that. Cer-
tainly some of his inborn characteristics make 
it difficult for him to be completely absorbed 
into the national life-—that is, if you want to 
make him a white man. The greatest disad-
vantage to an ordered life is his habit of 'walk-
about', for when that takes possession of him 
the urge of his fathers is so great that nothing 
can keep him back. But surely that should 
not make us despair of him. 
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The Central Ladies' Auxiliary (N.S.W.) held 
a very successful Thanksgiving Day on Friday, 
October 19th, in the Bible House. Miss Camp-
bell told of her trip to Timboon and Beech 
Forest, and Miss Hilda Harvey of her experi-
ences in Britain. The result in £.S.D. 
amounted to £80. 

Sisters Payne and Shipway arrived at 
Ceduna early in October and have now settled 
in as members of the staff. We wish them 
every blessing in their new work. 

Will our friends remember that it is only 
donations to our Medical work which carries 
tax concessions. If our friends desire to avail 
themselves of this relief, please note that it 
is necessary to stipulate that their donation 
is for this purpose when sending in the gift — 
so that the appropriate receipt can be issued. 

We are grateful to St. John's Kindergarten, 
Ashfield, for supply of material suitable for 
expression work in Mail Bag Sunday School. 

A successful Missionary Exhibition at Mait-
land Diocese of Newcastle provided B.C.A. with 
a valuable opportunity to publicise our outback 
work. We are grateful for the co-operation 
which enabled us to take part, and are en-
couraged by the interest displayed. 

Please open your Bark Hut and send contents 
in to the N.S.W. or Victorian office, if you have 
not a local secretary. 

We will send you a fresh "sticker" with 
receipt. 

Will Parochial Secretaries open all boxes 
in their parishes. As our Financial Year ends 
on December 31st, it will be appreciated if all 
moneys are sent in before that date. 

We are very grateful to Mrs. Ward of East 
Bankstown for the sum of £ 1 6 which she 
raised for our Flying Medical work by means 
of a splendid luncheon given at her home and 
addressed by Miss Campbell. Thank you, Mrs. 
Ward. 

We are grateful to the many friends who 
have sent us in good magazines. These are 
a very useful source of income, but only those 
in good condition are required. 

Wollongong Rally. 
A gathering of over 100 people from Wollon-

gong and neighbouring parishes made the 2nd 
Annual Rally a worthwhile effort. Thanks are 
due to the Rev. K. Marr for an inspiring ad-
dress on his experiences during a recent visit 
to the field in South Australia. 

The O.M. also spoke and the N.S.W. Secre-
tary presented the new coloured slides of the 
work. 

The co-operation and interest of the Rector, 
the Ven. Archdeacon H. G. S. Begbie, is deeply 
appreciated by the Society. A spirit of warm-
hearted fellowship marked the meeting, and 
the offering of £11/17/6 is gratefully 
acknowledged. 

The Late Rev. L. Gabbott. 
The Rev. L. Gabbott was one of the oldest 

supporters of the B.C.A. and for many years 
a member of the Council. On the retirement 
of Archdeacon Langley, he became the Honor-
ary Clerical Secretary until he considered 
himself too old, and quietly retired. To the 
writer, Mr. Gabbott was one of the most 
lovable men in the ministry and among the 
most gracious. His ministry, though a quiet 
one, was most effective. Without much noise 
or publicity he drew men and women into the 
Kingdom of God. For many years he was 
rector of Rockdale and it was here that, in 
all probability, his best work was done. There 
are many in the ministry and mission field 
to-day who can trace their call to work in 
the Kingdom of God from their early associa-
tion with Mr. Gabbott at Rockdale. 

Rev. A. Gerlach. 
We are glad to inform our friends that we 

have been able to make an appointment to 
Rappville. The Bishop of Grafton has accepted 
the nomination of the Rev. A. Gerlach, a 
trainee of this Society. 
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^Jhe ^jrluina /IIJeaicat Service 
Mr. A. Chadwick. 

During last football season, a match was ar-
ranged between the Ceduna and Minnipa 
schools, Ceduna being the visiting team. The 
girls were also invited to send a basketball 
team, and two vehicles were engaged for the 
occasion. Shortly after leaving Ceduna, the 
vehicle carrying the boys got into difficulties, 
skidded and overturned, and all occupants 
either thrown to the roadway or crushed be-
neath the canopy as it gave way under the 
impact. One lad lost his life at the scene of 
the accident, and every other occupant received 
hospital treatment. Some were allowed to 
leave after receiving treatment, and others 
were detained there for several weeks. Of 
these, two received severe head injuries. The 
condition of one was too critical to permit of 
him being moved, and he died two days later 
without regaining consciousness. The other 
boy improved within 24 hours, and we were 
able to fly him over to Adelaide, still uncon-
scious, where he was able to receive further 
medical and dental treatment. While preparing 
to leave for Adelaide, Doctor saw another 
patient in the town who was a surgical case for 
the Royal Adelaide Hospital, so both stretchers 
were brought into commission for the trip. 
Sister Tierney attended the patients during the 
flight to Adelaide, and the boy's parents also 
travelled with us, making a full passenger load 
for the Dragon. Both patients were success-
fully treated in Adelaide, and after a period 
of convalescence returned here, the man to 
his work, and the boy to school again. 

We were called up to Tarcoola one day by 
Sister Page to a case of poisoning. A young 
woman had taken an overdose of sleeping 
tablets on a station property situated some 
60 miles out of Tarcoola. While bringing her 
in to Sister, the driver of the utility was 
anxious to make good time on the trip, and 
overturned the vehicle. All were thrown out, 
but fortunately none received injuries, and the 
journey continued without further incident. 
When the 'plane arrived up there, with Sister 
Tierney again to look after the patient during 
the trip, she was shaking with convulsions, but 
semi-conscious, and able to understand most of 
what was required of her as we placed her 
on the stretcher and made the straps secure. 

However, she remembered nothing of the flight 
back to Ceduna, and when she became normal 
again a day or so later, wondered however 
she came to be in hospital so far away from 
home. 

To meet certain conditions that kept Doctor 
Freda very busy at home at one stage recently, 
we decided to combine the Tarcoola and Cook 
trips by making a two day round flight, and 
accordingly, left Ceduna early for Tarcoola. 
It often happens that on the flight to Tarcoola 
we cross the path of the weather systems, 
and, while leaving Ceduna in fair weather, 
will fly through some cloud and often heavy 
rain in the middle section, to arrive at Tar-
coola in fair weather again. These conditions 
applied on this day, and besides the cloud and 
rain, we also got a rather heavy layer of ice 
on the windscreen, as the freezing level was 
down low that day, at the altitude at which 
we were flying at the time, 5,000 ft. Descend-
ing then to a lower altitude where the tempera-
ture was higher, the rain soon melted the ice, 
which slid upwards as it broke away, and dis-
appeared over the top of the cabin. From 
Tarcoola, we continued our flight north-west 
to Mulgathing Station where a number of 
patients are seen, and thence westward to 
Cook, arriving there towards evening. Next 
morning, with everything packed in the Dragon 
and ready to make the return trip to Ceduna 
via Penong, where the usual Thursday after-
noon consultations take place, the telephone 
rang, calling us back to Mulgathing. The wife 
of one of the Out-Station Managers had fallen 
out of the bath while taking a shower, and 
landed on a glass coffee jar. The accident 
happened shortly after we had left the Station 
the previous afternoon, when the leg of the bath 
had collapsed. She got to the telephone with 
much difficulty, and rang the Manager at Mul-
gathing, who went into Tarcoola and took 
Sister Page out to the patient, who, after suit-
able treatment, was taken in to Mulgathing 
where the aerodrome is, and the Post Master 
roused out early in the morning to contact us 
at Cook before we left there, and as I said 
earlier, they only just rang through in time 
to stop us. Retracing our course, therefore, 
to Mulgathing, Doctor found it necessary to 
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insert about 60 stitches before the patient was 
patched up again. There was also the question 
of Sister Page getting back to Tarcoola, some 
60 miles by road. Sister had been up most 
of the night with the patient, and looked like 
it too; hot weather and all night sessions are 
enough to make anyone feel and look a bit 
flat, so Doctor and I decided that two good 
deeds were justified on the one day, and we 
flew Sister back to Tarcoola rather than have 
her bump along over a bush road for two 
hours, as against half an hour in the 'plane. 
Our patient spent a month in hospital at 
Ceduna, and returned to Mulgathing with us 
on our next trip up there. 

Dr. Rogers at Wudinna had a hospital case 
which was not making the desired progress 
towards recovery, so he rang Dr. Freda and 
asked her if she would go down and consult 
with him over the case. Accordingly, we flew 
down to Wudinna one Friday morning, taking 
Sister Armstrong along with us. On arrival 
there, we learnt that another emergency case 
had come in during the morning, and Dr. and 
most of the staff were m the theatre operating. 
However, the presence of Dr. Freda at the 
time was opportune, for she was able to assist 
them with the operation. I remember the trip 
rather clearly, because they wanted to give a 
blood transfusion, and ran into bother with the 
serum bottles when they could not get the lids 
off. A much be-gowned Sister came looking 
for me with a bottle in each hand, and a 
request for me to remove the lids if I could. 
Those lids were certainly on tight, and would 
not budge with all the hand pressure I could 
give them. However, with the aid of a large 
wrench and some boiling water from the 
kitchen, they finally gave way, without damage 
to the containers or the contents. 

We have had the pleasure of a visit from 
Mr. A. Hayman, Father of our Missioner at 
Ceduna, and during his stay, he was able to 
travel with us on flights to several of our 
centres where consultations are held. He also 
had the opportunity of travelling by road to 
Cook with the Missioner when he went up 
there for his quarterly patrol along the Trans-
continental Railway. Mr. Hayman happened 
to be still in Cook when Doctor was called up 
there for an appendix operation, and on the 
day when the Missioner had to travel down 
to Nullarbor Station with the intention of meet-
ing the Bishop who was travelling by road to 

Cook to conduct a Confirmation Service. There 
had been very heavy rain for several days pre-
viously, and the condition of the roads pre-
vented the Bishop getting through. The Mis-
sioner therefore rang me at Cook to make 
the situation known, and it was then arranged 
that the Missioner proceed on to Ceduna via 
several other service centres, while Mr. Hay-
man and all their luggage should return in 
the Dragon with us. The question arose as 
to whether we could take all the luggage, but 
the Dragon has a good roomy cabin, and there 
was no trouble in getting it all in. 

Within the next three weeks, we had a suc-
cession of trips to Penong for major and minor 
operations, five in all. Two were on days when 
we were there for the usual consultations, and 
three were special trips on other days. One, 
an appendix case, was not notified to us until 
late in the afternoon just before we were due 
to leave for home, and the case had to be 
brought in 50 miles; it was therefore after we 
had had our tea and about sundown before they 
arrived at Penong. However, when the opera-
tion was over, it did not take very long to lay 
down the flare path for a night take-off, for as 
you will have gathered from my other recent 
letters, we have had occasion to do quite a bit 
of night flying over the past year, and have the 
ground organisation developed now to cope 
with these situations. 

Returning from Cook 

"DOCTOR'S DAY" IS THE MONTHLY MEDICAL 
CONSULTATION AT THE COOK HOSPITAL. 
PATIENTS ATTEND FOR ADVICE AND TREAT-
MENT. HERE, DOCTOR BEGINS THE LONG 

JOURNEY BACK TO CEDUNA. 
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'tteclic Uimes at Cook 
It all began on Doctor's day. All was quiet 

and we were making good progress in our 
preparations for the afternoon and evening 
consulting. There were several cases to be 
done so quite a lot to be prepared. 

About 11 a.m. the calm was broken by a 
telephone call from the next camp west of 
Cook. The caller proved to be an Irish lady, 
the only one other than new Australians there. 
She was in great panic and in very broad 
brogue begged us to get there quickly as a 
woman was going to have a baby, and she 
would 'na be knowing what to do. 

A call out on Doctor's day! Fortunately 
Sister Metcalf had arrived the previous day 
from Tarcoola enroute for Ceduna, so she was 
able to make the trip. After packing the neces-
sary requirements she was on her way in the 
old car which acts as our ambulance along the 
line. On her arrival, Sister found things not 
quite as bad as our friend had reported, and 
was able to make the return trip immediately 
with the patient aboard. At 2 p.m. we wel-
comed another little new Australian into the 
world. After much scurry and bustle we were 
organised again, just as the plane arrived. 
Consulting proved rather difficult; finally, 
about 11.30, after a regular wrestling match 
with a man to whom we had to administer a 
general anaesthetic, we crawled into bed. 

Breakfast over next morning, a brief time 
of family worship, and the plane was off. We 
would see Doctor again in a month's t i m e -
so we thought! 

11 a.m. next morning. "Sister, do you think 
I would have an appendix?" An examination, 
a phone call to Doctor, and within a short time 
the Dragon was on its way again. On arrival 
Doctor decided to operate; so while Sister Ross 
prepared tea, Sister Dowling and I set up the 
theatre. 11 p.m. saw the patient safely tucked 
up, minus her appendix, and us ready for bed. 

There was no sleeping in next morning. 
4.45 was baby's feed time and Doctor must 
have an early start for her return to Ceduna. 

Three days of comparative quiet, but oh! 
the washing. How we thanked the Melbourne 
Ladies once again for our washing machine. 

The quiet was not to last. Next day brought 
two more admissions, both possible operation 

cases. After watching them through the night 
and reporting to Doctor in the morning it was 
decided that another trip would have to be 
made. Two emergency trips in one week! 
Surely the rush would be over now; but no. 

Next day saw three more admissions. One 
little girl, brought 120 miles along the line 
with several large splinters of wood lodged in 
her eye. Acting under Doctor's instructions 
by phone, and I am sure, with God's help and 
guidance, we were able to remove them, thus 
saving yet another trip. 

By this time our first appendix case was 
discharged, so we had one bed to spare. But 
not for long. Yes! another appendix. It was 
too late for the plane to leave that afternoon, 
so Doctor decided to leave very early on Sun-
day morning. 

We decided at this stage that it was time 
we called in some help as the situation seemed 
a bit beyond us. Two girls willingly agreed to 
come up next morning. A little after 4 a.m. 
we began attending to the patients and setting 
up the theatre, and all went well till 7 o'clock 
when a very agitated husband arrived. His 
wife was subject to mental lapses and she had 
become very violent. Our policeman was away 
so we had to contact the officer at Tarcoola 
who, fortunately, was able to catch a train 
immediately. After much persuasion the 
patient allowed me to give an injection which 
quietened her. 

Some ten minutes after getting back to the 
hospital there was another knock at the door, 
and there stood another patient with a very 
rueful smile on her face. "I know I won't be 
very popular, Sister, but I am afraid I've come 
to stay." Quickly the men's ward was cleared 
out and set up as a second theatre and the 
patient put to bed and an ex-nurse summoned 
to help in the theatre, while Sister Ross at-
tended this patient. Timing was perfect, ten 
minutes after the appendix was completed the 
infant arrived, quite unconcerned at the incon-
venience she had caused. Of course, we were 
unable to have Sunday School and service that 
day. 

Monday meant washing day, but that was 
not all. With much ado a small boy was 
rushed up to us with a terrific gash, four inches 
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long, in his scalp. The washing was forgotten. 
With the help of the Policeman, who by this 
time had arrived from Tarcoola, we repaired 
the damage, but the poor little chap was so 
shocked he too had to be admitted. The 
Policeman's help did not finish with holding 
the patient. On looking out we discovered him 
calmly hanging out the clothes for us. 

On returning from an errand two days later 
a very anxious lady met me at her gate. She 
was caring for the little boy of one of our 
patients and he had swallowed something and 
was having severe spasms of choking. It was 

late afternoon, again too late for the plane to 
set out, so we had to keep him for the night. 
It was an anxious time, but, as always in such 
times, we were very conscious of God's pres-
ence. By 8 a.m. the plane arrived and the 
little lad was on his way to Adelaide for 
further treatment. 

What would we do without our flying medi-
cal service. Four emergency trips in fifteem 
days. 

Visitors from the trains passing through 
often ask us what we do in our spare time! 

Uhe Vust Cover 
T. J. HAYMAN 

It rained! For three months it was gloriously 
wet on our parched West Coast of South 
Australia. Then the sun shone and the wind 
blew! The "big boys", semi-trailer trucks 
hauling up to thirty tons at a time, have been 
going continuously over the only road linking 
the West to the East. 

When it rained the road, in parts, was 
covered by feet of water. All vehicles, 
small or large, were in danger of being bogged. 
Not to be deterred, the overland haulers kept 
blithely on, leaving a trail of huge ruts and 
holes. Three hundred miles of road is too 
much for any group of six men to look after. 

These roads are now bone dry and covered 
with powdery dust. You cannot judge a book 
by its cover. It doesn't take any motorist long 
to realise, at the moment, that the roads are 
not nearly so even as they look. There is one 
long "dust cover" under which are some nasty 
holes. Even at thirty miles per hour any car 
receives a bad jolt. This is repeated time with-
out number. There is no other road. The cost 
of motor repairs is high enough without such 
conditions. Ay! It's good for the patience! 

Thus it was that my wife, children and I 
started out one Wednesday for Eucla. It is 
not always possible for the missioner's wife to 
go too. She often has to bear the brunt of a 
long, lonely wait at home. 

We were thankful for a cool day to start. 
Up early, at the break of day, we were not 

at our destination, 350 miles up the road, until 
nearly midnight. We called at five places on 
the way. 

Eucla is a one-family village now. They own 
the several houses which are visible and some 
that are buried under the drifting sand! It 
is a petrol station (at over five shillings a gal-
lon, due to the long hauling to get it there). 
Motorists also camp there, breaking their long 
journey east or west. While there is a con-
stant stream of people passing through, yet 
the resident family very seldom see their 
friends. Under the busy outward appearance 
there is a loneliness; the longing for a good 
chat with someone they know. The mother 
has not seen her own relative neighbours on 
one side for six months. It is probably a year 
since they saw the station folk on the other 
side. 

On Thursday morning we had a short ser-
vice. Pictures and a flannelgraph were shown 
for the children. At the next sheep station 
this was repeated. The last service held was 
on my visit three months before. Before leav-
ing we gave the children books for Christmas. 

The people in these two places kindly had 
badges printed to stick on cars. These badges 
indicate that the travellers have been across 
the Nullarbor Plain. Money given for these is 
handed to our B.CAA. staff at Cook and 
Rawlinna. It is their token of appreciation for 
the two nearest hospitals. 
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It was a hot day with a strong north wind. 
Dust! Phew! Even the many rabbits were kick-
ing it up as they spurted across the open plain. 
We were painted red by it, griming our pers-
piring faces and limbs; breathing dust and 
blinking it out of our eyes. We were dust 
covered but tried to be pleasant reading matter 
underneath. A puncture, three miles from 
Cook, did not make it easier. I was immensely 
thankful, however, to get through with only 
that puncture, a leaking seam in the petrol 
tank, the same in the radiator, and a bolt 
shaken out of a shock absorber, all caused 
by the condition of the road. 

At Cook, Sisters Horsburgh and Ross soon 
made us comfortable in between their care for 
their patients. For a time the water was turned 
off! On another occasion our young daughter, 
chided for not washing her hands, said, "I can't. 
The tap 'as got a pain!". It was the groan 
emitted by the tap when the water was turned 
off at the railway tanks. 

Soon there began the usual visits to most 
of the twenty*-five camps in this district along 
the railway. 

One of the camps I visited was set in the 
bush, off the Nullarbor, with clean new houses. 
It looked inviting and the people seemed 
friendly. But apart from my hosts, not one of 
the other four families came to the service. 
Such occasions do one's pride good. But they 
make us realise that many, in this our day, 
whether in city or country, do not want the 
Gospel. 

On the other hand, there was another camp 
on the plain, where there were only three 
families. One of them was visited by sickness. 
The ganger's wife suggested ringing me up to 
tell me not to come. But the ganger said, "No, 
I like him coming. He does us good." Although 
there were only four folk at the service besides 
the missioner, the atmosphere in the home was 
wonderful, and they listened intently to every 
word. The camp may be "dust covered", but 
in it were people well worth visiting. 

With ^Jke ^JJeaconedd 
Miss P. SPRY 

If you could see my back verandah right 
now you would think I was getting ready for 
twelve months' holiday! But you would be 
wrong, for those boxes consist of a portable 
organ, a film projector, flannelgraph board 
and material, brief case with maps and papers, 
small case with robes and other necessities 
for a service, a case with thermos flasks, as 
well as blankets, pillows, sheets, etc.; yet 
another case is here in my room waiting for 
last minute things in the morning. I plan to 
get away at 7 a.m.—it should be earlier these 
hot days, but after a busy Sunday a good sleep 
is necessary. I've not long come in from taking 
Evening Prayer. Sometimes I feel like a jack-
in-the-box being organised as well as every-
thing else! 

The work here in Wilcannia has come on 
quite a lot over the last twelve months, though 
of course there have been many disappoint-
ments. A couple of Sundays ago we rejoiced 
over two of my Sunday school girls accepting 
Christ as Saviour. All year the children have 
shown a keen interest in their lessons, the pro-

jector has been in constant use and through 
it the lives of St. Paul, Joseph and others have 
become very real: it's been a joy seeing the 
interest grow. 

The Guild has been very active since the tor-
nado twelve months ago; not only have the 
members added to personal comfort in the 
Rectory, but the house has been painted inside 
and out. A Jubilee Fair was held in October 
which was a huge success and with the money 
a much-needed sleepout is being built, as well 
as a helpful donation to the B.C.A. The women 
are very interested in the work and even now 
are planning next year's effort! The harmony 
between the workers was absolutely wonder-
ful, not a hitch anywhere, which made me very 
thankful to God. 

The patrol I hope to do this week is com-
paratively small, between two to three hun-
dred miles. I have beeri over most of the track 
before, but it's time another visit was made. 
Always there is a great welcome and requests 
t© stay longer. 
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Just off the bed after a glorious rest of one 
hour—only two callers in that time! In a few 
minutes I must be off to Confirmation class; 
the kiddies are coming on quite well, really 
learning. 

Now the doings of the past week. On Mon-
day 5th, even though I was up at 5.50 a.m., I 
didn't get away until near 7.30. Took the 
flowers from the church, plus some from my 
garden, to the hospital, then with my two pas-
sengers aboard we set off for Broken Hill; even 
then the weather was nasty, hot and windy. 
We well knew that it would be a dust storm, a 
"beaut" it turned out, too—the worst for four 
years or more. 

We had a very good run, stopped at Little 
Topar Hotel, seventy-five miles along, the only 
place on the road: nearly every vehicle stops 
there in case of breakdowns. While there I met 
a grazier and told him I hoped to be at his 
place the following night, only to discover 
there wouldn't be anyone home. "You'd better 
go and see the wife now. I'll ring he r and tell 
her to have the kettle boiling. We have been 
looking out for you lately." Although I wasn't 
very keen to break the journey because of in-
tense heat and rising wind, I was finally per-
suaded—it only meant an extra couple of 
miles. A very happy time was spent over the 
"tea" (I won't say how many cups), and after 
asking God's blessing, we pushed off. The 
weather was vile. 

On arrival, after dropping my passengers, 
whose company I enjoyed, I went to the den-
tist. The wind and dust was raging by this time 
even in the city, and my tooth was doing much 
the same. A cavity was discovered and dressed 
until the 20th, when I return for filling. Then I 
went to the Railway to pick up my long-
looked-for transceiver. I wish you could have 
been a fly on the wall! The box was finallv dis-
covered and I was told that there was 37/- to 
pay. Fortunately I was prepared! The lad start-
ed to move the box, then said to me, "Grab the 
end of it, will you?" Rather taken aback, I said, 
"Whatever for?" to which he replied, "It's too 
heavy for me!!" I knew by the look of it that it 
was too heavy for ME, so suggested he might 
get a man to help. After it had been put in the 
van, I proceeded to pay for it, and handed over 
a £5 note. The lad looked at it and said,"I can't 
change this." "Well, what happens now?" was 
my surprised reply. His answer surprised me 
still more, "You'll have to give me the box 

back!" Imagine my consternation after travel-
ling 125 miles for the sole purpose of taking 
delivery! Needless to say, I refused to give it 
back and the lad found it was possible to get 
change. Life's never dull. 

Unfortunately the transceiver wouldn't 
transmit, and we finally had to give up after 
some hours of work. Early Wednesday a.m. I 
took it out to the Flying Doctor Base for them 
to work on it. I struck them at a very bad 
time as the place is in a whirl with Royal 
visit arrangements; the Base has priority on 
the occasion of the visit, so there is great 
excitement. Anyway, after a couple of hours 
there, it was discovered that it was going to 
be a big job, and as I was already twenty-
four hours behind with my planned patrol, I 
decided to push on. I must admit I felt a bit 
scared tackling the trip without it, as I knew 
of one fifty-odd mile stretch of lonely track 
without any homestead. However, on I went. 
Actually I did the trip with a view to taking 
the Bishop along in December. I hadn't met 
some of the folk and find personal contact for 
such arrangements much more satisfactory. 

By 6 p.m. I arrived at Langawirra, some 
eighty-odd miles from B.H. There had been 
a most distressing knock at the back right-
hand wheel for some miles. I fearfully in-
spected at one of the gates, suspecting a broken 
spring: I wasn't game to look too closely, for 
it was a seventeen mile run between homes. I 
fairly "nursed" the van the rest of the way 
and counted every mile as they ticked by. The 
road was rough, too. Eventually I arrived 
with a great thanksgiving, and didn't waste 
much time getting the trouble truly looked at. 
My suspicions were correct. My spare spring 
one hundred-odd miles away! Loud lamenta-
tions! I could only praise God that this was 
the one station on the patrol where there was 
an aeroplane and a capable pilot. Next day at 
noon, having failed to make contact with any-
one by 'phone as the line was out of order, 
the owner and I set off by 'plane for Wilcannia, 
seventy miles across country. We had an 
excellent run, and we were back by 3.10 with 
the spring. By 10 a.m. next day it was 
assembled and once again I was on the road. 
I shall never forget the kindness of those 
people! The man was so busy when I arrived 
he didn't feel he had time to sit and talk; yet, 
when he discovered my plight, he gave up a 
full, long, tiring day, not considering expense, 
that the work could go on. 
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Uhc Archbishop Hemetnbers 

Lambeth Palace, 
London, S.E.I. 

19th October, 1951. 

My Dear Sister, 

A year ago to-day my wife and I were on our way across the Nullarbor 
Plain, as my diary reminds me, and there I found warm praise of Sisters 
Horseborough and Ross, in charge of the Hospital at Cook. If you yet this 
letter, being still there, may I send from us both our warmest and most 
affectionate greetings, and if you have moved elsewhere and others are in 
your place, I am sure they are most worthy successors in the grand work 
being done there. 

Of all that we saw in Australia the Nullarbor Plain and Cook and the 
other little settlements along the line were the most distinctive and in many 
ways the most charming and attractive. We so enjoyed our brief contact 
with the people we saw and what a grand work the Bush Church Aid Society 
is doing. 

I send my greetings and my blessing. 
Yours sincerely, 

Sister Horseborough, 
The Hospital, 
Cook, W. AUSTRALIA. 
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©oritrjs for 

ffragrr ano pratsr 
Jdor the S^ocieh y 

O Lord God of our nation, Who has commanded men to subdue and replenish the 
earth: 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 all members of the staff. 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. 

^jror t ft urSeS an J 2>, odors 
O God, Who didst choose a beloved physician to set forth the life of Him Who went 

about doing good, grant that Thy strong tenderness and compassion may be manifest in 
the work of country doctors and bush nurses. Make them at all times alert to be faithful, 
as those whom Thou hast burdened and inspired with the honour of their calling. In lonely 
emergencies strengthen them with confidence that, having done all they can, they may with 
good conscience leave the issue to Thy power working within Thy law. Make them 
resourceful and of sound judgment, and hearten their labours with the energy of compassion 
and the firmness of duty that conquers weariness. Through Him Whose power is called 
forth by suffering, Jesus Christ our Lord. 

^jror those who V tlllnister to l^hiidi pen 

O Lord, Who art present when two or three are gathered together in Thy Name, 
bless, we beseech Thee, the little far-scattered groups of brethren who in our wide land 
meet together to worship Thee. Give them a perpetual freshness of spirit, and the power to 
inspire in each other holiness, helpfulness, and understanding of Thy help. Refresh with 
the joy of enthusiasm those who endure weary journeys to Thy trysting place. Grant that 
these little companies of Thy servants may be united in the spirit of Christian charity, 
awaiting in love the time when there shall be one fold and one Shepherd. Grant that the 
common life of all communities may be purified by this spirit of charity from all meanness, 
falsehood, malice and idle gossip, and grant that they who share a common lot may draw 
strength from each other's virtues, and in their weakness help one another, through our one 
Lord, Jesus Christ. 

P. raise 

J~or tke 
Service 

essinqs vouchsafe ksafed to ike dt>ocietu, for ail hindtu alvers, for tke fou of 

SUNDAY 
For all Mis-

sioners and Dea' 
conesses of the 
S o c i e t y and 
their people and 
for all students 
in training. 

MONDAY 
For all D o c 

tors and Nurses 
serving in the 
outback, and for 
the spiritual and 
physical health 
of the patients 
under their care. 

TUESDAY 
For all work' 

ers in Hostels, 
t h e c h i l d r e n 
under their care 
and the teachers 
w h o i n s t r u c t 
them. • 
WEDNESDAY 

For the Direc 
tor of the Mail 
Bag S u n d a y 
S c h o o l , t h e 
pupils of the 
School and all 
t e a c h e r s and 
v o l u n t a r y 
workers. 
THURSDAY 

For the Fly-
ing Medical Ser-
vice and the 
safety of the 
pilots and all 
who travel with 
them. 

FRIDAY 
For the Coun-

cil of the So-
ciety, the Home 
Base staffs, Aux-
i l i a r i e s and 
P a r o c h i a l 
workers. 

SATURDAY 
For all neces-

sary f i n a n c e 
needed for the 
maintenance of 
so large a min-
istry and for 
guidance in its 
r i g h t applica-
tion. 
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