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©npira for 
Prag?r nnh $rats? 

For the Society. 
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 difflcultits, and are de-
prived the access of the means of grace. Strengthen 
and guide the Bush Church Aid Society and all mem-
bers of the staff. Cheer and comfort them in dis-
couragement 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. 

For Nurses and Doctors. 
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 com-
panion 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 bast 
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 energv of compassion and the firmness of 
duty that conquers weariness. Through Him Whose 
power is called forth by suffering. Jesus Christ our 
Lord. 

For Church Life in Country Districts. 
O Lord, Who art present when two or three are 

gathered together in Th^ 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. 

Praise. 
For the Blessings vouchsafed to the Society, for 

all kindly givers, for the joy of service. 

SUNDAY 
For all Mis-

sioners a n d 
Deaconesses of 
the Society and 
their people and 
for all students 
in training. 

MONDAY 
For all Doc-

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

TUESDAY 
For all Work-

ers in Hostels, 
the children un-
der their care 
and the teach-
ers who in-
struct them. 
WEDNESDAY 

For the Dir-
ector of the 
Mail Bag Sun-
day School, the 
pupils of the 
School and all 
teachers a n d 
v o l u n t a r y 
workers. 

THURSDAY 
For the Fly-

i n g Medical 
Service and the 
safety of the 
pilots and all 
who travel with 
them. 

FRIDAY 
For the Coun-

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

SATURDAY 
For all neces-

s a r y finance 
needed for the 
maintenance of 
so large a min-
istry and for 
guidance in its 
right applica-
tion. 

No. 10 (New Series). OCTOBER, 1954. 2/6 per annum, post free. 

Sister Butler and Ceduna Guides. 

Edgar Bragg & Sons Pty. Ltd. 4 Barker Street, Sydney. 

Registered at the G.P.O., Sydney, for transmission by post as a periodical. 
77ie Official Organ of 

THE BUSH CHURCH AID SOCIETY 
Church House, George Street, Sydney, N.S.W. 



The Real Australian October, 1954. 

The Bush Church Aid Society 
for Australia and Tasmania 

PRESIDENT: The Archbishop of Sydney. 
Hon Clerical Secretary: Rev. Canon E. Cameron. 

Hon. Treasurer: Mr. T. S. Holt. 

B.C.A. Activities and Staff 
Organising Missioner: Rev. T. E. Jones, Th.L. 

N.S.W. Deputation Secretary: Rev. J. R. Greenwood, Th.L. 
Victorian Secretary: Rev. E. G. Beavan, M.A. 

HEADQUARTERS OFFICE: 
Diocesan Church House, 
St. Andrew's Cathedral, 

George Street, Sydney. Telephone: M 3164. 
Cable Address: "Chaplaincy, Sydney". 

VICTORIAN OFFICE: 
Bible House, 

Flinders Lane, Melbourne, Victoria. 
Telephone: MF 3552 

STUDENTS IN TRAINING. 
Rev. A. Williams. Rev. D. W. Warburton. 
Rev. T. Morgan. Mr. R. Brooks. 
Mr. T. V. Jones. Mr. J. Smith. 

Mr. B. Buckland. 
MISSIONS. 

Ceduna, S.A.-Penong, S.A.— 
Rev. T. J. Hayman, Th.L., Ceduna, S.A. 
Rev. I. Booth, Th.L. 

Cowell, S.A.—Rev. D. A. Richards-Pugh, 
A.L.C.D. 

Minnipa, S.A.—Rev. G. Fuhrmeister, 
Th.L., Deaconess A. Howland. 

Streaky Bay, S.A.—Rev. P. Connell, 
Th.Schol. 

Croajingalong, Vic.— 

MAIL BAG SUNDAY SCHOOL. 
Director—Miss R. Campbell. 
Assistant—Miss M. Heesh. 

SCHOOL HOSTELS. 
Broken Hill, N.S.W.—Mr. and Mrs. A. 

McLaughlin. 
Mungindi Boys' Hostel, N.S.W.—Mr. and 

Mrs. W. Hustler. 
Mungindi Girls' Hostel, N.S.W.—Miss M. 

Farr. 
Bowral, N.S.W.—Miss E. Cheers. 
Port Lincoln, S.A.—Miss I. Beck. 

Heytesbury Mission, Vic.—Rev. P. R. 
Cooke, Th.L., Timboon, Vic. 

Otway Mission, Vic.—Beech Forest, Vic. 
Wilcannia, N.S.W.—Rev. J. Stockdale, 

Th.L. 
Menindee, 

Th.L. 
N.S.W.—Rev. W. Mitchell, 

Rappville, N.S.W.—Rev. A. Gerlach, Th.L. 

MEDICAL SERVICES. 
Ceduna, S.A.— 

Matron: Sister F. Dowling. 
Staff Sisters J. Miller, G. Hitchcock, B-

Tierney, A. Butler, J . Armstronq, 
M. Tarr. 

Penong, S.A.—Sisters L. Loane, L. Lang-
tree. 

Wudinna, S.A.— 
Matron: Sister R. Portch. 
Sisters: M. Denniss, B. Barber, V. 

Brealey, F. Ellis. 
Cook, S.A.—Sisters M. Horsburgh, M. 

Ross. 
Tarcoola, S.A.—Sisters V. Holle and P. 

Shipway. 
Cann River, Vic.—Sister I. Gwynne. 
Rawlinna, W.A.—Sister E. Thomas. 

FLYING MEDICAL SERVICE. 
Pilots—Mr. A. Chadwick, Mr. W. Bed- Pharmacist—Miss E. M. Page. 

Wireless Control Station ford, Mr. G. Job. 
Doctors—Dr. F. Gibson, O.B.E., Dr. M. 

Mueller, Dr. J. Upsdell. Control Officer—Mr. G. Cameron. 
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MUNGINDI No. 1. 

The O.M.'s Letter 
The year 1955 will see the Silver Jubilee of the Mungindi Boys' 

Hostel. It was opened in 1930 and financed in a large measure by 
a gift from a friend of the Society. 

Miss E. M. Cheers became its first matron and remained in 
charge until 1950 when she transferred to Bowral Hostel. 

The Mungindi Hostel housed both boys and girls until 1946 
when B.C.A. was able to purchase a property on the opposite side 
of the street, which is now the Girls' Hostel, leaving the original 
building for the exclusive use of the boys. Mr. and Mrs. Hustler 
are in charge of the boys and Miss M. Fa r r looks after the girls. 

In recent years the work in South Australia, especially the 
Flying Medical Service, has absorbed much of our efforts both 
physical and financial, and the hostels at Bowral and Por t Lincoln 
have required the expenditure of large sums of money for their 
improvement and enlargement. This has meant that the hostels 
at Mungindi have not received the attention they merit. The occa-
sion of the Silver Jubilee seems a good t ime to do what is neces-
sary and bring them up to date. 

Urgent needs are furnishings, floor coverings, bed-l inen and 
crockery for both hostels, and the installation of modern cooking 
stoves. Additional facilities are called for in both boys' and girls' 
hostels which will require alteration and additions to buildings. 
In all, the cost will approach £2,000. Can we do this over and 
above our normal commitments, in order to mark the first twen ty-
five years ' service of one of B.C.A.'s most useful ministries? 
If you would like to help, will you send a gift to Mungindi Hostel 
Jubilee Fund? 

The Boys' Hostel, Opened 1930. 
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The Society is in urgent need of nurses. We have suffered 
unexpected losses in recent months and have new work coming 
on. We need Christian nurses who realise that there are particular 
tasks that only Christians can do and if they do not do them 
they are left undone. 

We also need one or two as untrained helpers in hospitals 
who by carrying out certain duties relieve the trained staffs. 

Two cook-housekeepers are also required without delay. 
Can you do any of these jobs for the Kingdom of God? 

The First Portable 
I'm two hundred miles from my base at Ceduna and on my 

way to Cook and the Trans-line. As I have been given the first 
B.C.A. portable transceiver to try out in the hope that it will 
prove a successful means of communication between those of us 
who have to journey out into the solitary places and our head-
quarters at Ceduna, I began to make my call to Mr. Cameron, who 
would be listening for me at this time. 

Hopefully I called '9.T.H. calling V.K.B.' and repeated the 
call-sign three or four times over. To my great relief the voice 
came through the speaker informing me that I had been clearly 
heard at- the Control Station two hundred miles away. I was then 
able to pass on my location and to inform Mr. Cameron that I 
was travelling on schedule and would arrive at Cook on time and 
call him again. 

It is planned to fit portable receivers in the vehicles of the 
B.C.A. missioners in this and nearby areas. They will be a big 
boon when we are far from home and if at any time we are in 
trouble through breakdowns will save us long walks and much time. 

While I was making the test with the portable, the station 
manager stood close by me and showed great interest, and after-
wards he enthusiastically told me that such a set would be of 
great value on the station.—T.H. 

The Padio Control Station 
The usefulness and scope of the B.C.A. Radio Control Station 

at Ceduna has been increased by the granting by the P.M.G.'s Dept. 
of a Small Boats' Licence. 

This means that upwards of thirty fishing boats based on The-
venard and Streaky Bay will be able to fit themselves with trans-
ceiver equipment to establish direct and continuous contact with 
the shore station operated by Mr. Cameron. It will save the fisher-
men much time in the transfer of their hauls to the freezing works 
and provide them with an important safety measure in times of 
distress. 

A new frequency channel has been provided for this purpose 
and special equipment designed by Mr. Cameron has been installed. 
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MUNGINDI No. 2. 

The Girls' Hostel, Opened 1946. 

Mungindi 
Mungindi, with its musical name, is to be found on the northern 

boundary of New South Wales, and though it cannot be classed as 
a big town, some small portion of it overflows into Queensland. 

The inhabitant swelter in temperatiures well over the hundred 
in the summer months, and then sometimes have to don their 
thickest overcoats to protect them from a biting westerly. For 
month on month they often gaze on parched and sun-baked plains 
and then, when the rains do come, go out and slither and sink in 
unbelievable slimy and glutinous black mud. The black soil, when 
wet, has to be seen, or rather experienced, to be believed. It is 
the most affectionately clinging type of soil to be found anywhere 
on earth. To go out into it in shoes at such times is disastrous. It 
just wrenches them off your feet. In times of long drought, the black 
soil contracts so greatly as to open up immense fissures in the 
earth, and the traveller needs to walk warily, if he should venture 
off the roadway. 

Because the town is in two States, there is some overlapping. 
Two police stations are to be found, and two schools. It is even 
said that the kangaroos migrate from State to State as the author-
ities declare contradicting open seasons. Hotels provide opportunity 
of comparison of the peculiarities of inter-state licensing regulations. 
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As one might expect, the people of this district have developed 
a philosophy of their own, and have learned to take everything as 
it comes. They seem to bear the trials of the very worst seasons 
with the same easy optimism that they encounter the bountiful 
seasons when ' the desert blossoms as the rose'. Perhaps, this is 
the best type of philosophy for those who live in the not too easy 
places of the land. Otherwise one would never get past the bad 
years. 

The town and district of Mungindi has long associations with 
the work of the B.C.A. We began there in 1927. The district had 
been without 'benefit of clergy' for ten months, when the bishop 
asked the Society to take the area over. The first task of the 
B.C.A. padre and his wife was to clean the cobwebs out of the 
Church, to say nothing of the accumulation of many months of 
dust. Then in 1930 we began our first hostel there. 

The first B.C.A. padre at Mungindi soon realised that though 
there were two schools in the township, there were many children 
in his district unable to make use of them. If some means could be 
found for bringing the children into the town the difficulty would 
be solved. He brought his problem to the then Organising Mis-
sioner of the Bush Church Society, who publicised the need. As a 
result a friend of the Society gave a very handsome gift towards 
the purchase or building of a suitable home to be used as a hostel. 
Others added to the original donation and very soon a considerable 
sum was in hand. 

The decision taken was to build ra ther than purchase, and in 
1930 the original Mungindi Hostel of B.C.A. was opened. It is a 
roomy place built in Queensland fashion on high piles. This helps 
very considerably to keep the house cool in the hot weather . For 
a number of years, both boys and girls were received at the hostel, 
the boys using the long verandah on one side of the house as a 
dormitory, the girls the other. 

In 1946 a house on the other side of the road and directly op -
posite the hostel became available for purchase. We had long 
thought that it would be much bet ter to have two separate bui ld-
ings if the possibility ever eventuated. Our friends, perhaps you 
were some of them, soon subscribed the amount needed, and the 
house was purchased. Some alterations have been done since then. 
Verandahs have been added and enclosed and concrete paths laid 
down. If you should go to Mungindi to-day you will find these 
hostels facing one another in friendly competition. 

The children attend the local school. Their at tendance there 
directly benefits the town children, for their number added to a 
small town school immediately puts the school in a higher depar t -
mental grade, and another teacher is added to the staff. This makes 
for greater advantages for everybody. 

You will have realised that both the hostels at Mungindi were 
made possible by people whom I have called friends of the B.C.A. 
Please remember that they are people like you. Indeed, some of 
them were and are of your number . There is a lot still to be done. 
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CANN RIVER No. 1. 

Miss Reece at the door of her tent. 

Cann River Remembers 
Twenty-nine years ago a very gracious lady came out from 

England and made a request of the then Organising Missioner of 
the B.C.A. that he would find her a place in the bush where she 
could live and day by day help the women in the bush. 

The O.M. sent her to Cann River, the hear t of the Croajingalong 
Mission of B.C.A. The lady's name was Miss E. M. Reece and 
although she was by no means young and a complete s tranger to 
Australian bush life, she lived for many months in a tent in the 
hear t of the great forests of East Gippsland. Later she acquired 
a small split-paling house. 

Miss Reece made it her business to get to know all the women 
who lived in the Cann River area and to do this she visited them 
constantly and regularly. She travelled about the mountains by 
walking, r iding a bike or on horseback and soon became a legend 
in her own lifetime. 

She was a woman much beloved for the graciousness of he r 
character, and unfailing devotion to the women and children of 
the forests. 
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CANN RIVER No. 2. 

The lovely Church of St. John. 

Miss Reece financed from her own resources the building of 
Cann River's lovely little Church of St. John, as a memorial to 
her mother and sister. The church stands today also as a memorial 
to a great and lovely Christian character who passed on to her 
Lord when the little English home to which she had retired suffered 
a direct hit during an air-raid. But Miss Reece lives on in the 
hearts of many who remember her and her gracious ministry. 

Recently at Cann River memories of Miss Reece's ministry were 
revived at the services and celebrations held to commemorate the 
dedication of the church she gave to the people of the district. 

The Bishop of Gippsland together with many who had been 
residents of the district in years gone by, came to Cann River for 
the week-end of special services. Amongst them was the Rev. 
W. I. Fleming, now Vicar of Bentleigh, Victoria, who immediately 
after arriving in Australia from Lancashire was given a motor-
cycle by the Organising Missioner, the Rev. S. J. Kirkby, and sent 
from Sydney to join Miss Reece in her B.C.A. ministry over the 
border of N.S.W. Mr. Fleming had never ridden a motor-cycle 
before, but Providence looked after him and although he had his 
spills, he arrived in one piece. 

The celebrations at Cann River started with a large tea-party 
and ended with a service of thanksgiving at which the Victorian 
Secretary of B.C.A., the Rev. E. G. Beavan, preached. 
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On Saturday, July 31st, at St. Stephen's Church, Lidcombe, 
Sister Joyce Payne was married to Mr. Alexander Milroy, by the 
Organising Missioner. Mr. and Mrs. Milroy are to live at Spring-
wood, N.S.W., and we exfend to them our sincere wishes for a 
long and happy life together. 

It has been good to see Miss Esme Page of the Chemist's Shop 
at Ceduna, and Sister Ivy Gwynne of the Dispensary, Cann River, 
while they were on holiday in Sydney recently. We are glad to 
know that both of them have gone back to their work feeling re-
freshed for the break. 

We offer congratulations to Mr. and Mrs. George Cameron on 
the birth of their second daughter, at Ceduna Hospital. Another 
B.C.A. nurse of the future? 

B.C.A. offers its grateful thanks to the anonymous donor of the 
amount of £250 sent to the Society through the Rev. F. H. B. 
Dillon of St. Clement's, Mosman. 

Our friends will be glad to know that the tiny premature baby 
whose photograph appeared in the last issue of the 'Real Australian' 
has now been discharged from hospital weighing over five pounds. 

The Missionary Fete held by St. Luke's, Mosman, was a very 
good success though held on a rainy day. The total receipts were 
over £220 of which half is to be given to the medical work of the 
B.C.A. Such worthwhile efforts by our friends enable us to meet 
the ever-increasing financial commitments of the growing work of 
B.C.A. 

Elsewhere in this issue appears an Adelaide newspaper's account 
of the building of the new church at Ceduna. Mr. Hayman and his 
band of workers have done a truly magnificent job and deserve all 
the help that our friends can give them in the completion of their 
task. They need gifts towards the furnishings of the new church 
and the B.C.A. offices in Sydney and Melbourne will be glad to 
receive any help towards the cost no matter how small the amount 
may be. {) 
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The Rev. G. Garner has resigned from the Cann River Mission 
as from August 31st after three years ' service there. We wish him 
every blessing on entering his new work in Melbourne. Unfor-
tunately the B.C.A. has nobody available at the moment to replace 
Mr. Garner, which means that, with the Beech Forest Mission, we 
have two vacancies in our mission areas. The prayers of all our 
friends are desired that these vacancies will not continue unduly 
long. 

We are glad to be able to announce that gifts of £250, £100 
and £25 have been given by friends of the Society to supply equip-
ment and furnishings for the Tarcoola Hospital as memorials to 
relatives of the donors. These generous gifts have greatly e n -
couraged the local people and are a very big help in the task 
of equipping the new building. We commend the thought to other 
of our friends. 

CANN RIVER No. 3. 

Sister Gwynne and the Dispensary. 

SEND A DONATION TO 
B.C.A. — NOW !! 
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From The Bush Padres 
Radio Session 

"How long have you lived up he re?" I asked the man facing 
me — "Oh, about 32 years ago I came here — I left Mum and 
the two youngsters in town 500 miles away and came here to 
build a house for them. There was no road, well, not wha t you'd 
call a road, just a t rack and I thought I'd never get here. I 
camped for the first year until the house was built. I did the job 
myself out of the Pine logs I felled to clear my first paddock. 
Yes they were hard days but I got through somehow or other." 

Well, now where are we? Why, of course, out in the scrub 
with the Bush Padre . All day long I had bounced and bumped 
over rough tracks visiting a very scattered congregation. The 
more settled parts seemed to be par t of another far distant world. 
Good, roads were a dream of days gone by for here there were 
only the bush tracks. The dust from the track permeated every 
par t of my clothing and body so it was hard to tell the original 
colour of my skin or shirt. 

The flies, too, had been bad that day as evidenced when 
having a cup of tea in a lonely home. It intrigued me to see two 
table-cloths brought out — but very soon I realised why the two. 
One was for the plates to repose upon, the other to shelter the 
crockery and eatables from the flies. So that afternoon we had 
tea from beneath a canopy as it were. 

The track through the stunted scrub wound in and out like a 
never ending snake. Twisting and turning the steering wheel 
certainly broke the monotony and kept me ever on the alert. 

But what of the hardy pioneers who had no track to follow 
and no assurance of water for man and beast? The very same-
ness of the countryside could lead many astray and the absence of 
landmarks could make travelling hazardous for the unwary traveller. 

There was no telephone track to mark the way — n o pipeline 
to show the water supply — just an occasional tank at the side of 
the t rack to mark the passage of man. 

Suddenly the scrub gave way to a scattered clump of trees and 
a gate brought me to a stop. I turned into the paddock and made 
my way up a steep hill and from the crest of it had a view of 
rolling plains. I drove through a crop which was bravely fighting 
against a hot nor th-wester ly wind. Around a bend in the track a 
heap of drift sand awaited the unsuspecting traveller — but this 
was a familiar t rack to me. The van was slipped into a lower gear 
and with steady roar from the engine I plunged into the sand to 
bounce safely over this hazard. 

A clump of pine trees came closer and I turned into the home 
track and came to rest outside the pine log house. I was greeted 
by the man whose conversation opened this broadcast. 

Inside the house I found it hard to see for a few moments 
because there was only one tiny window. The doors were care-
fully closed and that at least kept out some of the hot wind even 
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if it did cut off some of the air. The galvanised iron roof left gaps 
at the top of the walls and through these the flies made an easy-
entrance. Here again I noticed that everything was carefully 
covered. But even then it was hard to avoid swallowing one or 
two of the persistent visitors. 

That night after tea we yarned before I conducted the service. 
It was good to hear the old bushman relate his early experiences. 
The past lived again and no great stretch of imagination was needed 
to visualise the surroundings of those days. We sat in the room 
built over 30 years before out of the pine trees felled to make 
way for the shack. Side by side they stood making a simple yet 
effective wall. The floor was covered with a faded lino but under-
neath it was the rubble and earth put down so many years before. 

"Many a night I've sat and waited for the water train," said 
my host. "Yes, I'd harness up a team to drag the dray and load up 
two iron tanks which held 400 gallons each. Then off I'd go 18 
miles to the railway siding. The water came 175 miles by train 
— when the water bins left they were full but when we got them 
they'd lost a lot of it. What hadn't splashed out just leaked out of 
the rust holes. 

"It was pretty tough on Mum when at last she came to our 
shack. No school for the youngsters — cows to milk, — pigs and 
fowls to feed — cooking over a fuel stove with the temperature 
often enough over the century. It was no fun but we made out 
somehow or other." 

I looked at my host and marvelled at the great courage of 
men and women who had gone out into the unknown. Here was 
a son of the bush and what joy it was to minister to the lonely 
family. 

Instead of talking all the time I used my film-strip projector 
to great effect. The Bible was made to come alive with the film 
to illustrate the sermon and a message was given. 

The Bush Padre certainly gets to know his people in a very 
intimate way. He knows what the dust storms can do — what 
despair can blacken a man's life when he sees all his efforts going 
for nothing in a drought. They need every encouragement we 
can give, after all the Christian faith is not only for those who 
live in settled parts. 

It is to the Bush Church Aid Society that many folks like 
those we have visited today turn when they are sick — or need 
a Christian home while their children go to school or look for a 
little more interest in their welfare both spiritually and bodily. 

Men and women work in bush hospitals and with the B.C.A. 
Flying Medical Services, Matrons and Wardens look after children 
in Hostels; Bush Padres and Deaconesses work in lonely and re-
mote missions; men and women look after Sunday School lessons 
for far distant children. Everyone does it because of a desire to 
show Christian love for their fellows in the putback. —J.R.G. 

Hall Dedicated at Timboon 
On Monday, 12th July, the Bishop of Ballarat officially opened 

and dedicated a church hall at Timboon in the presence of a large 
congregation which included several former vicars and parishioners. 

As the afternoon was such a perfect one the service was held 
in the sunshine outside the hall and afterwards the ladies of the 
parish provided afternoon tea for the visitors. 

The Vicar, The Reverend P. R. Cooke, welcomed the visitors 
and thanked the Bishop for visiting the parish for the dedication 
service. The Victorian Secretary of B.C.A. and former Vicar of 
Timboon, the Reverend E. G. Beavan, said "the age of miracles is 
not yet over" — no one ever expected Timboon to get a parish 
Rail for some years. Last March the hall, an old school building 
in excellent repair, literally materialised overnight. Within a week 
of hearing of the sale of the building it was on the church block, 
and now stands behind the Parish Church and will form an impor-
tant link in the social life of the parish. The hall originally cost 
£310, the removal cost £111, and altogether including repairs, 
painting, a new heater, new forms, etc., the total cost will be about 
£800. To build a new hall today would cost between £1,500 and 
£2,000 at least. It is hoped that the debt of £400 will be paid 
off within five to seven years. 

In the evening the Bishop accompanied the Vicar to the Coorie-
mungle Prison Farm and took part in the service there. 

The Sale 
The Central Women's Auxiliary of N.S.W. launched out into 

the deep on Friday, August 6th, by holding their first full-scale 
Sale, in the Chapter House of St. Andrew's Cathedral. It proved 
to be far more than a mere sale of goods and turned out to be one 
of the happiest afternoons held in the Chapter House for a long time. 

The stalls were attractive in appearance and even the Produce 
looked more like the exhibits of the Royal Show than a collection 
of vegetables. 

Everybody voted the afternoon tea sumptous and the large and 
varied collection on the Cake Stall disappeared almost before we 
could get Bishop Hilliard on the platform to perform the opening 
ceremony. Many of the attractive articles on the Pottery Stall could 
have been sold eight times over and Mrs. Greenwood is still ob-
taining stocks to supply all those orders she took on the day of the 
Sale. 

The platform was fitted by Mr. Greenwood as a theatrette in 
which at intervals during the afternoon he showed the well-known 
B.C.A. colour slides of the outback. 

About £270 was the financial result and the Auxiliary is 
already thinking in terms of next year when they hope to make it 
'bigger and better'. Our thanks are offered to all those who gave 
gifts to the Sale and helped in any way to make it successful. 
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THE BUILDER 
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The new St. Michael and All Angels' Church, Ceduna, which is 
a replacement of the wood and iron church built there 45 years 
ago, is now well on the way towards completion. 

The walls of the building are finished and ready for the roof. 
Built of cement bricks, it is hoped that the church will be 

completed by December. 
The 28,000 bricks involved were made by members of the church 

in voluntary labour efforts, and much of the manual work has been 
done by the Ceduna Anglican clergyman, Rev. T. J . Hayman, of 
the Far West Mission of the Bush Church Aid Society. 

Rev. T. Hayman and his assistant, Rev. I. E. A. Booth, spend all 
their spare time on the new building. 

Although a bricklayer has been employed, the clergymen and 
helpers have been the bricklayer 's labourers for the erection of 
the walls. • , - , . C A 

The church—68ft. by 30ft.—was designed to accommodate 150. 
At present there are sufficient pews to accommodate 50 people. 

Mr. Snodgrass, of Sydney, who is Rev. T. Hayman's fa ther - in-
law, and a cement worker by trade, has been spending a prolonged 
holiday in Ceduna. He has given much technical assistance and 
has been overseer on the building. 

The demolition of the old church has been carried out as the 
new building has been erected, and much of the t imber work, such 
as windows and doors, from the old building, has been used in 

The task of raising finance for the new church was commenced 
four years ago, and Rev. T. Hayman made the first bricks for the 
building last November. 

GIFTS . • , 
Two new windows have already been donated, one of which 

is stained glass and of the "Good Shepherd". Donations also i n -
clude a pew and cash toward the purchase of a second, the centre 
carpet and the paint for the woodwork of the s tructure. 

The porch tower with its unique cross built in is a thanks-
giving token to the medical staff of the B.C.A past and present 

The cross will stand out particularly at night when the front 
of the church is illuminated with floodlights. 

Pine trees form an avenue either side of the tront path. 

REMEMBER THE B.C.A 
BUSH PADRE BROADCASTS— 

2GB EVERY FRIDAY at 11 a.m. 
2CH ALTERNATE SUNDAYS at 6 p.m. 
2KA ALTERNATE WEDNESDAYS at 4.30 p.m. 

Good Progress on Cedunas 
New Anglican Church 
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The Ministry of Women 
There is a cheerful log fire burning in the living-room of the 

padre's home in the bush on the edge of the forest. The padre's 
wife has six girls sitting comfortably in a circle around her: the 
girls are from the village a short half-mile down the road. It is 
literally a sewing circle, for each girl has some article that she 
is making, and the padre's wife is teaching them the art of some-
thing more than plain sewing. The padre is doing his best to get 
something together for the week-end sermons. Outside is a white 
blanket of fog through which the trees of the forest take on fan-
tastic shapes. 

There comes a knock at the door and the padre wonders who 
should want to see him so urgently as to come out on a night like 
this. At the door is a lad of fourteen; much agitated, he blurts 
out: "Will you come to mother, sir. She is alone, except for us 
boys and something has upset her". 

The lad had no idea what was the matter with his mother, and 
said that he did not think that she was sick. The padre talked to 
his wife and they came to the conclusion that it might be wise 
for her to go along with him. They would drop the girls at the 
village on the way to the lad's home. 

The little house stood in a small clearing in the forest. It was 
built of sawn, unpainted timber and had no loveliness whatever. 
Such places are simply buildings in which the men and children 
sleep and eat — and the women work the daily round. 

The padre entered the tiny kitchen, and was immediately 
thankful that he had brought his wife. The woman sat with her 
head on her arms, sprawled on the table and sobbing violently. 
Three other boys sat glumly on the edge of their chairs quite un-
able to know what to do to help their mother. 

The padre collected the boys and took them into another room, 
while his wife tried to comfort the mother. The sound of a sym-
pathetic 'other woman's' voice had its effect, and the sobs began to 
subside. The padre's wife said very little, simply holding the woman 
to her until she had regained some control of herself. In half-an-
hour the mother was sufficiently recovered to be able to tell the 
story. It was such that is not uncommonly met with in lonely 
places, especially in the tall timber and the dense forest country. 

Twelve years before the woman had come from the city as a 
bride, full of enthusiasm, full of optimism, full of ambition for 
herself and husband. 

They had taken up a virgin block in the big timber. They 
were going to clear a hundred acres, plant an orchard and run 
twenty cows. It all sounded so simple, when they began. The 
saw-mill cut up their first tree felled, to build the house. A kitchen, 
a living-room and bedroom. Later they would add to it and im-
prove it. They worked hard for that was almost all their capital. 
The children began to come along, and mother wasn't able to help 
outside so much and the expenses of a family were greater than 
they had estimated. 

j Father did as much of the clearing as one man could do, but 
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MUNGINDI No. 3. 

some of the trees were too big for him. The cost of clearing be-
came much greater than they had bargained for. There wasn't a 
great deal for anything more than the bare necessities of living. 

Eventually, the orchard was planted and started to yield good 
crops. Then they learned that the economics of marketing are a 
mystery that no man can fathom. Apples were dear in the shops 
in the towns, but they could get very little for them. 

To make matters worse father's health began to fail. He had 
tried to do too much by himself; he had not been getting sufficient 
nourishment. Mother began to worry for him and to do more of 
the tasks herself. The house was ten miles from the nearest neigh-
bour and she saw very little of other women. The loneliness began 
to eat into her. 

A week before she had prevailed upon her husband to go to 
the doctor in the township forty miles away, for each day increased 
her fear for him. He had gone off reluctantly, and had been im-
mediately put in bed in the local hospital for observation and 
examination. 

That day the news had come to the mother. Her husband was 
in an advanced state of tuberculosis, and must never return to the 
dripping forest again. _"•: 

The news had broken her, and the loneliness had engulfed her. 
There was little that the padre or his wife could do that night, 
though later they did much to help in the re-adjustment that fol-

It is in this field that the missioner's wife can and often does 
do much. Simply by making friends with the womenfolk and 
offering her sympathy and interest whenever the opportunity comes. 

Friendship costs nothing, except the effort of offering it. Yet it 
can bring so much that is good and worth-while. 

Boys at Mungindi Hostel. 
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The School Bus 
"You want a lift into town? Yes, you can come on the school 

bus, but it leaves at seven in the morning!" 

The morning was cold and raining as the bus wound in and out 
among the trees of the forest. It swayed from side to side, and 
the rough road caused the three passengers to bump up and down. 

We pulled up at a clearing beside a sawmill, where a t rack 
led down the hill. A log across a stream served as a bridge to 
a house beyond and from the house two children raced towards 
us. With great agility they ran across the log, then with a cheerful 
"Good morning" to the driver bounded into the bus. 

From there we went out into the open dairy-farming country. 
It seemed to me we pulled up every mile or so, sometimes for 
one child and at others for a group coming from farmhouses lying 
back from the road. The scenery was beautiful in this dai ry-
farming country with its undulating hills and swift-flowing streams; 
this alone could have made the twenty-five mile tr ip an interesting 
one, but with so many of the "citizens of to-morrow" boarding the 
bus a little mild child-study seemed more appropriate. 

Some of these youngsters were bright and eager to greet the 
bus driver with a cheery "Good morning", while others seemed 
reserved and climbed aboard with not a word, as if life was indeed 
a serious matter; some were well clad and protected from cold and 
rain, others had only light knitted cardigans, while a few had no 
shoes on their feet. Some country children do certainly grow up 
to be hardy! 

We stopped again and the bus was deserted—no, we were not 
a t the school. There was only one house in sight and it was well 
back from the road. This happened to be a Post Office, so while the 
bus driver went up to collect the mailbag, the children made the 
most of the time to hop out and have a game of catches with a ball. 

All scrambled on board again and off we went. A few more 
stops and no seats were left—it was a case of "stacks on the mill" 
—with so many children standing there seemed to be little floor 
space left. At the next stop a mother put a small five-year-old 
boy on the step: he was too small to stand but there was nowhere 
to sit. He clutched in one hand a case containing his lunch and 
in the other a teddy bear. He was lifted on the lap of a big 
teenage lad to the latter 's embarrassment for there was much 
amusement and comment from his companions. However, the small 
boy was as unconcerned as if seated on his mother 's lap. 

At a road junction there was a wait for a small bus coming 
from another direction, so once again a number of children hopped 
out and continued their ball game. At last the little bus came and 
added another five children to our crowded bus. Somehow all . 
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managed to pile in and off we went for the last few miles to the 
town. There, with cheery comments exchanged by children and 
driver, they all scurried off to their day's work. 

Such journeys are a common experience to many of the country 
children. Our Mail Bag Sunday School mothers often wri te and 
tell us of the long trips their children make to and from school. 
A few of the youngsters in the particular bus described were Mail 
Bag Sunday School pupils, so it was interesting to meet them. 

What a valuable contribution drivers of school buses make 
to the wellbeing of the country people, and what good friends 
they can be to the community. One particular driver makes events 
in the fives of the people his concern. He shows a genuine interest 
and willingness to help by picking up and delivering parcels as 
well as verbal messages along the way. He cares, too, for the small 
children, seeing that they are safely seated, and uses his overhead 
rear-view mirror not only to see the road behind, but also to 
keep a check on any skylarking youngsters. 

Flowers for the teacher are traditional but what a t r ibute 
it was, and how pleased the bus driver seemed, when a small girl 
slipped a pink rose into the hatband of his extremely battered 
old hat! 

An outback school. 


