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The Organising Missioneds Letter 
With the ending of another year one cannot help but look back 

over the twelve months and marvel at what has been made possible 
by Almighty God. 

We can t ruly say that the year 1957 has been the biggest year 
in the history of the Society in the magnitude of the things that 
have been accomplished and others that have been put well on the 
way to that desirable state. 

As our friends know, we began the year with what many of us 
considered would be a sufficiently big task in itself, the rehabil i ta-
tion of the work of the church in the Diocese of the North West. 

To this end B.C.A. contracted to send two priest-missioners, 
one to Por t Hedland and the other to Mount Magnet. This we 
were able to do in March last. 

In order that both the men should be able to get into the work 
of the missions as soon as possible, it was necessary to purchase 
vehicles for them. To do this required £2,500. 

As there had been no resident clergy in either place for a great 
many years, no homes were available for the men and their families. 
To rectify this deficiency B.C.A. purchased a house at Por t Hedland 
for the sum of £3,000 and have built another at Mount Magnet for 
£4,300. 

These expenses, together with travelling costs and transportation 
charges have amounted to almost the £12,000 that I gave as an 
estimate of the amount required. Towards this sum we have 
received £8,000 at the time of writing, and I hope that the balance 
will be forthcoming very soon. 

I have visited both the Rev. C. W. Rich at Mount Magnet and 
the Rev. D. Douglass at Por t Hedland and can say emphatically 
that they are doing a splendid job in a very difficult country. The 
wives of both have shown great courage and I feel that the 
graciousness and friendship both these women have brought to their 
new sphere cannot bu t leave an indelible mark on the lives of the 
adults and children in both these new missions. Please continue 
to pray for them and as you are able send a little to support them. 

During the year it became obvious that bet ter housing must be 
provided for both our air pilots at Ceduna. This necessitated 
building one new home and buying another. The sum of £6,000 
had to be found for this purpose. You will rejoice with me to know 
that this has been done. 

We began the Radio School in our existing studio with the 
reservation that if it turned out the success we hoped it would be, 
another studio would be provided for the teacher to work in. 

The school has been an outstanding success and is growing by 
leaps and bounds. We have, therefore, converted our workroom into 
a studio for the school and built another separate building for the 
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technicians to work in. This ran into something over £600, but it 
was money well spent. 

For over thir ty years the headquar ters of the B.C.A. have been 
two small rooms in the Church House of St. Andrew's Cathedral . 
They are totally inadequate for our staff, and the staff we are able 
to accommodate in them is very inadequate in numbers . It has 
been only through the devotion of the office staff to B.C.A. interests 
that we have been able to carry out the work with what efficiency 
has been possible. 

We have long been aware that the staff ought to be added to so 
that a greater degree of efficiency could be attained and the office 
look less like a warehouse. 

Some of our friends may wonder if so large an expense as 
£32,500 is a justifiable expenditure for office space for B.C.A. for 
that is the amount that the new building has cost us. 

We have had notice to quit our present offices in Church House 
because the diocese finds itself short of space for its own administra-
tion. It is quite impossible to get rented space without paying huge 
premiums as well as high rent, and even if we did this we would 
be paying out money without possessing any tangible asset. 

The building in Bathurs t Street will enable us to have more and 
better office space; it will also enable the Mail-Bag Sunday School, 
which also has had notice to quit the present office, to be with 
us under the one roof, and we will also be able to have what we 
have every reason to hope will be a profitable city Gift Shop. 

I think that our friends will agree that under all the circum-
stances we have made a wise step forward. 

For some time we have known that the Dept. of Civil Aviation 
have been considering tightening up the requirements for safety 
in the field of Flying Medical Services. One of the requirements 
will most likely be more modern twin-engined aircraft. 

When the Organising Missioner learned that the Zinc Corpora-
tion was likely to sell their Lockheed V.I.P. Aircraft he approached 
them and asked that they make it available to the B.C.A. for a sum 
equal to the price that would have to be paid for the cheapest single 
engined aircraft. 

In view of the na ture of our work the Corporation have sold the 
machine to us at the suggested price of £8,000. This means that we 
now have the most up- to-da te machine possible for the purpose. 

It will be appreciated by our friends that, judged from the point 
of view of financial expenditure, B.C.A. has during 1957 faced up 
to a very big programme. It needs to be remembered that all these 
things assist us to make the whole of our work more efficient and 
effective. 

Recently, I had the joy of visiting the Rev. Bill Warbur ton at 
Tarraleah in the Great Lakes District of Tasmania. Two and a half 
years ago Mr. Warburton became the B.C.A.'s first missioner to the 
Hydro-Electr ic Camps in the centre of the island. 
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I came away very happy about the job that Bill has done in 
so short a time. Everywhere I found a vigorous church life and it 
was indeed a joy to preach at the services that we had in the we lL 
built and beautiful new church at Tarraleah and the refurnished 
chapels at Wyantinah and Bronte Park . 

At the end of the year we say 'Goodbye' to the Rev. Alun Pugh 
and his wife and family. Alun has been appointed to the parish of 
Edwardstown in the Diocese of Adelaide. He has been with us for 
fifteen years, first at Cummins and later at Cowell-Cleve. 

In all his work Alun has been a faithful pastor to his people 
and we shall miss him as one of our valued field workers. We wish 
him and his family a happy and fruitful ministry at Edwardstown. 

Finally, I would again ask all our friends to pray earnestly for 
the supply of workers that we need in our work. Especially for 
two doctors and more nurses that are urgently required. Also for 
more missioners who will soon be needed to fill vacant posts. 

PRAY FOR B.C.A. 
SERVE IN B.C.A. 

GIVE TO B.C.A. 

On Feeling Rather Raw 
Rev. T. V. Jones 

"Do always what you believe right, Brother, and if that is 
wrong, repent of it afterwards." In one of his plays Laurence 
Housman pu t these words into the mouth of a monk. They were 
applicable to the play and were more so to me during my first tr ip 
on the Trans-continental Railway line visiting the people there. 
Any pre-conceived ideas of what I ought to do often had to be 
dismissed as constantly I found myself confronted with new situations, 
new people, and a new way of life. 

Beginning with the more material things; living in a moving 
train required much adjustment on my part . The law of gravity 
states that any article dropped will travel towards the earth 's 
centre, but it makes no allowances for sideways movement of trains. 
Looking for a torch in ut ter darkness, therefore, is not the simple 
mat ter of stooping and feeling, it almost means a total search of 
the carriage. However, these things were all in good fun, provided 
that one was not tired. 

It is one thing to be warned that the languages of the line 
people are many, and quite a different thing to move among those 
who don't really understand you at all, though in kindness they 
t ry to make out that they do. 

I did not count the number of nationalities represented there, 
and no doubt you would find it interesting too. The number of 
Australians was low, just a few English folk, two or three Dutch 
families, many Italians, Greeks and Germans, some Poles, Austrians, 
Hungarians, Yugo Slavs, and one character I must not forget from 
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Southern Ireland; though he was the only one, he represented his 
country adequately. 

Naturally, I was not fully prepared for the trip, even though 
Mr. Hayman, who had ministered in these parts before, had warned 
me. Most of these New Australians were very 'new', and therefore 
did not know our language at all. Would you earnestly pray about 
this situation, that despite this difficulty, in some way we may be 
able to have an effective ministry among these people. Gospels in 
their own language are a real help, but if you can speak two or 
three of the languages I have mentioned, then you are the person 
whom we need for these people. 

Customs are interesting too. For example, when we see visitors 
to the door after they have spent an evening with us we open it 
for them. Not so with some of the continental people. I learnt that 
I must open the door to go if I was their guest. It would be an 
insult for them to do it for me when I left their home. 

The rewarding thing about these trips is the opportunity that 
exists to help in difficulties; a family difficulty, something concern-
ing work or the children and their education. These things often 
lead to their greatest need of the Lord Jesus Christ in their lives. 
How thankful we must be for the privilege of Christian fellowship 
that is ours in a suburban church and its organisations. 

There is an unwritten law out here that even if the track is 
under water you simply do not try to detour in your car onto 
ground that appears better. Well, though I knew about this, I did 
detour and it cost me two and a half hours of digging. Please don't 
get bogged down in your prayers for the work of the Ceduna and 
Penong Missions. 

Trie Primates Visit 
Our last minute preparations for the visit of the Archbishop 

and Mrs. Mowll took rather a difficult turn on the Friday morning 
when one of our parishioners from Wiluna landed at the back door 
looking rather sorry for himself. He, his wife and three children 
were on their way through to Perth and had the misfortune to 
turn their car over 20 miles up the track. They escaped injury 
but the car was rather a mess. I went up to collect the family 
whilst the chap in question went off to make arrangements to have 
the car towed in. We had the mother and children here all day 
with Joan supplying cups of tea, etc., and I gave a hand with 
making the car road-worthy. 

The Archbishop and Mrs. Mowll, together with the Bishop of 
the North-west, arrived on the plane at 7.15 on Saturday morning. 
The Churchwardens and the Chairman and Secretary of the Magnet 
Road's Board (our Local Government) and I met them. 

Fortunately, their plane was running on time and had left 
Perth at 5.15 a.m.— it often is late and it can mean a long early 
morning wait in Perth as some of us know only too well. After a 
semi-breakfast I showed the Archbishop and Mrs. Mowll the "sights" 
of Mt. Magnet whilst Joan prepared to leave for the station where 
they were to stay. 
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Magnet affords particular problems in the way of accommodation. 
Most of the places here are small and only allow for the families 
who occupy them. The hotels are limited in their facilities and 
with their being open till 11 each night and with morning and 
afternoon "sessions" on Sundays, not the quietest of places. 

Mr. and Mrs. Leeds of Yoweragabbie Station, only 18 miles out, 
had offered to be host and hostess for the week-end. The station 
is one of the oldest and one of the biggest in our district. It was 
first settled about 85 years ago and has slowly been cut down till it 
now has 350,000 acres which runs 12,000 sheep. Joan and I had been 
invited out for the week-end too—an invitation we both greatly 
appreciated. 

After lunch we were glad to see His Grace rest for a while as 
his trip to the West had proved rather strenuous for him. I came 
back into town to see if I could be of value to the ladies, who were 
preparing supper for the evening function. Our real problem was 
that we had invited the whole town to a Public Meeting and had 
absolutely no idea how many would be coming. Still, in typical style, 
the ladies prepared a very adequate supper. 

Just as we were ready to leave Yoweragabbie we were treated 
to one of our few rain storms. Thirty-five points fell in about 
fifteen minutes and we had fears for the road on our trip in. We 
were slowed down considerably and arrived a bit late to find a 
goodly number of folk gathered. About 150 came along, mostly 
from Magnet but two cars came through from Cue and quite a 
few Station folk from even further out. 

The Archbishop was welcomed by various folk representing 
the Church, the Road's Board District, Magnet's Industry and 
Magnet's Pastoralists. A small presentation was made to Mrs. Mowll 
and the Archbishop's address was greeted with real interest. 

The rain had stopped by the time we left and the trip back was 
deprived of its usual kangaroo hazards because of the weather. We 
were all rather tired but very happy as the evening finished, again 
rather late. 

On Sunday morning His Grace preached at a Service we had 
arranged. The Bishop of the North-west read the lessons and I 
conducted the Service. About 50 folks came, including one carload 
from Yalgoo (78 miles South-west) and this made the Church quite 
full. We had a similar Service on the Sunday Evening to which 
about 40 came and both occasions were most inspiring. To those 
who are used to large gatherings wherever His Grace is present, 
the numbers may seem small, but to us where the numbers are, on 
most occasions to do with the Church, so pitiful, it was a very real 
thrill. Of course there were many folk who had said they would 
be there and weren't and many who should have been there, but 
all in all it was most encouraging. 

The plane back to Perth on Monday was running late and so 
we took the opportunity of showing Mrs. Mowll over the Hill 50 
gold mine whilst His Grace spent some time seeing parts of 
Yoweragabbie. I don't know whether Mr. Leeds gave His Grace 
any wool as a souvenir but Mrs. Mowll was thrilled when presented 
with a small piece of ore with the gold plainly visible. It was her 
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wish to go underground and so we went to the 1,050 foot level and 
she managed to tire both the Managing Director and me with her 
energetic explorations. We all met again in Magnet and proceeded 
to the plane in good time. 

Whilst here His Grace had asked me to go down to Per th 
with them for the Consecration of the Bishop of Bunbury the next 
day, and as I had decided to go, the Bishop of the North-west 
asked me to be his chaplain at the Service. 

The only way it was possible for me to go was to drive down 
after they had gone and so after doing one or two things to make 
Joan 's stay by herself without too many difficulties, I departed. The 
tr ip down took eight hours and it was a pret ty weary pilgrim who 
drove the last 75 miles through very heavy rain. It was a wonderful 
Service on the Tuesday and as I drove back on Wednesday I was 
conscious of the fact that it had been all very much worthwhile. 

Broken Hill 
L. Calder 

Since the beginning of the term we have been kept very busy 
with numerous cases of sickness. Over the three weeks we have 
had 18 boys in bed with influenza, tonsilitis or some other minor 
complaint. We had ten boys at once for two or three days this 
week, some of them needing medical attention. The number is 
down to eight today with no fresh cases so we hope the "wog" is 
retreat ing. Our own two boys have also had the Doctor for ea r -
t rouble and Mrs. Calder and I both have colds. 

Looking on the brighter side we are very thankful to God that 
our new dining-room cum recreation-room is no longer something 
on paper but almost a reality. 

We "moved in" several days ago and although there are many 
little odd jobs and the painting to do before completion, we are now 
enjoying the additional space and can see in a practical way just 
how necessary the extensions were. We look forward to getting the 
recreation par t of the new room into use with the warmth of the 
"Kosi" stove I managed to buy in good condition for £7/10/- . 

We know how much the boys will appreciate facilities for 
reading, writ ing and sitting, and somewhere to play their indoor 
games as well as having more room to do homework, hobbies, etc. 

The other functions of the Hostel continue along the same lines 
wi th 30 boys "at home". Three new boys came in at the beginning 
of the term and have settled down very well. The majority of 
these lads are a really nice type, one or two mischief-makers but 
nothing serious in the fun-making as a rule. All things considered, 
we get a lot of help and co-operation so we are fortunate in this 
respect. 

Our daily devotions and meditations, I hope and pray, are 
giving the boys food for thought. We get a lot of encouragement 
sometimes from the questions asked and answered and the interest 
taken in some of our illustrations and expression work. 
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We are grateful to Mrs. Coleman of Meadowbank, who recently 
held a Garden Par ty at her home, for the B.C.A. The result was 
£20 in cash and an attendance of 45 interested people. 

* * * 
Thank you, to the Clovelly Auxiliary for the splendid result of 

£153/8/8 for the year. 
* * * 

We extend our deepest sympathy to the relatives of Miss L. 
Cook. Miss Cook was one of our keen Pennant Hills supporters . 
The band of our stalwarts at Pennant Hills will be poorer for her 
passing. 

* # * 
Miss Williams of Pennant Hills has been a regular at tender at 

the Auxiliary meetings for many years. We offer her our con-
gratulations on attaining her 99th birthday. We hope that it will 
be 100 not out next year. 

Our thanks go to Mrs. Middleton of Thir lmere for the Evening 
she gave at her home for the B.C.A. The result was £12/7/5 and 
some more boxholders. 

* * * 
Congratulations to the Camerons at Ceduna on the bir th of 

Bosalind, their third daughter. 

Our thanks and congratulations to the Pennant Hills Auxil iary 
for the splendid Garden Par ty at Mrs. Shain's home, which resulted 
in the sum of £45. 

* * * 
We regret to announce the resignation of Dr. Charles Blower 

as one of our Medical Officers at Ceduna. Dr. Blower and his family 
left Ceduna at the end of November. 

We regret their going and w i s h them well on their re turn to 
Sydney. Unfortunately, the shortage of doctors will place a great 
burden on Dr. Mueller, for whom we ask the prayers of all our 
friends. 

The lack of Christian doctors for outback work is very dis-
couraging. Please make the need known wherever you can. 

We are grateful to Sister Haywood for re turning to our work at 
Wudinna for some months to enable the staff to take their holidays. 
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YOUR DAILY REMEMBRANCE 

1. The Rev. J. and Mrs. Stockdale and the Wilcannia Mission, 
N.S.W. 

2. The Rev. W. and Mrs. Warburton and the Tarraleah Mission, 
Tasmania. 

3. Mr. L. and Mrs. Calder and the boys of the Broken Hill Hostel, 
N.S.W. 

Sister I. Gwynne and the work of the Dispensary at Cann River, 
Victoria. 

4. The Rev. T. and Mrs. Morgan and the Beech Forest Mission, 
Victoria. 

5. The Rev. L. Luck and the Croajingalong Mission, Victoria. 

6. The Rev. G. and Mrs. Fuhrmeister and the Quorn Mission, S.A, 

7. The Rev. I. and Mrs. Booth and the Orroroo Mission, S.A. 

8. Mrs. V. Dodd, Miss D. Duver and the girls in Port Lincoln 
Hostel, S.A. 

9. Miss R. Campbell and all her helpers and scholars in the 
M.B.S.S. 

0. The Rev. A. and Mrs. Pugh and the Frankl in Harbour Mission, 
S.A. 

11. Mr. Bill Bedford and the patients he carries by air. 
The Staff and patients in the Wudinna Hospital, S.A. 

12. The Rev. A. and Mrs. Williams and the Minnipa Mission, S.A. 

13. The Rev. J. and Mrs. Smith and the parish of Streaky Bay, S.A. 

14. Mr. Brian Richards and the work at the Ceduna Pharmacy, S.A. 
Miss Jean Coulter and the Radio Schoolchildren. 

15. Mr. A. and Mrs. McLaughlin and the girls at Bowral Hostel, 
N.S.W. 

16. Miss M. Far r and the girls at Mungindi Hostel, N.S.W. 

j.7. Mr. G. and Mrs. Cameron and the staff at the Radio Base, 
Ceduna, S.A. 

18, Mr. A. and Mrs. Chadwick, Mr. M. and Mrs. Job, and the 
Flying Medical Services, S.A. 
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19. The Matron and Staff at Ceduna Hospital, S.A. 

20. Dr. C. and Mrs. Blower, Dr. M. Mueller and all medical services 
and patients. 

21. The Staff and Hospital Services at Cook and Tarcoola, S.A. 

22. The Rawlinna Nursing Home and Sister- in-Charge, W.A. 

23. Mr. S. and Mrs. Colefax and the boys at the Mungindi Hostel, 
N.S.W. 

24. The Rev. C. and Mrs. Rich and the Murchison Mission, W.A. 

25. The Rev. D. and Mrs. Douglass and the Port Hedland Mission, 
W.A. 

26. The Staff and Hospital Services at Penong, S.A. 

27. The Rev. T. V. and Mrs. Jones, the Rev. R. Brooks and the 
Ceduna Mission, S.A. 

28. The Rev. A. and Mrs. Gerlach and the Rappville Mission, N.S.W. 

29. All s tudents in training for outback ministries. 
The Rev. E. Beavan, the Victorian Committee and office staff. 

30. Canon T. Jones, the Rev. J. Greenwood, the office staff at 
Headquarters and the Council of the Society. 

Thanksgiving:— 
For the continued growth of the work of the Society. 

For the increase in support through prayer and giving. 

For the devotion and service of those who work in the many 
activities of B.C.A. 

For the work of Auxiliaries. 
For opportunities of service in new and old fields. 

PRAY FOR B.C.A. 

SERVE IN B.C.A. 

GIVE TO B.C.A. 
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AH Flights Are Not Routine 
G. M. Job 

It began as quite an ordinary trip. A stationhand had been 
badly burn t when the motor cycle he was riding caught fire some 
miles west of Coober Pedy opal fields, and was in urgent need of 
medical attention. 

The call came by radio from the postmaster at Coober Pedy 
and was received by our Control Station during the 2 p.m. medical 
session, which didn't leave much time for a re tu rn flight in daylight 
but the weather was good and provided that the take-off from 
Coober Pedy could be made before nightfall, there was no reason 
why the rest of the homeward journey should not be made in the 
dark. 

Preparat ion of the aircraft for flight, always an annoying bu t 
unavoidable delay when in a hurry , was rushed through as quickly 
as possible but on this occasion to little avail. Unfortunately, the 
one and only medical officer in Ceduna at this t ime had meanwhile 
been called to two urgent local cases which caused further delay, 
so it was with all speed that Dr. Margaret Taylor, Sister Marjorie 
Tarr and I finally departed in the Dragon aeroplane and set course 
for our nor thern destination. 

Before many miles had passed beneath our wings it became 
fairly obvious that the strong headwinds we were now encountering 
together with our late start would not permit us to reach Coober 
Pedy in daylight, let alone take off again with the patient before 
darkness overtook us. Two alternatives remained, either tu rn back 
to Ceduna and make a fresh start at first light in the morning or 
fly on in the daylight that remained to some likely place where my 
two passengers could arrange to be driven the rest of the distance 
overland. Plainly, the second choice offered the best chance of 
getting to the patient quickly. 

A short conference in the cockpit decided on a small settlement 
on the Trans-continental Railway as the most probable spot from 
which the services of a driver familiar with the road and wi th a 
suitable car, could be obtained. We had no real doubt that some 
public-spirited local resident would rise to the occasion for the 
remaining 180 miles of the trip. 

The sun was sinking close to the western horizon when our 
immediate goal appeared through the cockpit windscreen. As we 
circled prior to landing, my attention was attracted to quite a large 
assembly of cars a short distance from the township and with mild 
interest I judged that some function of importance was taking place, 
but any vague notions as to what it might be were soon dismissed 
from my mind, which was by this time fully occupied with the 
prospect of a crosswind landing on one of the only two landing 
strips. 

As the aircraft rolled to a stop after touchdown, we were 
regarded with a certain amount of detachment by the occupants of 
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a couple of vehicles which had drawn up on the strip. I climbed 
out and sought to explain our mission. 

"Is there someone here who would be able to drive the doctor 
and sister to Coober Pedy tonight?" I went on to give the reason 
for the request. 

This overture was not received with much enthusiasm but 
instead it was pointed out to me just how opportune our arrival 
nad been for "a jockey had fallen during the last race and would 
the doctor have a look at him and the horse as well?" 

The significance of the assembled cars was suddenly clear. We 
had arrived at this frontier of civilisation on the day of their annual 
races. It would have been difficult to pick a less expedient time for 
our proposal. 

We were all conducted to the scene of operations and the doctor 
obligingly attended to both injured horse and injured rider, neither 
of whose condition appeared very grave. The conversation then 
returned to the subject of Coober Pedy. No one seemed anxious to 
undertake the trip and I gained the impression that everyone was 
hoping someone else would do it. We really couldn't blame them. 
Whatever view might be taken of the function being held, for many 
of those present it was the only day out in the year and the prospect 
of a drive of nearly two hundred miles over outback roads in the 
dark is not an inviting one at any time. 

Someone helpfully pointed out to his companion that the victim 
of the accident to whom we wanted to go was a half-caste and 
therefore "half white anyway"—presumably worth the trouble then. 

An appeal made over the public address system produced results 
and a young man, well known in the district for fast cars and 
faster driving, came forward and offered to make the trip as soon 
as all concerned had finished tea. 

The meal was served in the "pavilion", a structure roofed with 
mallee scrub cuttings and lit dimly by hurricane lamps. The food, 
consisting of stew with large slabs of bread and butter, was not 
notable for its delicacy but as it was almost 8 p.m. when we sat 
down, it was most welcome. 

Dr. Taylor and Sister Tarr had begun their meal before I did 
and were seated at another table some distance away but I could 
dimly keep them in sight through the gloom, and when they rose 
to leave I spoke to them briefly and arranged to have the aircraft 
at Coober Pedy soon after 8 a.m. They would likewise have their 
patient ready for the return flight at that time. 

Thus deserted by my companions, I was taken in hand by a 
local resident who first assisted me to make the Dragon secure 
for the night and then very generously offered me a bed in his 
house. I say very generously because it seemed that every second 
person and certainly every man I had seen at the races was now 
installed in my friend's house, making ready for the Ball which 
was to follow in the "town hall" that evening. Every available 
corner seemed to be taken up by fellows in various stages of 
shaving and dressing themselves in their best suits. 
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The bed to which I was shown was, as far as I could see, one 
of few in the house, so endeavouring to be co-operative, I enquired 
concerning the welfare of the other guests in this regard. My host 
assured me that I need not worry as he doubted whether the 
majority of them would want to go to bed that night anyway. He 
then went on to say that he would call me at 6 a.m. and that I 
could have breakfast at 6.30 

So. with these guarantees I went to bed but not, as it turned 
out, to sleep. Between them, the mosquitos the festivities and the 
arrival of the Trans-continental Express contrived to cheat me of 
slumber for many hours but finally sleep I did, for I awoke to 
find it was breaking day. 

I glanced at my watch. It was 6.30 a.m. already. I leapt out of 
bed and dressed. Not a sound came from any part of the house and 
no one was to be seen. Of my host or of the promised breakfast 
there was not a sign. I looked outside. Two cars were parked 
near the house but all was perfectly still. 

The light was growing stronger and soon it would be sunrise. 
The Meteorological Office at Ceduna had arranged to phone me a 
weather forecast before 7 a.m. but as the telephone exchange 
wouldn't normally open until 9 a.m., it was necessary that the 
Postmaster put the call through from this end, so off I set in the 
half light for that gentleman's house, half a mile distant. 

A subdued knock on his front door produced no result. Likewise 
a bolder knock. While waiting for it to be answered I could not help 
noticing a sleeping figure through the open front window. It was 
the Postmaster himself. I knocked a third time, loudly, on the 
window but still he didn't stir. Nothing else for it but to reach 
in and tap him on the shoulder. Still no good. But then a good 
hard shake produced some encouraging results and at last per sis-
tance was rewarded when I was admitted through the front door. 

A lengthy delay followed while we waited to be connected to 
Ceduna. When the call did come through the line was poor and 
the voice at the distant end of the wire barely audible and there 
was much shouting into the instrument before the information was 
passed. 

While all this had been going on, the settlement had begun 
to show some signs of coming to life and before long, quite a 
crowd had congregated in the kitchen. Indeed, there was every 
indication that the celebrations were about to re-commence. 

My host, who had arrived while I was drinking some coffee, 
was full of apologies for not having risen earlier and offered to 
drive me to the airstrip where, after awakening another gentleman 
and requesting him to remove his car from the middle of the strip 
I wanted to use, I was at last able to make my very tardy departure 
for the opal fields. 

In the cool morning air flying conditions were well nigh perfect 
and after climbing on course to cruising altitude and trimming 
the controls so that the machine would fly "hands off", I settled 
back in the seat and watched the scrub-covered country roll 
beneath. 
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Despite this ra ther ideal way of flying I began to feel more and 
more wretched as the time dragged on. The flight took little over 
an hour and a half but to me it seemed an age. I could only 
at t r ibute my discomfort to the events of the night but that hardly 
seemed an adequate explanation. 

At length the low range of flat-topped hills and the two small 
i ron buildings which identify Coober Pedy to the traveller, came 
into view and it was with relief that I throttled back the engines 
and descended to land on the little gravel-surfaced airfield. 

As arranged, Dr. Taylor and Sister Tarr had their patient 
ready in the settlement, having arrived in the early hours of the 
morning after a hectic but otherwise uneventful drive through the 
night. They had been anticipating my arrival for some time and 
were naturally becoming a little anxious over my non-appearance. 

I informed the doctor that she now had two patients instead 
of one. After briefly describing my adventures I told doctor that 
I didn't see how I could possibly keep alert enough to fly the 225 
miles back to Ceduna. She came to the rescue with some tablets 
which worked wonders and the world became itself again, at least 
for the time being. 

The patient was now transferred to one of the aircraft's 
stretchers, loaded aboard, the engines started and the southward 
t r ip home began. Once again the familiar scenes moved slowly in 
t u r n beneath the wings. First the stony desert, devoid of vegetation 
except for the growth in the dry watercourses, the twin salt lakes 
Phillipson and Wirrida, likewise dry and glistening white in the 
sunlight. The mulga-covered sheep station country, broken occasion-
ally by a track or a fence, an artesian bore and a windmill here 
and there, the Trans-continental Railway again, the inhospitable 
belt of sandhill country—a virtual no-man's- land, and then finally 
the agricultural land with the Southern Ocean showing blue beyond 
it. Again we commenced descent, radioed for landing instructions, 
swung in a wide circle over the town and a few minutes later we 
had landed and were taxying up to the hangar. 

This par t of the trip was, of course, very much routine and 
the lassitude of the early morning had almost been forgotten during 
the flight. Now, however, the feeling began to intrude again— 
presumably the effect of the tablets was wearing off. 

The patient was lifted from the aeroplane and the medical staff 
departed with him for the hospital. Somewhat lethargically I 
completed my tasks of hangaring and refuelling our machine and 
then I too departed. 

It was well past lunch time when I arrived home but my wife 
Esma had waited lunch for me. I couldn't even look at it. Instead 
I went straight to bed, there, as it transpired, to stay. 

On the following day the whole t ru th was at last revealed and 
so were some significant spots. 

It was MEASLES. I could at least be certain that other trips, 
however varied, would not finish this way. 

Blessing at Bowral 
Mrs. McLaughlin 

As our Prospectus puts it, our task here is to make a Christian 
"Home away from Home" for the girls entrusted to our care, and 
this work does not provide many exciting or outstanding incidents. 

On a rather larger scale, the Hostel is just another home, with 
all the ups and downs, joys and trials, of any family. However, 
here at Bowral, we have been rejoicing in a period of blessing,, 
which I would like to share with the readers of the Real Australian, 
and so enlist their continued prayers. 

Some weeks ago, about twelve of our girls attended t h e 
Annual House Par ty of our parish Young People's Fellowship, and 
the blessing, begun there, has grown and spread since their re turn. 

About a week after the excitement of the House Par ty was 
over, at our family prayers one morning, I gave the opportunity 
for any girls who had experienced special blessing there, to m a k e 
it known, and openly acknowledge their Saviour to the other girls. 
Very simply and sincerely, three girls told of their decision to* 
accept and serve the Lord Jesus Christ, and of the joy they had 
found in the Christian life. 

Two of these girls sleep in the same dormitory, with four other 
girls, and within a few weeks, each of these four has come to m e 
and told me that through the witness of the other two, and reading 
the little booklets they had brought home from the House Party,, 
she too wishes to receive and follow the Lord. 

One of these girls said when she came to me: "I wanted to tell 
you first of all, because if I hadn' t come to the Hostel, I would neve r 
have heard anything about all this, and I had already been thinking 
a lot about these things, as I listened to you or Mr. Mac speaking 
to us at prayers each morning." 

I need not say how we rejoiced over these young lives being 
given to the Master, as well as rejoicing with them, in their new-
found joy and enthusiasm. 

They asked me to help and guide them, and I have been 
spending half an hour or so with them each evening, after study 
is done, in reading aloud to them and in prayer and fellowship. 

We already had a number of active Christians among the girls, 
but this fresh inflow of the Spirit of Christ has been felt throughout 
the whole atmosphere of the Hostel. Several others are now joining 
in our times of discussion and prayer each evening, and talking 
over their doubts and problems, and facing the challenge of the 
Chric+iQn message. 

These girls do need much prayer, however. Although from 
good and hapnv homes, most have parents with no spiri tual 
experience at all. As one of our senior girls said to me: " A r W a 
few years at the Hostel, one can't help realising what vou tell us 
is true, and the right way for one's life, but it seems so hopeless at 
home, when Mum and Dad have never had anything to do with it,, 
and don't want to." 
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We praise God for the encouragement of such experiences as 
these, which uplift and hallow "the trivial round, the common task" 
which must fill a large proportion of our time, in caring for this 
large family. 

We would remind you, who support B.C.A., that you have a 
direct par t in all this, by helping to make it possible for the Hostel 
to be here at all, so may this challenge and inspire you to continue 
to pray and work, especially pray, for us, and for the girls who 
come within its sphere of influence, that the Good News may go 
ou t in ever-widening circles, into many a home and family at 
present outside. 

A Letter from Margaret 
Port Hedland. 

27th September. 1957 
Dear Everyone, 

I only ever seem to settle down to letter writing when Don is 
.away. He left yesterday for his usual Roebourne trip, so here I am! 
I've such a lot to tell you since last letter that I don't quite know 
where to begin. 

We've had a houseful for the last six weeks. Tim and Mary 
Ealey and their little girls—the second was born on September 9— 
went back to Woodstock (100 miles away) last Thursday. I miss 
M a r y very much and the children miss Jenny—the two year old. Now 
we have a. person staying with us unti l she can earn enough for 
her fare south to look for work. This poor thing walked around 
Port Hedland for 15 days, only getting two mornings' work! She 
was sleeping on cardboard under a borrowed tent at the camping 
ground when Don found her. We lent her a stretcher, etc., then 
last Monday she came to re turn the stretcher and say she'd have 
to stand by the road and hope for a lift south for the tent had to 
be re turned that day. This is impossible in this par t of the world 
with temperatures nearing the century and very few cars going 
south—so we said she'd better stay here for a few days till Don 
*could arrange a lift south. On Wednesday we managed to get her two 
•days' domestic work at a shop and she's apparently an excellent 
cook and worker. They are keeping her for as long as she'll stay— 
giving her all meals— so she will stay here for four weeks when 
she should have the £20 to go on. Please pray for the folk who 

»come into our home. 
My main news this month is that I've now been to the famed 

Marble Bar—the hottest place in Australia and (the Marble Barites 
claim) the second hottest in the world. We had centuries on both 
days—we didn't even have a sheet over us in bed. I found it quite 
an attractive little town and the people are most friendly. We 
stayed at the "Iron Clad" and visited (Commet Mine seven miles on 
has quite a population) , taught school, etc., for the two days. 

The little Church is delightful and the people are most 
responsive. There were 25 at Church (out of a population of about 
250). One young man—about 25 years—said after the Service to 

Don: "You sure talk good—I haven' t been to Church for 18 years 
but you've got me in now." 

They had a very good committee meeting after Church to arrange 
regular contributions to travelling expenses. Their offertories have 
averaged £10 a Service. It is encouraging, isn't it? There seems 
to be very little colour feeling here and we have a half-caste on 
the Committee. On Thursday afternoon Don baptised 9 babies— 
six black and three white! 

Ian and Judy were very good on the trip but we weren ' t able 
to visit as many properties as we would have liked to—only seven 
this t ime as we had to travel home at night. We enjoyed this five 
day tr ip very much. 

In October the whole family is going to Wittenoom for a week. 
Mr. Smith is lending us his house so Don can do some concentrated 
visiting and teaching. It will be very hot so Judy and I might have 
to fly over and let the 'boys' go by car but I hope not as we love 
the tr ips with Don. 

I've had my first Young Wives' Group meeting here. It was a 
great success. We are writ ing to the Station wives asking them to 
become correspondence members. Do pray for this venture. I feel 
it is better to begin this way and gradually work through to a M.U. 
Branch in about a year. 

Don has gone to Roebourne armed with the projector and strip 
film for a film night tonight for the natives. A new schoolteacher 
appointed a month ago is beginning a native Sunday School for 
us. Who could doubt the power of prayer? Unfortunately, the white 
and black children have to be separate in Roebourne. Incidently, 
the other day Ian said: "Mummy, I wish God had made me black— 
I'd like to be black", to which I assured him that God loves the 
white children just as much as the black ones. 

I'll end with family news this time. We're all very fit—the 
winters are wonderful here. We've been swimming several times 
recently, J u dy is like a little fish and Ian is getting very confident 
too. Our chooks started to lay this week—three eggs a day so far. 
It's wonderful—shop eggs are very old when we get them—they 
come by ship, so we are often quite out of them and they're 7 / - a 
dozen. We have an addition to the family—just one more for J u d y 
to command (she has us all organised a l ready) . She calls PANDER 
all day long—at least when she's not demanding Mummy or EEEN— 
Pander is a very small puppy—black and white, half border collie and 
half kelpie. He was given to Ian and they are great friends. 

The family all join me in loving greetings to you all. May the 
peace of God and the joy of the Lord be with you. 

Margaret. 

LISTEN TO THE BUSH PADRE-
2GB Every Friday at 11 a.m. 
2 N X - N M Every Sunday at 4 .30 p.m. 
2CH Alternate Sundays at 6 p.m. 
2KA 4.30 p.m. on 1st and 3rd Fridays 

of each month. 


