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SKY PILOT FELLOWSHIP

25th ANNIVERSARY & SALE OF WORK
to be held (D.V.) in the grounds of

Marella Mission Farm
ACRES ROAD, KELLYVILLE, N.S.W.

SATURDAY, 27th OCT., 1973
MORNING and AFTERNOON

FREE P ARKING.
1 .30  p .m .  P UBLIC MEETING . ALL THE US UAL S TALLS .

REFRES HMENTS  AND HO T P IES  AVAILABLE.
Proceeds in a id of our work for needy Aborigina l children.

Do your Chris tmas shopping while  you enjoy a  day's  outing in the  country; a t the  same  time  you
will be  he lping this  work for the  da rk children of our land.

Make  up a  ca r pa rty, including your friends . For children the re  will be  swings , donkey and pony
rides and motor boa t rides on the  Mission Lake  and other a ttractions.

If you a re  unable  to come by ca r, the re  a re  buses from Parramatta  to Ke llyville  Post Office . The
Miss ion Fa rm is  a bout one  mile  from the  P os t Office , but tra nsport be twe e n the  Miss ion Fa rm a nd

Depart Parramatta  S ta tion: 9.06 a .m., 10.06 a .m., 11.06 a .m., 11.40 a .m. and 12.20 p.m.
Depart Kellyville  P .O.: 11.50 a .m., 12.45 p.m., 1.23 p.m., 1.53 p.m., 4.16 p.m.
If coming by ca r, turn off Windsor Roa d a t P re s ide nt Roa d, follow to e nd, the n turn le ft into

Gre e n Roa d a nd firs t turn to le ft is  Acre s  Roa d. The  Miss ion Fa rm is  the  third home  on the  le ft in
Acres Road.

Gifts  for the  s ta lls  will be  gre a tly a ppre cia te d. The y should be  ra ile d to Ma re lla  Miss ion Fa rm,
P arrama tta  Ra ilway S ta tion, or brought direct to the  Miss ion Fa rm be fore  or on the  day of the  Ra lly
or posted to Box 29, P .O., Castle  Hill, 2154, as early as possible .

For furthe r pa rticula rs , please  'phone  Mare lla  Mission Farm, 629-1555.

P LEAS E P RAY FOR A FINE DAY.
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THE DARTER OR DIVER: From the Sky Pilot's Log 2CH Broadcast

It wa s  the  be ginning  of the  dry s e a s on m
Arnhem Land. George  re ined -in his  horse  and
looked at the water of the billabong. We had been
mustering all morning, and now, in the heat of the
noon, we wanted a  place  to camp for lunch.

George  looked a t the  scene  with approva l. "I
re ckon this  pla ce  ought to do us  for a  dinne r
ca mp. It's  nice  a nd cool in the  sha de , a nd we
might have  a  chance  to ca tch a  fish or two if we
set lines. What do you say, S ilas?"

"It'll do me ," s a id S ila s  P a lme r. "Any pla ce
tha t is  cool whe re  I ca n s it down will suit me . I
thought you were  going to work a ll through the
da y. Whe w! it's  hot ga lloping a fte r ca ttle  a nd
rounding up those beastly little  calves. Yes, this 'll
do me  line ."

"Look a t tha t dive r s wimmin' in the  wa te r,"
George observed. "I tried to eat one once when I
was real hungry, and it made me sick. I've  eaten
crows , but I'm  ha nge d if a nyone  could e a t a
diver."

"A dive r? " P a lme r a ske d. "Wha t's  a  dive r? "

"George  means tha t bird with the  long snaky
neck," I expla ined. "Its  re a l name  is  the  da rte r,
but mostly they're called divers, or shags."

"I like  mos t birds ," Ge orge  continue d, "but I
hate  that stinkin' diver. Maybe it's  because it's  so
filthy. You watch him dive  when I throw a  s tone
a t it. The re  you a re ! He  can swim a ll right, tha t
bird; he 's like a  bloomin' submarine."

"He 's coming to the  surface  again," excla imed
P a lme r. "Look a t his  long, s na ky he a d He re ,
where 's  a  s tone ; I'll make  him dive  aga in."

"Suppose we catch him?" George suggested. "I
think we  could manage  it if we  spread out a  bit
and keep him under water for as long as possible.
You go round the other side, Silas, and we'll keep
him under water with stones."

"Don 't hurt h im ,  G e orge ," I p le a de d: "He
ca n't he lp be ing a  sme lly dive r. He  ma y ha ve
wanted to be a  swan, or something beautiful, but
nature has never given him a chance."

"I won't hurt him, promise  you tha t," sa id
George . "I never kill birds for fun. If I'm hungry,
I'll kill 'e m  for food. Anywa ys  we  couldn't hit
that bird if we tried. Go on, S ilas. He 's over your
side  now. Le t him have  it."

The diver disappeared under water as the stone
fell near him; then we watched the surface of the
wate r to see  where  next he  would emerge . The
wily bird double d round unde r wa te r, a nd his
long neck showed for an instant nearly fifty yards
from where he had dived. George was ready and
another stone fell beside the bird almost before it
ha d time  to bre a the . It subme rge d in a  swirl of
splashing water. Again the diver came to the sur-
face, but S ilas was ready and a  stone forced him
under wa te r be fore  he  had time  to look a round.
The  dive s  we re  not so long now. Evide ntly the
bird wa s  ge tting tire d.

"Good work," sa id George . "Keep it up, S ilas,
and we'll capture the fellow yet. There he is again.
No, to the  right. Tha t's  it. Ha  ha , I gue s s  he 's
losing his wind now. Where 's he gone this time?"

"He's behind you," Palmer yelled. "He seems to
be able  to see under water, and he can come out
whereve r he  likes  to. He  only went a  few ya rds
tha t time . You've  nearly got him."

"Here  he  is  aga in. There  you a re , you stinkin'
old shag! Down you go aga in!"

Aga in a nd a ga in the  unfortuna te  dive r sub-
merged; now he  was tired, he  only la s ted a  few
yards under water, and his bursting lungs forced
him to the  surface  Fina lly he  could do no more .
He tried to dive , but his flapping wings would not
force  him under wa te r. George , clothes  and a ll,
waded into the water, and soon he had the struggl-
ing bird in his  gra sp. I'm sure  the  dive r thought
his last moments had come. He was too exhausted
to struggle  much, and he  looked so pa thetic and
he lple s s  tha t e ve n Ge orge , who dis like d his
spe cie s , fe lt sorry for him.

"P oor old fe llow," he  sa id, "we  a in't goin' to
hurt you. I'll le t you go in a  minute , when you've
got your wind again. I don't eat shags. Come and
ha ve  a  look a t h im ,  S ila s .  He  don 't look s o
grace ful now he 's  out of the  wa te r and knocked
up."

"P he w!" P a lm e r s cre we d up his  nos e . "He
stinks a ll right. You must have been mighty hun-
gry to try to eat one of these  things, George."

"Believe  me , I was. But if I was s ta rvin' now I
wouldn't e a t a  dive r or a  thin goa nna . It don't
pa y."
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"Oh, goa nna  is n 't ba d," s a id P a lm e r. "I've
ea ten it myse lf."

"I s a id I wouldn't e a t a thin goanna," George
expla ined. "If you ge t a  fa t one , it's  mighty good
e a tin', but e ve n the  Aborigine s  won't touch a
thin  one . The y ca ll the m  'bone  fe llow' whe n
they're  thin, and it must be somethin' about them
that's poisonous, as it makes even an Aboriginal
mighty sick to ea t thin goanna."

"I've  known Aborigines to ea t divers," I put in.

"Ma ybe  you ha ve ," sa id Ge orge . "But I a in't
an Aborigina l, and I'm not goin' to ea t this  one ,
not e ve n if you pa id me . 'the y're  funny lookin'
birds , a ren't they?"

"I've heard them called snake -birds," said Pal-
Pa ler, " and the  name suits  them. The  head and
Axe& remind me of a snake."

"Do you know anythin' about them, Smithy?"
George asked. "I mean, what they eat, apart from
Ash, and where they nest?"

"I'm  a fra id I don't know a  gre a t de a l a bout
the m ," I re plie d .  "The y e a t fis h  a nd a qua tic
animals."

"Wha t sort of a  squa tty a nima l did you s a y
it eats?" George asked.

"Aqua tic, not squa tty. Aqua tic means re la ted
to water. This  bird ea ts  a lmost everything it can
find in the  water."

"Well, why the  heck can't you say so, instead
of us in' the m ne w-fa ngle d na me s?  And whe re
does it build it's nest? In the water?"

"No, it builds its nest in a  tree  overhanging the
wa te r, or a ctua lly s ta nding in the  wa te r. It la ys
from three  to five  greenish -coloured eggs cov-
e red with a  coa ting of lime ."

"Doe s  it!" Ge orge  did not sound impre sse d.
"Well, its  eggs  don't sound any more  a ttractive
to ea t than the  bird itse lf. If tha t's  a ll we can find
out a bout it, I'll le t this  fe llow go. I'll ne ve r ge t
the smell off my hands now. It's a fishy smell, and
it spoils my appetite. Well, old fellow, here's where
your luck's  in. Now bea t it."

The diver need no second command. As soon
as George lowered it into the  water, it dived, and
when next it reappeared it was in the  middle  of
the  billabong aga in. We  made  a  fire  and boiled
the  billy; but ove r our lunch the  conve rsa tion
turned to the diver again.

"I be t we  surprise d tha t dive r," sa id Ge orge ,
"whe n we  ca ught it. Ha , ha , it looke d so cock-
sure as it swam in the water or dived the first time;
it was a  bit of a  joke  to take  some of the  conce it
ou t o f it."

"It knows how to dive ," Pa lmer agreed, "but it
ca n't live  without a ir. By ma king it dive  a ga in
be fore  it ha d time  to ge t its  wind prope rly, we
had it bea ten. No, it can't live  without a ir."

Ge orge  chuckle d. "It thought it wa s  a  s ub-
marine , but it had to come  up for a ir. When we
cut off its  a ir supply it was  done ."

"It re m inds  m e  of the  s tory of Anta e us ," I
remarked.

"Ants ? " s a id  G e orge .  "Wha t a n ts ?  Is  it a
riddle?"

"Anta e us  wa s  a  gia nt who live d be fore  your
time, George, according to Greek mythology."

"More long names," complained George. "Well,
if you're  goin' to te ll us  the  s tory, le ave  out the
long names, they make my head go round."

"I'll do my be s t. Anta e us  wa s  a n e a rth -born
giant who was the friend of the pygmies, and they
live d in Africa . The  pygmie s  we re  from s ix to
e ight inche s  in he ight, a nd Anta e us  wa s  so ta ll
that he carried a  pine tree, e ight feet in diameter,
a s  a  wa lking s tick."

"I don't like  doubtin' your word, S mithy, but
I have  a  fee lin' tha t this  s tory a in't s trictly true ."

"It's  only a  myth. Tha t's  wha t it is , a  myth."

George  laughed. "Lis ten ca re fully, S ila s ," he
said, "or you might myth the  point."

"Very clever," Palmer was sarcastic. "But why
was Antaeus like  the  dive r?"

"I'm  com ing to  tha t.  Whe ne ve r th is  g ia n t
touched the  ea rth with hand or foot, or any pa rt
of his  body, he  grew s tronge r than eve r he  had
before. The earth, of course, was his mother. Well,
a nothe r g ia n t. ."

"S ure  you a in't s tre tchin' it a  bit too much? "
suggested George.

"Another giant named Hercules  wrestled with
Antaeus, and the way he defeated him was to lift
him clear of the  ground. When he  was unable  to
touch the  ground, Anta e us  gre w we a ke r a nd
eventua lly died."

"That's  a  very touching story," sa id Pa lmer. "I
le a rne d it a t school."
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"At s chool I we nt to," Ge orge  put in, "the y
didn't waste  time  with rubbish like  tha t. We was
ta ught to re a d a nd write  a nd figure , a nd tha t's
a bout a ll. But I gue ss  you me a n tha t the  gia nt
die d be ca use  he  wa s  cut off from touchin' the
earth; and the  diver we  caught was cut off from
the  a ir, and tha t weakened him."

It wa s  P a lme r's  turn to be  cle ve r. "I thought
you were  going to myth the  point," he  sa id, "but
you didn't."

The re  is  a  pa ra ble  for us  in the  s tory of the
dive r a nd the  myth of Anta e us  a nd He rcule s .
Ge orge  kne w tha t the  dive r could not live  if it
was forced to stay under water, and therefore  he
a tte mpte d, quite  succe ss fully, to ke e p it a wa y
from the  a ir till it was exhausted. Hercules knew
the  weakness  of the  giant son of Mothe r Ea rth,
who grew weaker every moment his contact with
the earth was severed.

The devil knows the weakness of the Christian;
and if it is possible  to cut him off from the source
of his strength, he is doomed to weaken. And the
Chris tia n's  s tre ngth is  in pra ye r a nd fe llowship
with God and with prayerful study of the  Bible . It
may not seem a serious matter to miss one day's
devotion; it may not seem important to read those
fe w ve rse s  of S cripture  e ve ry da y; but this  is
severing the  Chris tian's  contact with his  source
of s tre ngth. If you s top pra ying a nd s tudying
God's Word, the  devil won't worry you much, be-
ca us e  he  knows  tha t da y by da y you will ge t
weaker and weaker until the time comes when you
will fa ll a n e a s y vic tim  to the  te m pta tions  of
the  world.

And the  fina l e ntry in toda y's  Log is  ta ke n
from the 18th chapter of Luke: "And Jesus spake
a  parable  unto them to this  end, tha t men ought
a lways to pray, and not to fa int."

SALE OF WORK: As advertised in this leafle t
our ne xt S a le  of Work is  se t down for the  la s t
Sa turday in October, 27th. We would be  glad of
gifts  for the  va rious  s ta lls .  Any ne e dle work,
especially aprons, are  very welcome; also cakes,
plants and in fact anything sa leable . Gifts should
be brought out to the Mission Farm in advance of
the  sa le  or ra iled to Parramatta  Railway S ta tion,
where  they are  picked up each week. We would
also value your prayers for a  fine day.

RITA: Rita , one  of our old girls  who he lpe d
us  on the  s ta ff for some  time , is  now living a t

J . & J . P r in t

Brewarrina . Recently we  had a  ve ry nice  le tte r
from he r s a ying how gra te ful she  is  for a ll we
have  done  for he r a t Mare lla . She  says tha t the
training she received here has kept her from falling
into many of the sins that have claimed so many of
he r pe ople . Not a ll of the  childre n who pa s s
through our ha nds  e xpre ss  the ir a ppre cia tion;
mostly the y a re  only too ple a se d to le a ve . It is
only in a fte r ye a rs , whe n the y ha ve  fa milie s  of
the ir own, tha t they rea lise  a ll tha t Mare lla  ha s
meant to them. But we  do not work jus t for the
gratitude of the children; we feel called of God to
undertake  this work and we are  content to leave
the  re sults  to Him. All the  same  we  a re  human
enough to be  pleased when a  le tter, such as this
one from Rita, is received.

CHRIS TMAS  GIFTS : Alre a dy s ome  of our
supporters are  asking us what we require  as gifts
for Christmas. Natura lly our grea test need is  for
finance  so tha t we can purchase  just the  articles
tha t a re  most needful. But a  lot of friends like  to
make small gifts in kind, and for their guidance it
may be  mentioned tha t the  following a re  a lways
useful:

Any kind of groceries or tinned foods, biscuits
and such like. Thongs, sandshoes, school shoes,
s ingle ts , pants  and socks; school requisites  and
toile t a rticles  such as soap, tooth paste , combs,
sha mpoo, ba nd -a ids  (a nd toys ) a re  a lwa ys  in
short supply.

AP EX CLUB: The  Ape x Club of Ca s tle  Hill
ve ry kindly pa inte d the  we a the rboa rds  of the
Boys' Dormitory Wing recently. This has freshen-
ed up the  building considerably and the  action of
this service  Club is much apprecia ted. The Club
has also agreed to build us a Separator Room for
our da iry. This  ma y ta ke  a  little  time  but it will
be a  great asset. At present we are skimming the
milk but with a  seperator we will be  able  to make
a  lot more  butte r for the  children.

RALP H AND LOUIS : Both Ra lph a nd Louis
a re  now working a t the  S he lte red Workshop a t
Baulkham Hills. They do not earn very much but
they are  kept fully occupied, and we are  pleased
tha t they have  se ttled down. They both rece ive
pensions.
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