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"Volunta ry Worke r, Mr. L. Ma he r,
builds us a  coke  bin."

LOVE AND DEATH: SKY PILOT'S LOG 2CH BROADCAST
Max had been s taying with va rious  friends  in

Arnhem Land for some time and most of us had
13 -:come very fond of him. When visitors are rare
it is a lways refreshing to have someone with new
thoughts  a nd fre sh ide a s  to ta lk with. Ge orge
a nd Ma x we re  s ta ying with m e  for the  night;
when we had almost talked ourselves out,
George made a  strange remark:

"I don 't re c kon  th is  is  s a fe  c oun try fo r a
crook to live  in. It's  the  la s t pla ce  in the  world
where  he  could hide ."

"Bu t" s a id  Ma x,  "I th o u g h t a  lo t  o f m e n

wanted by the police  came out here  under a  new
name."

"A man who is  wanted by the  police" George
told him, "ma y not re a lly be  a  crook a t he a rt. I
ain't sayin' a  lot of men here ain't made mistakes;
m os t of us  ha s  ,one  tim e  or a nothe r.  Wha t I
mean is  a  man who is  rea lly crooked can't s tay
he re  without it be in' found out. The  bushme n,
yes, and even the blacks soon sum up a  man for
wha t he  re a lly is . The n the y e ithe r a cce pt him
or trea t him as  an outs ide r.."
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"Wh a t a b o u t p o o r o ld  J a c o b ? " a s ke d  Ma x.
"Ho w wo u ld  yo u  c la s s  h im ? "

"No  o n e  like s  h im  m u c h .  'Co u rs e  th e y h a ve
a  lo t o f fun  a t h is  e xpe ns e , bu t the y don 't trus t
him. He  a in 't done  nothin ' re a l crooke d a s  fa r a s

a .l.  Ma ybe  it's  h is  ra c e  o f c ou rs e ,  bu t he  c a n 't
he lp  tha t I s uppos e ."

"W h a t  a b o u t  m e ?  Yo u  n e e d n ' t  m in d  m y
fe e lin g s ;  I'd  like  to  kn o w wh a t th e  b u s h m e n
th ink of me ."

"Yo u  a in 't  g o t n o  n e e d  to  a s k.  Th e y te a s e
yo u  a  b it  b e c a u s e  yo u 're  fro m  th e  to wn ; b u t
e ve ryone  like s  you , Ma x. You  know tha t."

"We ll n o t  r a c e  o n ly  t h a t ' s  w ro n g  in
J a cob 's  ca s e ; I be long  to  the  s a me  ra ce , if you
like  to  go  ba c k a  b it."

"Th e re 's  g o o d  a n d  b a d  in  e ve ry ra c e ,  Ma x.
Ta ke  the  bla cks  for ins ta nce . I've  knowe d s ome
bla ckfe llows  tha t I wouldn 't trus t out of my s ight
a n d  I've  kn o we d  o th e rs  th a t I'd  s o o n e r tru s t
tha n a ny white  ma n. 'Cours e  you've  got to  know
th e  fu ll s to ry b e fo re  yo u  c a n  ju d g e  a  m a n  fo r
h is  a c tio n s .  Th e  p o lic e  d o n 't a lwa ys  kn o w th e
fu ll s to ry; tha t's  why a  lo t o f m e n  is  in  ja il tha t
ne ve r ought to  be  the re ; a nd  the re 's  more  tha n
o n e  in  th is  d is tric t th a t 's  ru n n in ' a b o u t lo o s e
tha t ought to be  be hind ba rs , or s trung up to the
ne a re s t tre e ."

"Tha t" I s a id , jo in ing  in  the  conve rs a tion , "is
a  long  s pe e ch  for you , Ge orge . Wha t's  on  your
mind? "

"I wa s  th inking  a bou t tha t young  na tive  the y
ca ll Arthur. Do you know the  one  I me a n? "

"Th e re 's  a n  Arth u r th a t wo rks  fo r F ra n k; is
tha t the  one ? "

"Tha t's  h im . We ll one  o f the s e  da y's  the re 's
go in ' to  be  a  lo t o f troub le  ove r h im ; bu t if you
he a r a nyth in ' ba d  a bout h im don 't jump to  con-
c lus ions  'till you  know the  whole  s tory."

'Don 't be  s o  m ys te rious ",  be gge d  Ma x. "Te ll
us  wha t you know now. You've  got me  curious ."

"We ll it 's  th is  wa y," s a id  th e  o ld  s to c km a n ,
"Arth u r is  a  fu ll b lo o d ; b u t h e  wa s  b o rn  in  a
white ma n's  ca mp a nd he 's  be e n brought up with
white  pe op le  a ll h is  life . He  looks  like  a  b la ck-
fe llow but in  ma ny wa ys  he thinks like  a  white -
m a n .  I d o n 't m e a n  h e 's  g o t n o  tim e  fo r n a tive
la w; it a in 't tha t wa y a t a ll. He 's  s te e pe d in na tive
la w but he reasons tha t la w in a  wa y a  white ma n
wo u ld .  I d o n 't kn o w if yo u  g e t wh a t I m e a n .  I
a in 't much  good  a t . . .  wha t's  the  word  I wa n t? "

"Expre s s ing yours e lf. is  tha t the  word? "
"Th a t's  it  S m ith y.  We ll wh a t I m e a n  is  th a t

Arthur a cce pts  the  la w of the  bla ckma n a nd live s
by it; but he 's  got a  lot of the  white ma n's  outlook
a s  we ll.  It a in 't a  ha ppy mixtu re ."

"But about this  s tory. I want to know the s tory."
" I'm te llin you aint I?  Gimme a  chance . It's this

wa y: a ccordin ' to  na tive  la w Arthur s hould ma rry

the  girl Ros e . The re 's  nothin ' unus ua l a bout tha t;
but you mightn 't be lie ve  me , but tha t fe llow ha s
fa lle n in love  with Ros e  jus t like  a  white ma n. He
worships  the  ground she  wa lks  on."

"Th a t's  m o s t u n u s u a l, " I a g re e d ,  "it will b e
in te re s ting  to  s e e  how it works  ou t in  p ra c tic e .
Ha s  he  ma rrie d he r ye t? "

"No he  a in 't. Wha t's  more  he  ne ve r ca n ma rry
he r. The  white ma n's  la w won't le t him."

"Ho w's  th a t,  G e o rg e ? " Ma x a s ke d .  "I c a n 't
fo llow you ."

"You  will in  a  minu te . Now you 're  a  s tra nge r
in  th e s e  p a rts ,  Ma x,  b u t S m ith y kn o ws  F ra n k
we ll. Wha t s ort of a  fe llow would you s a y Fra nk
is , S mithy? "

"He 's  a n a bs olute  rotte r."
"An d  th a t 's  p u ttin ' it  m ild .  We ll F ra n k to o k

a  fa ncy to Rose  a nd de cide d to ke e p he r for him-
se lf."

"Bu t" a s ke d  Ma x, " I thought tha t wa s  a ga ins t
th e  la w?  Is n 't  th e re  a  h u n d re d  p o u n d  fin e  o r
twe lve  months  ja il for tha t? "

it  d o n 't  wo rk o u t in  p ra c tic e .  Wh a t F ra n k d id
wa s  to force  Rose  to ma rry one  of his  s tock -boys

books  a s  J a ckie 's  lubra ,a ll fa ir a nd squa re  for the
P rote ctor of Aborigine s  to s e e , if he 's  inte re s te d.
But s he  a in 't J a ckie 's  lubra  a t a ll, s he 's  Fra nk's ."

"Wha t doe s  Arthur th ink a bou t it? " I a s ke d .
"He  thinks  the  s a me  a s  you a nd me , but wha t

ca n he  do?  He  we nt to Fra nk fa ir a nd squa re  a nd
told him tha t Rose  be longe d to him by na tive  la w
Fra nk on ly la ughe d  a nd  hun te d  h im a wa y from
the  s ta tion."

"If I wa s  Arth u r" s a id  Ma x, g rim ly,  "I'd  c le a r
off with  the  g irl s ome  da rk n igh t."

"I fe e l the  s a me  wa y a bout it mys e lf. But s un-
pos in ' he  doe s , the n  wha t'll ha ppe n?  Fra nk will

He 'll hunt Arthur down a lone  or with the  police  to
he lp  him a nd Arthur will ge t a  bulle t in  h is  he a rt
o r a  ja il s e n te n c e .  Wh a t's  m o re  Arth u r kn o ws
e nough a bout white ma n's  la w to re a lis e  tha t."

"It's  a  d a rn  s h a m e ! Is n 't th e re  a n yth in g  th a t
ca n be  done ? "

"No t a  th in g ,  o n ly to  s it d o wn  a n d  s e e  wh a t
ha ppe ns ."

Some  time  la te r I me t Arthur a ga in. He  worke d
in  m y c a m p  fo r a  fe w we e ks  a n d I found  h im
trus tworthy a nd re lia ble  in  e ve ry wa y. But in  the
e ve nings  he  sa t ove r the  ca mp fire  s ta ring into the
coa ls  without a  s ound or move me nt a nd I kne w
tha t th ings  we re  going  on  in  h is  mind  tha t we re
torturing him. The  a tmos phe re  wa s  te rrible . I fe lt
like  burs ting  in to  te a rs ! One  n igh t I ve n ture d  to
s pe a k to  h im a bout it. He  s poke  pe rfe c t Englis h
a nd some thing he  s a id ga ve  me  a n ope ning.
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"Life  is  not ve ry importa nt is  it, Moningna ? "
"I think it is . But life  is  not e ve rything a nd the re

a re  some  things  more  importa nt tha n life . Is  the re
a nything I ca n  do to  he lp  you?  You a re  th inking
a bout Rose  a re n't you? "

"I d idn 't th ink you  kne w a bout he r. Ye s , I a m
a lwa ys  thinking a bout he r. S he  be longs  to me  by
la w.  If I to o k h e r a wa y fro m  th a t wh ite  m a n  it
would  not be  wrong.'

"No," I a gre e d, "but wha t would ha ppe n the n?
To you, I me a n? "

"The y would hunt me  down till the y kille d me .
I might live  for a  fe w we e k; bu t the y would  find
me  a nd  kill me ."

"I'm a fra id  s o . Couldn 't you  go  a wa y a nd for-
g e t h e r?  If yo u  try to  ru n  a wa y with  h e r it will
me a n de a th."

"I c a n n o t  fo rg e t .  Yo u  p e o p le  th in k I a m  a
bla ckfe llow a nd so do not know wha t love  is . But
I wa s  brought up  a s  a  white  ma n a nd the re  is  a
de e p pa in in my he a rt tha t ge ts  worse  e ve ry da y."

"I u n d e rs ta n d  h o w yo u  fe e l,  Arth u r.  I wis h  I
could he lp you, but a ll I ca n s a y is , don't do a ny-
thing foolish."

"I c a n  tru s t yo u ,  Mo n in g n a  a n d  I kn o w yo u
want to he :p men, but the re  is  nothing tha t you can

is  nothing e lse . But it is  not e a sy to choose . S oon
I will ha ve  to  ma ke  up  my mind. If I th ink a bout
it a ny more  I will go ma d a nd kill tha t white  ma n
who s tole  my lubra ."

"Tha t will not he lp you, Arthu r, you
m us tn 't th ink like  tha t."

The  north-we s t mons oon s we pt ove r Arnhe m
La nd with a  cra shing of thunde r a nd the  sound of
flood ra ins  on the  iron roof. I was a lone . Long since
the  miss ion childre n ha d gone  to be d but I sa t ove r
the  la m p  in  the  o ffic e  a nd  re a d  He nry Ke nda ll
while  the  ra in sounde d like  a n a rmy ma rching on
the  low, iron roof. I ca n re me mbe r the  la s t poe m
I re a d it; wa s  ca lle d the  Ma id from Ge rringong. I
wa s  young a nd lone ly a nd in  the  s tra nge  s e tting
of the  trop ica l we t -s e a s on  the  c roa king  of mil-
lions  of frogs  se e me d a  prope r ba ckground to the
s a dne s s  of Ke nda ll's  poe m. Whe n the re  ca me  a
ta pp ing  a t the  door, I fe lt the  ha ir ris ing  on  the
b a c k o f m y n e c k.  I h a lf e xp e c te d  to  s e e  th e
pha ntom of the  Ma id of Ge rringong a nd my ha nd
wa s  not quite  s te a dy a s  I ope ne d the  door.

Th e re  s to o d  Arth u r,  d re s s e d  o n ly in  a  h a ir
be lt with a  spe a r in his  ha nd a nd rivule ts  of wa te r
s tre a m in g  fro m  h is  b la c k h a ir.  His  d a rk b o d y
glis te rrd  in  the  ligh t from my la mp. Be hind  h im,
a nd  c ling ing  to  h is  a rm a s  if fo r p ro te c tion  wa s
Rose .

"Moningna I h a ve  m a d e  m y c h o ic e " s a id
Arthur, proudly. "We  ha ve n't much time . Ca n you
give  us  s ome thing to e a t be fore  we  go on? "

"Of cours e  I c a n . Come  in ,  bo th  o f you , a nd

shut the  door so no one  ca n se e . It won't ta ke  me
long  to  ge t you  a  me a l a nd  I'll g ive  you  food  to
ta ke  with  yo u .  Ca n  yo u  s ta y till d a ylig h t?  Yo u
will be  s a fe  he re  till the n."

"No, Moningna , Fra nk ha s  horse s . We  will re s t
fo r a  little  tim e  th e n  we  m u s t h u rry.  I wa n t to
ge t to the  Rose  Rive r."

I found  a  coup le  o f d ry b la nke ts  a nd  the  two
love rs  hudd le d  toge the r on  the  floo r a nd  we re
s o o n  fa s t a s le e p .  As  q u ic kly a s  I c o u ld  I p re -
pa re d a  hot me a l a nd pa cke d a  ba g with corn be e f
a nd da mpe r for the  journe y, the n I a woke  the m.
The y a te  quickly ,the  girl ca s ting quick, frighte ne d
gla nce s  be hind he r a s  s he  a te ; the n the y ros e  to
g o .  Th e y d id  n o t th a n k m e  in  wo rd s ,  b u t I will
ne ve r fo rge t the  s mile  tha t lit up  the ir fa ce s  a s
the y tu rne d  a nd  d is a ppe a re d  in to  the  da rkne s s
a n d  t lr  r a in  . . . .

It wa s  ne a rly two months  la te r tha t I he a rd the
e n d  o f th e  s to ry.  On c e  a g a in  Ma x a n d  I we re
toge the r whe n  Ge orge  rode  to  the  mis s ion  a nd
jo in e d  u s  a t th e  ta b le .  I c o u ld  s e e  th a t th e  o ld
s tockma n ha d  s ome th ing  on  h is  mind  a nd  a fte r
the  us ua l g re e tings  we re  ove r I wa ite d  fo r h im
to s pe a k. He  trie d  to  a ppe a r ca s ua l.

"By th e  wa y,  S m ith y" h e  a s ke d ,  "d o  yo u  re -
me mbe r tha t bla ckfe llow I wa s  te llin ' you a bout?
Arth u r I m e a n ."

of the m? "
"Ye s . It's  a ll ove r now. The  hone ymoon la s te d

s ix we e ks  but the y got h im in  the  e nd."
"Do  you  m e a n  the y kille d  h im ? "
"Of c o u rs e .  I to ld  yo u  it c o u ld  o n ly e n d  th a t

wa y. Arthur kne w tha t himse lf whe n he  ma de  his
c h o ic e .  Ah ,  we ll! It 's  a  fu n n y s o rt  o f a  wo rld
a in 't it? "

"Do  yo u  m e a n " Ma x d e m a n d e d ,  "th a t F ra n k
s ho t h im  down in  co ld  b lood?  S ure ly you  don 't
me a n tha t, Ge orge ? "

"Tha t's  wha t it a mounts  to . The re  wa s  a  bit of
a n  inquiry, of cours e ; a n ' Fra nk s a id  he  only in-
te nde d to  s hoot h im in  the  le g . It's  the  firs t time
I've  e ve r knowe d  Fra nk to  mis s  wha t he  a ime d
for. He  ca n s hoot the  pips  out of a  ca rd drunk or
sobe r."

"Bu t s u re ly" a s ke d  Ma x,  "h e  c a n 't g e t a wa y
with  a  s to ry like  th a t? "

"W h y n o t?  Ac c o rd in '  to  th e  re p o rt  Arth u r
s tole  the  wife  of one  of Fra nk's  boys , a nd he  wa s

of cours e !"
"S o m e tim e s  I'm  a s h a m e d  th a t I'm  a  wh ite

ma n" s a id Ma x, "I think I could choke  Fra nk with
my ba re  ha nds !"

"It  wo u ld n ' t  b rin g  Arth u r b a c k  to  life .  O h ,
we ll, it ma ke s  a  ma n think the re  mus t be  s ome -
th in ' in  love  a fte r a ll,  whe n  a  young  fe llow like
Arth u r p re fe rs  lo ve  a n d  th e  c e rta in ty o f d e a th
ra th e r th a n  life .  I'm  m ig h ty g la d  it we re n 't m e
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tha t had to make  the  choice ."
And the  fina l e ntry is  ta ke n from  the  firs t

Epis tle  of J ohn: "The re  is  no fe a r in love ; but
perfect love  caste th out fea r; because  fea r ha th
torment. He  tha t fea re th is  not made  pe rfect in
love ."

CHRIS TMAS  P ARTIES : Owing to the  fa c t
tha t a  grea t many individua ls  and organisa tions
are  now taking an inte rest in the  dark children it
has now become necessary to limit the amount of
Chris tmas  pa rtie s  a ttended by our children. Al-
ready as many parties as are good for the children
have been arranged for this year and every Satur-
day from now until Christmas has been booked up
for the  childre n to a tte nd a  pa rty or a n outing,
or to join in a  party or picnic a t the Mission Farm.
We  do a ppre cia te  this  kindly thought for the
children, but would like  to suggest tha t in lieu of
a  pa rty something else  might be  done by those
orga nis a tions  a nxious  to re me mbe r the  da rk
children a t Christmas.

Toys a re  usua lly we ll supplied, but we  a re  a l-
wa ys  gra te ful for gifts  of food; groce rie s  of a ll
kinds , tinne d food, fre sh fruit, e tc. Clothing is
a lso very useful, not forgetting the  little  personal
needs such as combs, hair -ribbons, socks, hand-
kerchiefs, bobby -pins, pants and singlets.

For the library we are always glad of good used
books, particula rly any Austra lian books dea ling
with the  Aborigine s , such a s  those  by Idrie s s ,
Harney, Lockwood and others.

But our gre a te s t ne e d is  for fina nce . We  a re
a ble  to ca re  for only a  limite d numbe r of da rk
children and there  a re  many needy children tha t
have to be  refused admittance  because  of short-
age  of accommoda tion. This  yea r, to ce lebra te
the 16th anniversary of the commencement of the
Sky P ilot Fe llowship, we  are  launching a  specia l

commoda tion for new children a s  we ll a s  a  din-
ing -room and study room for the children already
in residence . Gifts  to the  building fund mean not
just a  few extra  parties  for the  children we  have
he re  now, but ne w hope  in life  for ma ny da rk
childre n a t pre se nt shut out be ca use  of la ck of
space  in the  dormitorie s . We  cannot s tre ss  the
fact too s trongly tha t the  grea t need is  for he lp
with our building; not e xtra  toys  for childre n
already well provided for but an extra  bed or two
for children at present sleeping in unsuitable slum
areas, in overcrowded humpies and camps on the
fringe  of country towns.

Gowans & Son, 17 Rosedale

O UR MAIL ADDRES S : Le tte rs  or pa rce ls
s hould ne ve r be  a ddre s s e d to Ke llyville ; our
mail address is  Box 29, Post Office  ,Castle  Hill.
If le tte rs  a re  a ddre s s e d to Ke llyville  it me a ns
de lay and the  risk of loss . Our le tte r box a t the
front gate is over a hundred yards from the house
a nd quite  out of s ight. Le tte rs  de live re d the re
may remain for some hours and passers by could
have  ready access  to them. We  have  los t con-
s ide ra bly be ca us e  of this  in the  pa s t a nd we
wo u ld  u rg e  o u r frie n d s  to  p o s t  a ll m a il to
CAS TLE HILL (Box 29). Like wise  a ll mone y
orders and posta l notes should be  made payable
a t CASTLE HILL and made payable  to the  order
of MARELLA MIS S ION FARM.

B R IAN AND E UG E NE : Two  o f ou r da rk
childre n, Bria n a nd Euge ne , a re  too ba ckwa rd
to be  a ble  to a tte nd the  P ublic S chol with the
other children. Brian is a lmost 8 years of age and
he  has been with us  s ince  he  was a  few months
old. He  is  a  ve ry lovable  child and we  a re  most
anxious that he may be given the very best tra in-
ing to enable  him to make the  most of his ra ther
limited inte lligence . He  does  not ta lk ve ry we ll,
but when some emergency arises he often comes
to Mrs . Langford -S mith, puts  his  hands  in he rs
a nd sa ys  softly: "P ra y, Mummie , pra y". S ome -
times we find him kneeling by his bed, unable  to
express his deepest thoughts in words, but never-
the le s s  pra ying a s  e a rne s tly a s  his  little  he a rt
knows how.

Euge ne  is  a lso going on for 8 ye a rs . He  ha s
only be e n with us  a  fe w months , but he  is  ve ry
deaf and very backward.

The re  is  a  spe cia l tra ining s chool for ba ck-
wa rd Childre n a t We s t P e nna nt Hills , not fa r
from Castle  Hill, and it is possible that these boys
ma y be  a ble  to a tte nd a s  da y -boys  a nd come
home  to the  love  a nd she lte r of this  home  with
the  othe r Aborigina l children a fte r school. But it

from fares and transport difficulties. It is possible
that the  Aborigines Welfare  Board may help with

2/ 5/- pe r we e k (during
s chool te rm ) too m uch to pa y in orde r tha t a
re tarded Aboriginal child might have a  chance to
le a rn?  P e rha ps  s ome  Church or orga nis a tion
would "adopt" one  of these  backward dark boys.

Avenue, Greenacre. 70-6406


