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Page Two SKY PILOT NEWS

DINGO SCALPS: From the Sky Pilot's Log, 2CH Broadcast.

Some of these stor ies from Mr .  Langford-
Smith's radio broadcasts, "The Sky Pilot's Log",
which commenced in 1948, were published in
book form under  the title of "Drake's Drum".
That book (as is the case with his earlier books)
has been out of print for  over 20 years. Other
stories from the broadcasts have been reprinted
in  "The Sky Pilot News"; but there are many
that have not been repeated since they were first
broadcast 30 years ago.

Recently a voluntary worker in the Mission
Office sorted out these original scripts. Though
they can never be the same without the "voices"
of the original actors such as the late Sid Everett
(as "George" and many other characters); Ted
Husband (as "Jim" and others), Jack Keniry (as
"Joe",  etc. ),  and Norma Warwick (as "Lily",
the l i t t le quadroon  gi r l ) ,  maybe i t  i s  wor th
printing some of these stor ies that have been
lying on the shelf for three decades. Some of the
stories themselves were first written almost 50
years ago,  when condit ions in  Arnhem Land
were vastly different from what they are today.

Wild dogs,  or  dingoes,  had become such a
pest in the Northern Territory in 1928 that the
Government  had offered a  boun ty of 10/-  (a
dollar in today's money, but far more valuable
in those days when the price of a prime bullock
on the run was only 30/-) for each dingo scalp.
It was rather a profitable job poisoning dingoes,
and many of the "hoboes" who drifted round the
north, as well as many honest and respectable
men, took on the game. The honest men went
out  in to the ranges and got  the dingoes that
real ly were a  menace to stock;  but  the other
type of men hung round the Aborigines' camps
and poisoned the pet dogs and half -bred dingoes
which the natives used for hunting.

George was away mustering and he had left
a man to look after his hut and gear. Owing to
so many shady characters being in the district
with  their  poison car ts he was afraid,  for  the
first time since the hut was built., to trust leaving
his gear unattended. The man he left in charge
was a Greek. He was a fine character who was
doing l ight  work and odd jobs for  the stock-
men in exchange for his keep. He had a weak
chest and the doctor had ordered him to spend
as much time as he could in the open air, hoping
that the hot dry season would be of benefit to
him. (There were no modern drugs or cures for
T.B. in 1928.)

On e mor n in g Ton y came to me in  a  ver y
excited state. He spoke rather good English, but
he used h is hands and feet  and eyebrows to
express his thoughts more perfectly. He came
to me waving his arms.

"Quickly, Mister Boss," he urged, "you come
quickly down a da hut. Bad mans killa da dingo
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and killa da camp dogs and killa da cattle dogs.
By an' by him killa da me too. What's a matter
George no more coma da station and leave all
a da mustering."

"Take it easy, Tony," I replied. "What's the
matter? One of those dingo poisoners is about,
is he?"

"Yes, yes, yes, him laya da baits longa bush,
longa camp and longa da road. By an ' by him
poison da meat in da beefhouse. Properly bad
mans."

"Well, why didn't you warn him off? You are
in charge of George's hut. If this man is being
a nuisance on George's country you have the
right to order him off."

"Yes, I tella da man to buzz off but he only
laugh and pointa da gun at me. Me too mucha
li t t le fellow. By an '  by h im kil la da me.  You
come and senda da man hopping. Please, Mista
Boss, you come quick fellow."

In  h is excitement Tony grabbed me by the
button on my shirt and began twisting it round
and round.

"Hey," I exclaimed,  "go easy,  Tony,  that 's
my button you've got hold of.  I don 't  want to
have to sew it on again. These shirts are not as
good as they used to be; I don't know what the
makers are coming to. I've sewn that same button
on three times already. All right, I'll come down
if you don't maul me about."

When  I  came near  George' s hut  I  heard a
great crying and moaning from the Aborigines'
camp.  I t  was just  as i f someone had died.  I
walked over to investigate and found warriors
and lubras crying and nursing dead and dying
dogs.  Al l  thei r  pets  and hun t ing dogs were
poisoned.  I was fur ious and I walked over  to
where the dingo poisoner was camped. He was
a big, dirty looking man and he smelt of dead
dogs. He came to meet me. "Well, what do you
wan t  ' er e?"  h e deman ded.  "I  don ' t  wan t  n o
missionary pokin '  h is nose in  where i t  a in ' t
wanted. Get back to your church. I've heard all
about you, I 'ave."

" I t  i s  m y bus i n ess  wh en  you  poi son  t h e
Aborigines' hunting dogs. You can't get away
with that. You'll have to shift your camp back
into the ranges."

"Oh ,  I  must  sh i ft ,  must  I? And what  i f T
won't go? Who's goin ' to make me?"

"I am. I' l l  give you half an hour  to load up
and get off this reserve."

"Ha, ha,  ha.  I suppose you'll  throw me off,
will you? Well, I ain't goin', see. I could give you
a bashin ' with one hand tied behind me back.
Get th is straight  — I ain ' t  movin '  fer  you or
any other man — see?"

"Wh en  I  sa id  h a l f an  h our  I  mean t  i t .  I f
you're not gone then the Aborigines will put a,
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fires tick into the gras s  and burn you out. You've
done enough  harm already; you 'll be lucky to
Eet out witnout real trouble. You're us ed to  the
Anorig ines  round the towns hip . Thes e men in
Arnhem Land are not the s ame type. They won't
s and any nonsense."

' Oh , yeah?  An ' what can  a  few Aborig ines
do?"

"Quite a lot. Look here, be s ens ible and s hift
while you have the chance. I can s ee the trouble
yo u 're  h ead ,n g  fo r. Yo u  can 't fig h t fifty b u s h
Ab o rig  ms  th a t yo u  wo u ld n 't even  s ee . Yo u r
horses would d:sappear in the night — maybe
fall in  the river and that would mean you would
have to leave your cart here and walk 200 miles
to  th e  ra ilh e a d . A lo t o f wo rs e  th in g s  c o u ld
happen , too . I s aid  half an  hour."

- We ll,  I a in ' t  g o in ' .  An d  wh a t ' s  m o re  I' ll
s hoot any nigger ,that goes  near my 'ors es . An'
if you  e bga 'em on  I'll pu t a  bu lle t in  you , too ."

"I s aid  hal an  hour. Five minutes  have gone
already. Come on, get your hors es  in."

The man tried to bluff it out, but a few minutes
la te r h e  s aw th e  s mo ke  fro m g ras s  fires  th a t
mys terious ly ros e on  three s ides  of h is  camp.
The fires  were s ome dis tance off; but they were
a s ign that the Aborigines  meant bus ines s . He
cursed us all and swore he wouldn't shift —
but he went.

On  my re tu rn  to  th e  Mis s io n  I fo u n d  Lily,
the little quadroon girl, in tears . She had her pet
dog, Beauty, in  her arms .

"Oh, Moningna," s he cried , "poor Beau ty. I
think s he's  dying. Maybe s he got a bait, too."

"Maybe it's  no t too  la te  to  s ave her. I'll g ive
her an emetic. I won't be long. Mind s he does n't
bite you. She's  in agony and does n't know what
she's  doing."

"She wouldn 't b ite  me, Moningna. Not even
if s he is  dying."

We d id  a ll we  co u ld  fo r th e  p e t, b u t it was
of no avail. She died in the agony of s trychnine
pois oning in  Lily's  arms . I will never forget the
lcok in  Lily's  eyes  when  s he realis ed  that her
d o g  wa s  d e a d . S h e  e c h o e d  th e  o ld  c ry o f a
broken  heart: "Oh, Moningna, why d id  it have
to be my dog that got poisoned? "

"Th e re  a re  a  lo t  o f d o g s  th a t  h a ve  b e e n
poisoned, Lily. The Aborigines  in the camp have
los t all their hunting  dogs . Now many of them
will g o  h u n g ry as  th ey can 't h u n t en o u g h  in
this  barren country without dogs ."

"Oh , ye s , I kn o w a n d  I'm  s o rry fo r th e m .
But I on ly had  one dog . Why d id  my dog have
to die?"

"I'm s o rry, Lily, te rrib ly s o rry," I rep lied . "I
kn o w it  will b e  a  lo n g  t im e  b e fo re  yo u  c a n
forget. But s omeday I'll get you  another one."

"I don't want another one —not ever again.
I o n ly wa n te d  m y Be a u ty. I wis h  I c o u ld  d ie

too. I can't live without Beauty. She knew every-
thing I s aid to her. Poor Beauty. Oh, Moningna,
it is  a  cruel, wicked  world . I can 't live  withou t
Beau ty, tru ly I can 't."

And the little quadroon girl covered the face
of the dead dog with  kis s es  and tears . It was  a
lo n g  time  b e fo re  Lily g o t o ve r h e r lo s s . S h e
c rie d  h e rs e lf to  s le e p  n ig h t a fte r n ig h t, a n d
during the day time s he wandered about like a
los t s ou l. Time pas s ed , and  one day I handed
her a little fluffy pup, with big eyes  and wobbly
leg s  an d  s h e  to o k it an d  lo ved  it with  a ll h ey
heart.

So  often  in  th is  life  we los e pets , es pecially
when we are young, and we think we will never
get over it. Kipling knew it when he s aid: "Why
give your heart to a dog to tear? " and we s uffer
the los s  of s omeone or s omething we hold  s o
dear it s eems  tha t life  will never be  the  s ame
aga.n . But God has  made us  s o  that time does
alter th ings  and  even  if we can 't forget we can
find  new hope  and  new love , fo r God  IS  love
and  all love is  a  little  b it o f God . When  every-
thing we hold dear in life has  gone we s till have
Go d  a n d  c a n  re s t  in  His  lo ve  wh ic h  n e ve r
changes.

Our Saviour s aid : "In  my Father's  hous e are
many mansions —or rooms —if it were not so I
wo u ld  h ave  to ld  yo u . I g o  to  p rep are  a  p lace
fo r yo u . An d  if I g o  a n d  p re p a re  a  p la c e  fo r
yo u , I will co me  ag a in  an d  rece ive  yo u  u n to
m ys e lf;  th a t  wh e re  I a m , th e re  yo u  m a y b e
also."

But we will no t on ly find  our Saviour there ,
wo n d e rfu l th o u g h  th a t  will b e ;  He  is  b u s y
peopling thos e rooms  with our loved ones  who,
cne by one, have gone before us . What a  wel-
come it will be to  have eager th rongs  of loved
ones  waiting to  greet us . We are to ld  that "Eye
h a th  n o t s e e n , n o r e a r h e a rd , n e ith e r h a ve
entered in to  the heart of man the th ings  which
Go d  h a th  p rep a red  fo r th em th a t lo ve  Him."

Now, we canno t do  more  than  s pecu la te  on
anything  not mentioned in  Holy Scrip ture, but
wouldn't it be wonderful if amongs t those things
no t s een  o r heard  o r en tered  in to  the  heart o f
man  cou ld  be s ome o f thos e an imal pets  that
have s o  g rown  in to  ou r hearts  tha t they have
become members  o f ou r family?  There  is  no t
even  a  h in t o f it in  Scrip tu re , b u t it wo u ld  b e
th e  s o rt o f th in g  th a t a  lo vin g  Go d  like  o u rs
would think about.

The prophet of old knew that if he los t every-
th in g  b u t  Go d  h e  s t ill h a d  e ve ryth in g  th a t
mattered. The final entry in today's  Log is  taken
from the third  chapter of Habakkuk: "Although
the fig tree s hall not blos s om, neither s hall fruit
b e  in  th e  vin es ; th e  lab o u r o f th e  o live  s h a ll
fail, and the fields  s hall yield no meat; the flock
s hall be  cu t o ff from the  fo ld , and  there  s hall
b e  n o  h e rd  in  th e  s ta lls ; ye t will I re jo ic e  in
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the  Lord, I will joy in the  God of my sa lva tion."

DINGO SCALPS, P ART II, P OIS ONED
FLOUR: From the  Sky Pilo t's  Log .

In ye s te rda y's  broa dca s t we  told how Lily's
pet dog was poisoned, together with many of the
c a m p  h u n tin g  d o g s ,  b y To m ,  a  h o b o  wh o
ea rned his  living by collecting the  Government
bounty on dingo scalps. We forced Tom to move
on from ne a r Ge orge 's  hut a nd he  ca mpe d in
the  range  about 10 miles away. Rumours began
to com e  in to m e  a bout s e ve ra l une xpla ine d
de a ths  a m ongs t the  Aborig ine s  ne a r Tom 's
camp and the  severe  sickness of other natives. I
was worried about it, and more  so when George
ca me  ba ck from his  mus te ring with the  s a me
stories.

"S e e  he re , S mithy," he  sa id, "the re 's  some -
th in ' fis hy go in ' on .  My boys  s a y tha t th re e
na tive s  ha ve  die d la te ly a nd a  lot more  we re
ta ke n s ick.  The re 's  a  young lubra  who's  the
la te s t.  The y s a y s he 's  dyin '.  Eithe r it's  s om e
ne w dis e a s e  or we ll,  . . .  s ome thin ' e ls e ."

"W h a t d o  yo u  m e a n  b y s o m e th in g  e ls e ,
Ge orge ?  You don't ne e d to ma ke  da rk hints  to
me ."

"I wa s  th inkin '  o f po is on .  It 's  be e n  done
be fore , S mithy, in the  e a rly da ys . I don't like
to think a  white  m a n would com e  a t it toda y
but . . .  it's  up to  us  to  find out."

"It's  up to me  to find out. I'm re sponsible  for
this  na tive  re se rve . If the re 's  some thing wrong
it's  my fault if it's  not s topped. It is  good of you
to s houlde r ha lf the  bla m e , but it's  not your
responsibility."

The  old stockman scra tched his head. "Well",
he  dra wle d, "Officia lly it a in't, S mithy. But you
a in't goin' to vis it tha t hobo's  ca mp a lone . You
a n ' m e  is  m a te s  a n ' I'm  go in ' a long  of you .
Tom 's  a  dirty fighte r,  be  a ll a ccounts  a nd . . .
we ll, the re  might be  an accident."

"Tha nks , Ge orge . Anyhow, why not ma ke  it
a  fa mily a ffa ir a nd ta ke  Tony with us?  Nothing
like  having a  couple  of witnesses."

"We ll,  ye s ,  I s uppos e  we  could.  Mind you
Tony a in't no good in a  fight a n' you couldn't
trus t him  with a  gun. The  wa y he  throws  his
a rm s  a round it wouldn 't be  s a fe  if he  ha d a
gun in them. But he 's  on the  leve l. Yes , maybe
we  could ta ke  him  a long with  us .  I'll s e nd a
horse  ba ck for him but we  won't wa it. He  ca n
ca tch us up."

"Can he  ride?"
"Not tha t you'd notice . But I'll s e nd a  quie t

horse . If he  fa lls  off he  can a lways ge t on aga in.
I know he 's  got a  we a k che s t,  but it a in 't his
che s t a s 'll give  him the  mos t trouble  a fte r te n
mile s  in the  saddle . We ll, a re  you ready?  Le t's
ge t goin'."

And tha t's  how we  s ta rte d  off to  v is it the

dingo poisone r's  camp. A couple  of hours  la te r
Tony ca ught up  with  us .  We  could  he a r h is
e xcite d voice  long be fore  we  could se e  him in
the  scrub. It appea red the  na tive  s tockboy who
accompanied him was obeying George 's instruc-
tions  to "sha ke  it up."

"Oh, my heavens, this a  one horse make -a  da
dance  a ll about everywhere . Wow! him bump -a
da  up a nd bump -a  da  down. Oh -h -h a n' da
bruis e ! All -a  da  bruis e .  Wha t for I no m ore
fetch -a da cushion? Oh -h -h."

"Never mind, Tony," George  comforted. "The
bru is e s  will ge t e a s ie r the  longe r you  ride .
You're  doin ' fa m ous ly,  you a re .  S tick it out,
ma n. Anothe r couple  of hours  a n' you'll s e ttle
down to tha t saddle  as if you was born there ."

"Oh, no, plea se , Mis te r George , more  be tte r
me  wa lk on da  foot. All -a  da  bone  le a ve  -a  da
s kin ...  Oh, oh -h -h."

But Tony s tuck to his  hors e  in  s pite  of his
groa ns , a nd in ha lf a n hour we  rode  up to the
dingo poisoner's  hut. There  was no one  a t home
so we followed George at a  canter to the natives'
ca mp ne a r by. The  young lubra  we  ha d he a rd
was  s ick was  now dead. According to the  Abo-
rigine s  the  de a th took pla ce  in a bout a n hour.
By ca re ful que s tioning we  dis cove re d tha t a ll
the  recent dea ths  we re  s imila r. Those  a ffected
s e e me d to be  s uffoca ting a t firs t, a nd during
viole nt convuls ions  the  s ick pe rson se e me d to
re s t on the  ground on the  fe e t a nd he a d with
the  body a rche d; the  fa ce  wa s  livid.

"We ll, S mithy" a ske d Ge orge , "wha t do you
m a ke  of it?  Is  tha t e nough to go on?  Do you
re ckon it's  some  dise a se  or ... poison? "

"Looks like  poison to me , George ; s trychnine
pois oning. The re 's  ve ry little  doubt of it.  The
only wa y to be  s ure  is  to ge t a  doctor or ta ke
him some samples."

"Oh, yeah?  And the  wet season about to sta rt
a ny da y now! It would be  s ix m onths  be fore
ye u could ge t a  doctor or e ve n the  police . By
that time where  would Tom be? Unless we chain
him up for s ix months  on s us picion."

"We  can't do tha t, George . It looks  a s  if he 's
pre tty sa fe . But how could the  na tives  have  got
the  poison?"

Tony broke  in: "I bin ta lka  da  lubra  a nd a ll
about bin s tea la  da  flour."

"They've  been s te a lin' flour from Tom, have
the y? " Ge orge  a s ke d. "It's  a  wonde r the y did
tha t. Oh, I know they a in't ange ls  and they a in't
above  s tea lin' a  bit of tobacco or tea  and sugar
if its  le ft a bout. S till, mos t of 'e m don't ra id a
man's stores for flour."

"But," I s a id, "it's  the  e nd of the  dry se a son
a nd food is  not so ple ntiful. And ha ve  you for-
gotte n, Ge orge , the  na tive s  ha ve  ha d mos t of
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the ir hunting dogs  poisone d?  The y mus t ha ve
be e n pre tty hungry a nd the  cha nce s  a re  Tom
de libe ra te ly le ft the  pois one d flour ha ndy to
teach them a  lesson."

"All -a  da  lubra  bin ta lk," s a id Tony, "the y
bin finda  da  flour longa  bag outs ide  -a  da  tent."

Ge orge  snorte d "Trus t a  good lookin' Gre e k
to make  friends with the  lubras! Just a s  we ll we
brough t Tony with  us .  Bu t the  lub ra s  don 't
us ua lly ta lk s o fre e ly. How did you win the ir
sympa thy, Tony "

"I bin show -a  da  bruise  an' a ll about bin rub
in da  e mu fa t."

"What!" excla imed George , "you showed 'em
your bruises! Well, I must say I think tha t's  goin'
a  bit fa r with s tra nge rs ! You've  only jus t me t
'em. Ha , ha , ha , did the  emu fa t do any good?"

"Yes -a , please , Mister George. Fat -a  da  emu
prope rly good. P oor fe llow m e  ca n s it on da
ground now."

"Well, tha t's  some thin' anyhow. But, S mithy,
wha t a re  we  goin ' to  do with this  s wine ?  It's
p re tty obvious  he  no t on ly po is one d  a ll the
na tives ' hunting dogs  but he  poisoned some  of

few handfuls of his flour. We can't ge t the  police
till a fte r the  we t se a son a nd tha t'll be  too la te .
Suppose we run his horses away?"

"Tha t wouldn't be  a ny good. He  would s top
he re  till a fte r the  we t. We  wa nt to ge t him out
of this  country."

"We ll,  s uppos e  we  give  him  a  ba s hin ' a nd
te ll him to hop it? "

"Tha t wouldn't do e ithe r. We don't want to be
ha d up for a s sa ult. Le t's  go ba ck to his  ca mp
and see  if he  ha s  turned up ye t. We  may think
up some  way of ge tting him to shift."

Back a t the  dingo poisone r's  camp we  found
ple nty of e vide nce  of his  ca lling in the  doze ns
of s ca lps  ha nging to  dry in  the  s un. Mos t of
the m we re  from the  Aborigine s ' hunting dogs .
Ins ide  the  te nt wa s  a n unope ne d ba g of flour.
It ha d a  notice  on it which re a d: "Be wa re : this
flour is  poisoned for the  na tives." George  swore
to himse lf.

"The  dirty dog!" he  mutte red. "Fancy poison-
ing a  ba g of flour like  tha t!"

"Wa it a  m inute ,  G e orge ," I s a id ,  "the re 's
s om e thing wrong he re .  Tony,  d id  your la dy
frie nds  te ll you if the y got the  flour from a  big
bag?  I mean the  poisoned flour?"

"No more  big ba g. All -a  da  flour the y took

"Tha t's  wha t I thought, Ge orge , why would
a man poison all his flour? It doesn't make sense.
He  would have  none  to ea t, himse lf. There 's  no
othe r flour in the  hut e xce pt this  he e l of a  ba g
without a  notice . I would gue s s  tha t the  he e l
might be  poisone d but not the  full

"Ye s ," Ge orge  a gre e d. "Come  to think of it
tha t seems reasonable  enough. But who's  goin'
to  t ry it  o u t?  I wo u ld n ' t  e a t  a  m o u th fu l o f
a nythin' in this  ca mp for a  thousa nd pounds ."

"I wouldn't be  ke e n on trying it mys e lf. But
s uppos e  this  notice  wa s  only a  bluff.  If Tom
ca me  ba ck a nd found a ll his  flour poisone d he
wo u ld  h a v e  to  g e t  o u t  b e fo re  th e  we t.  He
couldn't live  without flour a ll through the  we t."

Ge orge  rounde d on me  in a nge r. "Now look
he re ,  S m ithy,  I'm  m a d e nough to  do a lm os t
anythin' to a  scoundre l like  Tom. If it came  to a
point I might e ve n s hoot it out with him, but I
a in 't pois onin ' a  m a n. No, S m ithy, I couldn 't
do tha t."

"Oh, don't be  s illy, Ge orge . I don't me a n to
re a lly poison it. But we  could ma ke  Tom think
it was  poisoned. Look, I' ll s h o w yo u  . . . "

I took down the  notice  s a ying the  flour wa s
pois one d a nd a dde d the  words : "If it wa s n 't
be fore  it is  now."

George chuckled.
"I guess  he  won't be  game  to try it a fte r tha t.

I know da rne d we ll I wouldn 't if it wa s  m ine .
But m a ybe  he 'll try it out on the  Aborigine s ;
give  'em a  damper made  of it or some thin' like
tha t. Whe n he  finds  it doe sn't hurt the m, why,
the n he 'll know it's  only bluff."

"W e ll, " I s a id ,  tu rn ing  to  Tony.  "You  ge t
one  of the  lubras to come up here ; say we  want
he r to  g ive  us  a  ha nd .  Hurry up ,  o ff you  go
before  Tom comes back."

I poke d a bout a mong the  s tore s  till I found
some cream of tartar. Taking about half a  pound
of it, I ga ve  it to the  lubra  whom Tony brought
a nd got he r to s prinkle  it through the  flour in
the  ba g. Ge orge  la ughe d to himse lf. "I ge t the
ide a ,  S m ithy! The  lubra  will th ink s he 's  pu t
poison in the  flour a nd she 'll te ll a ll the  othe rs .
They wouldn't e a t anythin' Tom gave  'em a fte r
tha t; not on your life . Ha , ha , ha , I wonde r if
it'll do the  trick."

It did the  trick. We  rode  away from the  camp
but we le ft one  of George 's  stock boys to watch.
He  told us  la te r tha t Tom  re turne d, re a d the
notice , then made a  damper and offered it to the
Aborigines  in the  camp. When they re fused, he
cursed and swore  and packed up his  camp and
drove  off, leaving the  bag of good flour behind.
He  didn't trouble  us  in tha t dis trict a ga in for a
long time . Eventua lly he  came back to have  his
re ve nge  on me  ... but tha t is  a nothe r s tory, a s
Kipling says .

God ha s  le ft us  His  word which is  inte nde d
a s  food for our s ouls .  The  De vil knows  th is
and in order to prevent our feeding on it he  puts
up  a  no tice : "This  is  po is one d . ' O h ,  I know
Ile  doesn't word it a s  crude ly as tha t. He  usua lly
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s a ys  it's  full of contra dictions  or tha t s cie nce
has  proved tha t it is  inaccura te . S ome times  he
says that it is just a  fake and the prophecies were
written a lte r the  events  took place . When I was
a  boy it wa s  s ome time s  s a id tha t writing wa s
not inve nte d in Mos e s ' da y; but a rcha e ology
ove r the  pa s t 50 ye a rs  ha s  continue d to vindi-
ca te  the  Bible ; a nd a t Ebla , in Northe rn S yria ,
hundreds of clay table ts have proved that writing
wa s  in common use  a  thousa nd ye a rs  or more
be fore  Mose s  wa s  born.

But the  Devil's  lie  s till confuses  some  people
so tha t it is  little  wonde r tha t some time s  the y
question whe the r they can trust the  Bible  a t a ll.
But thank God, thousands of people  of a ll races
ove r the  a ge s  ha ve  trus te d God a nd ta ke n the
Bible  a s  the ir da ily food a nd the y only la ugh
at the  Devil's  lies, often repeated by academics,
for the y ha ve  prove d for the ms e lve s  tha t the
Bible  is  the  powe r of God unto sa lva tion to a s
ma ny a s  be lie ve  on Chris t. Chris t is  the  Living
Word and the  Biblc is  the  written word of God.
You can't separa te  the  two; toge ther they make
the  Bre a d  o f Life  wh ic h  wa s  g ive n  fo r ou r
comfort and salvation.

And the  fina l e ntry in toda y's  Log is  ta ke n
from the  19th cha pte r of the  Re ve la tion: "His
na m e  is  c a lle d  the  W ord  o f G od  . . .  a nd  he
ha th cn his  ve s ture s  a nd on his  thigh a  na me
writ te n ,  KING  O F  KING S  AND LO R D O F
LORDS ."

CHRIS TMAS GREETINGS: The Director
and his wife  (Mr. and Mrs. Langford -Smith), the
S ecre ta ry (Mrs . Warwick), toge the r with a ll the
Members  of the  Council and the  Genera l Com-
mittee , join in wishing a ll our supporte rs  a  ve ry
happy Chris tmas  and God's  continued ble ss ing
throughout the  Ne w Ye a r. Eve rything worth-
while  tha t ha s  be e n a ccomplis he d a t the  old
Ma re lla  a nd the  a dva nce s  be ing ma de  a t the
ne w Ma re lla  in York Roa d, Ke llyville , a re  due
to the  work of the  Holy Spirit moving the  hearts
a nd minds  a nd bodie s  of God's  chose n fe llow-
workers. God has given us much on the  spiritual
as  we ll a s  the  ma te ria l plane ; but a s  Chris tmas
dra ws  ne a r we  tha nk Him  e s pe c ia lly for the
i7rea tes t Gift of a ll, the  Lord J esus  Chris t, born
in a  mange r nea rly 2,000 yea rs  ago to redeem
mankind, and (we  be lieve ) soon to come  aga in
in glory to se t right a ll the  wrongs , the  crue lty
a nd the  s in  of th is  pre s e nt world ,  ru ine d by
man's disobedience, greed and selfishness.

MR. J IM DUNNE: When we  moved to York
Roa d the  ne w house  wa s  s e t in bushla nd a nd
timbe r. The re  wa s  no ga rde n a nd the  a ppe a r-
a nce  wa s  s poilt by the  ne gle cte d look of the
s urroundings ; howe ve r, Mr. J im  Dunne  ve ry
kindly offe re d to se t out a  ga rde n a nd la wn for
us  in his  "spa re " time . As  he  is  a  profe s s iona l
gardener and one  of our va lued voluntary work-
e rs  we  we re  de lighte d. It wa s  de cide d to pla nt
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flowe ring shrubs , a s  much a s  poss ible , a s  we
ha ve  no  one  with  the  phys ica l a b ility or the
nine  to a tte nd to a  lot of a nnua ls , much a s  we
like  the m  a round the  hous e .  Mr.  Dunne  ha s
a lready done  wonde rs  and the  home  is  looking
as  if it is  lived in and ca red for. We  a re  deeply
gra te ful to  Mr. Dunne  for his  gre a t kindne s s
which has  involved much time  and ve ry heavy
work.

"KOOMP ARTOO": As explained earlier,
when it was  decided by the  Church of England
Home s  not to build the  Group Home s  for the
Ma re lla  ch ildre n  a t Ke llyv ille  bu t c los e r to
where  the  re la tives  and pa rents  of the  children
live d,  the re  wa s  no longe r a ny ne e d for the
Langford -Smith family to re ta in a ll the  property
a t Ke llyville . Howe ve r, it ha d be e n bought for
the  purpose  of using it in God's  se rvice  and had
L een he ld for 40 yea rs  for this  purpose . It was
the re fore  unthinka ble  to s e ll it to de ve lope rs
a nd we  pra ye d tha t s ome how it could s till be
us e d for Christian service. The  pra ye r was
answered a lmost immedia tley, for the  Regiona l
Mission of the  Parramatta  Uniting Church made
a n offe r to buy a s  much of it a s  poss ible  for a
Youth Ce ntre  for young pe ople  of both s e xe s
who we re  in ne e d of pra ctica l Chris tia n he lp
in the ir somewha t "m ixe d-up" conditions  in
this rapidly changing socie ty of ours.

In the  end a  tota l of 25 acre s  of the  prope rty
was sold to the  Regional Mission and five  acres
were  re ta ined for the  purpose  of building a  new
home  a nd office s  for Ma re lla  Miss ion Fa rm on
the  York Road entrance  to the  prope rty.

The  portion purcha se d by the  Re giona l Mis-
s ion wa s  na me d "Koompa rtoo", a n Aborigina l
word m e a ning a  "ne w be ginning" or a  "ne w
s ta rt". The  Re giona l Mis s ion, with the  he lp of
many voluntee rs  and se rvice  clubs , have  don-.
a  mighty job in cleaning up and renova ting the
buildings and property. The Official Opening was
set down for 10th November. It was to be  under-
ta ke n by the  P rim e  Minis te r,  the  Right Hon.
J . M. Fraser, but owing to his unfortunate  illness
it wa s  a c tua lly pe rform e d by the  Hon.  R.  J .
Ellicott, Q.C., M.P ., Minis te r for Home  Affa irs .

A number of frie nds and supporters of
"Koompa rtoo" we re  pre se nt, a nd in spite  of a
brief shower the  weather held good for the  meet-

ma in house . It was  a  ve ry happy occasion, and
everyone  spoke  well of the  splendid project tha t
was  to be  unde rtaken. As  both Mr. Ellicott and
his wife  had lived in Kellyville , he  knew all about
the  prope rty a nd s poke  highly of the  form e r
work of Mare lla , which had been conducted on
the  prope rty for so ma ny ye a rs  be fore  "Koom-
partoo" commenced.

Dr. G. S . Udy, Cha irman of the  Management
Committee , thanked Marella  for making the  pro-
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perty ava ilable  to the  Regiona l Mission; but this
was done because of our desire  that the property
should continue  to be  used in God's  se rvice .

Cr. B. Mulla ne , P re s ide nt of Ba ulkha m Hills
Shire  Council, a lso spoke  of the  work of Mare lla
Mis s ion Fa rm ove r the  ye a rs  a nd me ntione d
tha t he  wa s  ple a se d a  s imila r work would con-
tinue  on the  prope rty. He  did not mention wha t
a  grea t work his  Council had done  to a ss is t the
'Aborigina l childre n pre vious ly a t Ma re lla .

Mr . Alla n Cadman, M.P ., another old
friend of Mare11a , was another speaker who re-
ca lle d his  a s s oc ia tion with  Ma re lla  ove r the
yea rs . Afte r the  mee ting Mr. F. D. C. Ca te rson,
M.P . and many other old friends and supporte rsof M.P.,

s poke  to the  re pre s e nta tive s  of
Ma re lla  who ha d be e n so kindly invite d to the
ope ning of "Koompa rtoo" by Dr. Udy a nd the
Re v. Linds a y Dous t.  As  a  m a tte r of fa c t,  we
fe lt a  little  guilty be ca use  of the  e xa gge ra te d
pra is e  of the  s im ple  work we  ha d trie d to do
for Aborigina l childre n ove r the  ye a rs . We  ha d
no wis h to  s te a l the  thunde r of the  Re giona l
Mission, which had with such courage  and fore -
sight undertaken a  new, but much needed, work
for the  you th  o f our com m unity: thos e  who
have , often through no fault of the ir own, fa iled
to "make the  grade" in a  most difficult socie ty.

We  we re  s orry to le a rn la te r tha t the  Re v.
Linds a y Dous t,  who ha d worke d s o  ha rd  for
"Koompartoo", was to leave  this  important work
he  ha d so fa ithfully be gun to ta ke  wha t is  pe r-
ha ps  a n  e qua lly im porta n t work with  World
Vis ion. All the  worke rs  a t "Koom pa rtoo ' ha d
done  everything in the ir power to assis t Mare lla
Mission Farm in our move and in the commence-
m e nt of a  ne w s phe re  of work for Aborigina l
childre n ne xt door to the ir own work. We  wish
"Koom pa rtoo" God 's  riche s t b le s s ing  in  the
future  Chris tian work is  a  ba ttle  with the  forces
of evil and, though there there are many different
t a ttle fie lds , it is  a ll one  wa rfa re  a nd we  a re  a ll
working  fo r the  trium ph  o f the  Lo rd  J e s us
Chris t, who has a lready won the  fina l victory on
Calvary. In a ll warfare  there  a re  hardships, diffi-
cultie s , proble ms  a nd ca sua ltie s  a nd we  ne e d
to uphold our fe llow soldie rs  in constant praye r
and a ll the  other support we can give. God bless
"Koompartoo".

DE DIC ATIO N O F  THE  NE W MAR E LLA
MISSION OFFICES: The dedication service  for
the  ne w Ma re lla  office s  will be  he ld (D.V.) on
the  m orning of S a turda y, 29th Ma rch, 1980.
'This  will not be  a  la rge  sca le  Sa le  of Work, but
the re  will be  a  few sta lls  for the  sa le  of dona ted
articles. We are not buying in produce, sweets, ice
cream, pie s  or anything like  tha t; but the re  will
be  s ta lls  s tocke d with a ny a rticle s  give n to the
Miss ion for tha t purpose . The  ga the ring will be

he ld in the  la rge  s torage  shed a t the  rea r of the
Miss ion house  a t 17 York Roa d (off P re s ide nt
Road), Ke llyville . The  shed will be  opened a t 9
a .m. but not before , so the  dawn bargain hunters
who used to a rrive  a t our old Sa les  of Work will
be  able  to have  a  s leep -in tha t morning! There
will be  no re fre shment or pie  s ta ll, but morning
tea  in the  way of light re fre shments  will be  pro-
vide d fre e  of cos t. The  De dica tion se rvice  a nd
a  ve ry short ta lk on the  future  of the  work for
the  Aborigina l childre n will be  he ld during the
morning a nd a  colle ction for the  work will be
ta ke n up a t this  me e ting. Furthe r pa rticula rs
will be  given in the  next issue  of the  "S ky P ilot
News".

CHRIS TIAN HO LIDAY CAMPS FOR
OUR ABORIGINAL CHILDREN: Through the
kindne s s  a nd ge ne ros ity of frie nds  we  will be
a ble  to pa ss  on se ve ra l hundre d dolla rs  to the
Church of England Homes for the holiday camps
m e ntione d in  our la s t "S ky P ilo t Ne ws ".  We
wish to thank friends for this  most useful Christ-
ma s  gift for the  childre n.

CHURCHILL FELLOWSHIPS: We have
been asked to make  known tha t applica tions for
the  a bove  a wa rds  will close  on 29th Fe brua ry,
1980. It is  a lso s ta ted: "There  a re  no prescribed
qua lifica tions , a ca de mic or othe rwise , for the
a wa rd  o f a  C h u rc h ill F e llo ws h ip ; th e y a re
a wa rde d to  a  ve ry wide  cros s -s e c tion of the
Aus tra lia n public from highly spe cia lis e d pro-
fessiona ls  to the  se lf-taught. As readers  of your
publica tion a re  e ligible  to a pply for a  Churchill
Fe llowship, I hope  tha t you ca n s e e  your wa y
to providing a  se rvice  to both your reade rs  and
the  Churchill Trus t by us ing some  or a ll of the
a ttached informa tion.' The re  is  too much infor-
ma tion to quote  in full, but the re  will be  a dve r-
tise me nts  in the  cla ily pre ss  during Nove mbe r
and December; or you may write  to The Winston
Churchill Trus t, P .O. Box 478, Ca nbe rra  City,
A.C.T. 2601.

MRS . K. LANGFORD-S MITH: In s pite  of a
kidney or s imila r infection which has  pulled he r
down cons ide ra bly, Mrs . La ngford -S mith ha s
be e n ke e ping re a sona bly we ll, a nd for this  we
tha nk God. Though una ble  to  do a ny he a vy
work, she  ha s  ha d a  good de a l of e nte rta ining
to do, besides the  usual housework, and she has
a lso kept the  wa te ring up to a ll the  new shrubs
and plants  Mr. Dunne  has  planted. S he  is  look-
ing forward to see ing her own children and most
of the  e leven grandchildren on or about 'Chris t-
mas. She  has  a lso had the  pleasure  of mee ting
her e ldest s is te r, Mrs. Marj. Hodges, for severa l
outings.

MRS .  NO RMA WARWICK: In  Ap ril th is
year, the  dark children having le ft Mare lla , Mrs.
Norma  Wa rwick, who ha s  be e n our S e cre ta ry
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for a lmost 30 yea rs , was  able  to take  a  little  of
he r long se rvice  le a ve , a nd for the  firs t time  in
he r life  ha d a  trip ove rse a s . S he  wa s  fortuna te
to be  a ble  to join a  trip le d by P rofe ssor E. M.
Bla iklock, 0.B.E., the  forme r P rofe s s or of
Classics  a t Auckland University and well known
as a  Christian leader and writer. He was familiar
with a ll the  places visited, so with his knowledge
of the  Bible  a nd of Cla s s ica l His tory he  wa s
a ble  to ma ke  e ve ry s ta ge  of the  trip come  to
life .

The  group vis ite d the  s ite s  of m os t of the
se ve n churche s  in As ia tic Turke y spoke n of in
the  Re ve la tion. The y s a w the  white  c liffs  of
P amukka le  (the  ancient Hie rapolis ) from which
s tre a ms of luke  wa rm wa te r ca sca de d down; a
s ight vis ible  from the  Biblica l La odice a , which
brought to life  the  re fe re nce  to the  "luke wa rm
Church" me ntoine d by S t. J ohn in Re ve la tion,
chapte r 3.

The  Holy Land of Israe l took on a  new mean-
ing  a s  the  P rofe s s or a nd  the  Is ra e li gu ide s
pointed out whe re  va rious  incidents  mentioned
in scripture  took pla ce . Those  of us  una ble  to
go on the  trip we re  thrille d to s e e  the  movie s
taken by Mrs. Warwick of what is  be lieved to be
the  a c tua l tom b  o f ou r Lo rd ,  the  Moun t o f
Olive s , the  Ga rde n of Ge thse ma ne  a nd ma ny
other famous places.

The  trip a lso led Mrs . Warwick to S ingapore
(brie fly), a nd be s ide s  Is ra e l a nd Turke y (with
Ga llipoli),  Gre e ce , Ita ly (brie fly),  the  Unite d
S ta te s  (whe re  she  me t he r s is te r Wyn P orte r,
Whom she had not seen for seven years; and old
friends  from Austra lia  including J im and J oyce
Duffecy, from the  old O.A.C. days); but England
was like home to the members of the trip (mostly
from Ne w Ze a la nd) a nd it wa s  the  highlight of
the  trip, e xce pt for the  vis it to the  Holy La nd.
In England Mrs . Warwick was able  to vis it Mrs .
Dulcie  La ngford -S mith; s he  a ls o me t one  of
Ma re lla 's  old s ta ff worke rs , Mrs . Ma nue l (who
once made a  car trip across the  Nullarbor P la ins
with Mr. a nd Mrs . La ngford -S mith, Mrs . Wa r-
wick a nd he r da ughte r, He a the r). The  trip fin-
is he d up in Auckla nd, N.Z., whe re  Mrs . Wa r-
wick was almost overwhelmed with kindness and
hospita lity from he r Ne w Ze a la nd frie nds , who
ha d re a che d the re  be fore  he r. S he  re turne d to
Mare lla  a t the  conclus ion of the  trip in May.

THE REV. AND MRS . CARL HAMMOND:
These  friends, ove r from Melbourne  for a  short
holiday, have  been a  grea t he lp to us doing odd
jobs , sorting books  and moving furniture  in the
storage shed and new house. These fa ithful sup-
porte rs  have  been pe rsona l friends  for ove r 40
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ye a rs .  Ca rl wa s  cura te  for Ca non La ngford-
S mith a  grea t many yea rs  ago; recently he  has
been Superintendent of Chapla ins in Melbourne .
While  here  he  kindly took the  early Communion
S e rvice  in  the  Ke llyville  Church of Engla nd
whe n the  re gula r minis te r wa s  ill. His  s e rmon
wa s  mos t impre s s ive  a nd he lpful to a ll thos e
who we re  privile ge d to he a r it.

MR. AND MRS . W. Mc CULLOUGH: These
voluntary office  helpers have continued to assist
us . Mr. McCullough is  usua lly able  to drive  the
pane l van filled with s tree t s ta ll goods into P a r-
ramatta  and ca ll for those  unsold when the  s ta ll
close s . In e a rlie r da ys  Mr. La ngford -S mith or
Mrs. Warwick managed this; of la ter years it has
be e n the  job  of the  Fa rm  Ma na ge r; now, of
course , we  have  no Farm Manager and through
age and ill -health the work has become too much
for Mr. La ngford -S mith; Mrs . Wa rwick ca nnot
manage by herself, and for this reason the kindly
action of Mr. McCullough is  much apprecia ted.
Mrs . McCullough has  recently been he lping on
the  s tre e t s ta ll whe re  we  a re  ofte n  s hort of
worke rs , or she  ha s  continue d to a s s is t in the
office  or he lp he r husband to prepa re  the  "S ky
P ilo t Ne ws " fo r pos ting  by tying  the m  in to
bundle s ,  a fte r s orting ,  which  is  re quire d  by
postal regulations.

GROUP  HOMES : Recently we  had the  privi-
lege  of visiting the  two Group Homes in Marrick-
ville .  Toge the r with m e m be rs  of the  Ma re lla
Ma na ge me nt Committe e ( both Aborigina l a nd
white) we had a  discussion about the progress of
the  work ove r a  m e a l in  the  hous e  na m e d
"Ma re lla ",  the n  d rove  to  the  s e c ond  hous e
"Havilah", where  a  committee  meeting was he ld
a fte r the  childre n ha d gone  to be d. We  we re
most impressed with the  progress a lready made.

CONCLUSION: Although we  ha ve been
re lie ve d by not ha ving the  phys ica l re spons i-
bility of the  children and s ta ff, we  have  not ye t
been able  to "take  things  easy". A friend a sked
Mrs . Wa rwick the  othe r da y wha t she  did with
he r tim e  now! S he  took a  de e p  b re a th  a nd
re plie d : "We  only work 24  hours  a  da y now
ins te a d of 26."

But God knows just how much our minds and
bodies can take and He has promised the strength
we  ne e d. Actua lly our work for the  Aborigina l
childre n is  on the  incre a se . We  tha nk God for
this , but we  ha ve  to look to Him for the  a bility
to cope . We  a re  mos t gra te ful for the  wa y our
old supporters have ra llied round; we apprecia te
the  wonde rful volunta ry worke rs  and we  pra ise
God for His  cons ta nt guida nce , s tre ngth a nd
companionship.

J .  & J .  P r in t  P a h ile 1d -788-8226


