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JEALOUSY: FROM THE SKY PILOT'S LOG, 2CH BROADCAST

It was  S unday morning in Arnhem Land. The
bright sun shone  fie rce ly on the  Mission garden,
and its rays were reflected from the slowly -flowing
river a t the  foot of the  garden. The  na tives were
s itting on sma ll ma ts  on the  concre te  floor of
the  cane -grass Church, and they listened intent-
ly to the  na tive  preache r, or joined in the  bright
singing. The  se rvice  was drawing to an end and
George  paused a t the  door to lis ten.

As the  sounds of the  last hymn died away the
na tive s  hurrie d out of the  Church, followe d by
Bert and Dick. Joe , who had supervised the  ser-
vice , joine d the m a  fe w minute s  la te r, a nd he
immediately button -holed Dick.

"The re  you a re ,  Dick," he  s a id ,  "it is  pe r-
fe ctly s imple  a nd s tra ightforwa rd. The  na tive s
jus t a bout run it the mse lve s . All you've  got to
do is to supervise  things."

"It looks  e a sy e nough," Dick a dmitte d, "but
I don't like  it. I know when I'm out of my depth.
I'd do anything I could to he lp you, but I wasn't
reckoning on running a  Church se rvice ."

George  laughed. "So Dick is  to re lieve  you, is
he  J oe ? " he  a ske d. "I ne ve r thought you'd turn
missionary, Dick, blowed if I did."

"I'm  not turning mis s iona ry," Dick a vowe d.
"All I p rom is e d  to  do  wa s  to  g ive  a  b it o f a
ha nd he re , s o tha t J oe  could go down to the
coa s t for a  fe w da ys .  I d idn 't re a lis e  tha t I'd
have to take services, though."

"The re 's  no one  e lse . You might ha ve  done
it,  Ge orge , but I know you're  on your wa y to
Ma ta ra nka . Dick wa s  my only hope ."

"Inde e d!" Be rt inte rrupte d. "And wha t a bout
me ?  Am I not more  qua lifie d to ta ke  s e rvice s

"Hold on, Be rt!" Dick e xcla ime d. "I a in't no
vagabond. If it comes to tha t, what a re  you?  I'm
a s  good a s  you a re , or a  da rn s ight be tte r."

Be rt a dopte d a  pious  voice . "I a m the  voice
of one  crying in the  wilde rne s s . I wa s  . . ."

"I don't m ind you cryin ' in the  wilde rne s s ,"
sa id George . "But this  is  no wilderness, so don't
throw a ny a cts  he re . If J oe  ha d to choose  be -
tween Dick and you, I reckon he 's  made  a  good
choice . At le a s t Dick is  ge nuine ."

"Tha t's  wha t I thought," J oe  put in. "I know
Dick won't inte rfe re , a nd the  na tive  Chris tia ns
can look after the  service . But they need a  white
man to supervise  and keep them up to time, and
so on."

"But," Be rt prote s ted, "I could do tha t a s  we ll
as Dick, and, besides, I am accustomed to preach-
ing. This  work is  wha t I wa s  ca lle d to do. I wa s
a noin te d  for th is  ve ry work.  I wa s  ca lle d  of
God."

"Tha t's  no good," s a id J oe . "I know you by
now, Bert. You'd change  everything and run the
se rvice  your own wa y. The n the  na tive s  would
ge t upse t and go bush. Dick won't inte rfe re ."

"I would make some very necessary changes,"
Bert admitted. "I would preach he ll and damna-
tion and put the  fea r of God into these  primitive
sa va ge s . I would te rrify the ir mise ra ble  souls
with the  fe a r of he ll fire .  I would.. . ."

"Ye s ," sa id J oe . "Tha t's  why I didn't a sk you
to take  ove r. I pre fe r Dick."

George  laughed aga in. "I would like  to a ttend
the  s e rvice s  Be rt took," he  re m a rke d. "I ca n
imagine how he would thump the  pulpit, and that
wouldn't do in this  Church."

"And why not? " a sked Be rt. "I me re ly thump
the  pulpit to e mpha s is e  a  point. I'll ba ng it a s
much a s  I like ."

"Well," sa id George , "the re  a re  white  ants  in
tha t pulpit and when you got excited, Be rt, you
would bring it cra shing down in a  cloud of dust.
Anyhow, what Joe  says is  right, you would drive
the  na tives  away. I reckon Dick is  the  best man
for the  job."

"Ye s ," J oe  re plie d. "Tha t's  wha t I thought. I
can trus t you, Dick. I know I can. But I couldn't
trust Bert."

"Monstrous!" Be rt excla imed. "It is  an insult.
I despise  you, Joe , and I ha te  you, Dick."

"You're  jea lous," sa id George , quie tly. "That's
a ll it is . You're  je a lous  a nd je a lous y is  a  ve ry
wicked thing. No Chris tian should be  jea lous ."

"Tha t's  true , I'm  a fra id," J oe  a gre e d. "J e a l-
ousy is  the  root of ha lf the  mise ry in the  world.
It's  an evil thing."

"It depends on circumstances," Bert defended.
"G o d  s a id : ' I a m  a  je a lo u s  G o d . '  If G o d  is
jea lous , it can't be  wrong."

"Ye s ," s a id Ge orge , bluntly. "But you a in 't
God, Be rt, e ve n if you a ct a s  if you we re ."

"Is  tha t true ? " Dick a s ke d. "I m e a n a bout
God being jea lous. It don't sound right to me."

"It's  true ," sa id J oe  re lucta ntly. "But I'm sure
there must be some explanation. Jealousy is evil,
and God can't be  evil. I suppose  it's  diffe rent in
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the  c a s e  o f God  bu t tha t's  a lwa ys  s om e th ing  I
ha ve  ne ve r be e n a ble  to  unde rs ta nd prope rly."

"J e a lous y is  a  we a kne s s ," Dick continue d. "It
mus t be . S o  how could  God be  je a lous ?  It pu ts
Him  on  the  le ve l o f m a n ."

"I h a ve  m a d e  m y p o in t, " Be rt  in te rru p te d .
"Yo u  c a n 't b la m e  m e  fo r b e in g  je a lo u s ,  wh e n
G o d  is  th e  s a m e .  I s e e k to  fo llo w G o d ,  a n d  I
mould  my cha ra c te r a s  fa r a s  pos s ib le  on Him."

"S h u t u p ,  Be rt," s a id  Ge o rg e .  "I c a n 't s ta n d
fo r th a t s o rt o f ta lk.  I d o n 't u n d e rs ta n d  it m y-
s e lf; bu t I know you 're  on ly a  thunde rin ' hypo -
c rite .  No w b e a t it  wh ile  yo u r lu c k 's  in ,  o r I' ll
kick you. My foot ge ts  itchy whe ne ve r you ope n
your mouth ."

Ge orge  wa s  ca mpe d 30 mile s  from Ma ta ra nka .
J oe , who ha d be e n down the  coa s t, ha d re turne d
to the  Mis s ion ,ta ke n the  ca r, a nd drive n in  with
a  s ic k n a tive .  As  th e  c a r p u lle d  u p  in  a  c lo u d
of dus t, Ge orge  ca me  to  me e t h im.

"Hullo , J oe ," he  gre e te d . "I thought you we re
on  ho lida ys ?  Wha t a re  you  do in ' he re ? "

"I fo u n d  th is  s to c kb o y in  J im 's  c a m p .  He 's
c ro o k.  I th in k h e 's  d yin g .  S m ith y is  a wa y with
the  a e rop la ne , a nd  J im  a s ke d  me  to  do  s ome -
th in g  to  s a ve  th e  b o y.  Bu t  it 's  b e yo n d  m e .  I
th o u g h t I'd  b rin g  h im  in  a n d  s e e  if I c o u ld  g e t
h im  to  Da rwin  fo r tre a tm e n t."

"He  lo o ks  p re t ty fa r g o n e  to  m e , " G e o rg e
re p lie d . "I don 't re ckon you 'll ma ke  Da rwin  with
h im . Bu t I'll te ll yo u  wh a t.  Th e  o ld  d o c to r is  a t
Ma ta ra nka  on a  s hootin ' trip . I promis e d to  ta ke
h im  ou t a fte r c roc od ile s .  He 's  due  he re  toda y,
b u t we 'll s e n d  fo r h im  rig h t a wa y.  He y! Le ft-
ha nd! Ge t a  horse  a nd be a t it into Ma ta ra nka  a nd
hurry the  doc to r ou t.  Te ll h im  the re 's  a  pa tie n t
wa iting for him a nd not to  wa s te  a ny time  ge ttin '
he re  unle s s  he  wa nts  a  pos t-morte m. Come  on,
J oe , le t's  ge t th is  poor fe llow in to  the  te n t.  Lift
h im  g e n tly.  S te a d y! I th in k h e 's  fa in te d ."

The  hours  d ra gge d  by, a nd  Ge orge  be c a m e
ve ry im p a tie n t.  F in a lly h e  e xc la im e d : "I wis h
tha t fla min ' doctor would hurry up. Le ftha nd ha s
be e n gone  ha lf a  da y a lre a dy."

"He  c a n 't  b e  b a c k ye t, " J o e  to ld  h im .  "Bu t
th e  p a tie n t is  a ll rig h t s o  fa r.  He 's  c o n s c io u s
now, a nd he  s e e ms  e a s ie r."

"If th e  d o c to r is n 't  h e re  with in  a  c o u p le  o f
hours , he  won 't ha ve  no  pa tie n t to  a tte nd  to ."

"S u re ly h e 's  n o t a s  b a d  a s  th a t,  Ge o rg e ?  I
thought he  wa s  looking be tte r."

"S orry," s a id Ge orge . "I forgot you don't know
the  na tive  lingo. I d idn 't me a n tha t he  would die
th a t q u ic k; b u t h is  c o u s in  is  h e re ,  a n d  th e  o ld
m e d ic in e  m a n  in  th e  c a m p  is  itc h in ' to  h a ve  a
go a t h im."

"But s ure ly you  wouldn 't tu rn  h im ove r to  the
me dicine  ma n? "

"Cours e  I wouldn 't.  Not if I cou ld  he lp  it.  Bu t
th is  boy is  not prope rly c ivilis e d , e ve n  if he  ha s
be e n  workin ' fo r J im. I he a rd  the  na tive s  ta lkin '
jus t now. The y s a y the  me dicine  ma n could cure
h im ; th e y a re  p la n n in '  to  c o m e  in  fo rc e  a n d
de ma nd him. If we  don 't le t h im go a nd he  die s ,
we 'll g e t th e  b la m e .  If we  le t h im  g o  h e 'll d ie
pron to! Looks  like  we 're  be twe e n  the  de vil a nd
the  de e p blue  se a ."

"I wonde re d  wha t a ll tha t s ing ing  wa s  in  the
ca mp. The y're  a t it a ga in . Lis te n!"

"S ounds  a s  if the y me a n  bus ine s s .  I wis h  . . .
hu llo , the re 's  a  c loud of dus t on  the  roa d . Hope
it's  the  doc tor."

"The re  a re  th re e  me n  coming . Le ftha nd  is  in

ca n 't s e e  who the  o the r fe llow is ."
"It's  Ta ffy," sa id Ge orge , a s  the  me n a pproa ch-

e d .  "Yo u  re m e m b e r h im ,  d o n 't  yo u ?  He 's  th e
mis s iona ry from up Rose  Rive r wa y. Hullo, the re !
Gla d you ca me , Doc!"

As  us ua l the  doc tor s e e me d pe e ve d. "Wha t's
a ll th is  a bout, Ge orge ? " he  de ma nde d. "Ca n 't a
fe llow ha ve  a  bit of pe a ce  a nd quie t without you
s e nding a  me s s e nge r to root him out?  Oh, I ha te
this  country, with its  he a t a nd flie s  a nd dus t. Be -
s ide s , I'm  on  ho lida ys  a nd  I don 't do  a ny me di-
ca l work. Ta ke  th is  hors e , ca n 't you, a nd le t me
down. Now, come  on , whe re 's  the  pa tie n t? "

"R ig h t h e re  in  th e  te n t,  Do c .  Ho w a re  yo u ,
Ta ffy?  Ha ,  h a ,  th e  o ld  d o c to r d o n 't le t a  m a n
ge t a  word in e dge wa ys . Gla d to se e  you a ga in."

Ta ffy s m ile d .  "It is  a  p le a s u re  to  b e  s e e in g
yo u  m e n  a g a in .  Yo u  a re  lo o kin g  fit ,  G e o rg e ,
a nd so a re  you, J oe ."

"Ho w a re  yo u ,  Ta ffy? " J o e  a s ke d .  "S till a s
chee rful a s  eve r? "

"Ch e e rfu l?  Ye s ,  I a m . An d  wh y s h o u ld  I n o t
be ?  A be a u tifu l da y it is ,  a nd  the  Good  Lord  in
the  he a ve ns  to wa tch ove r us ."

"Excus e  me ," Ge orge  whis pe re d . "I'll ha ve  to
a tte nd to the  old doctor. He  roa rs  like  a  bull, but
he 's  a s  ge ntle  a s  a  woma n, re a lly."

Th e  d o c to r s ta m p e d  a ro u n d .  "No w wh e re 's
this  s ick ma n? " he  de ma nde d. "It's  a  wonde r he
is n 't de a d , lying  on  the  g round  in  th is  ho t te n t.
Come  on , Ge orge , le t's  s e e  to  h im. Wha t do  a ll
the s e  ja bbe ring na tive s  wa nt ha nging a bout the
te nt?  Se nd the m a wa y, Ge orge , se nd the m a wa y."
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Ge orge  grinne d. "We ll," he  s a id, "the y wa s
s ugge s tin ' tha t we  ge t a nothe r opinion. The y
ain't got much faith in you, Doc, and they thought
of ta kin' the  poor fe llow down to the  me dicine
ma n a t the  ca mp. You ca n he a r 'e m s ingin' in
the distance."

Even the doctor paused for a  moment. As they
listened, the  chant of the  medicine man rose and
fe ll in a  monotonous and never-ending cascade
of sound.

The  doctor s tamped his  foot. "Wha t's  a ll this
humbug a bout me dicine  me n?  I ca n cure  this
fe llow without any inte rfe rence  from those  sav-
ages. Send them away, George, send them away.
I don't want them hanging about my pa tient."

"Professional jea lousy," George  told him, with
a  chuckle . "That's  what it is , Doc. You're  jea lous
of the  medicine  man. J ea lousy is  a  ve ry wicked
thing. Joe said it was, didn't you, Joe? We never
finished the argument because Bert reminded us
that even God was jealous."

"Stop that silly nonsense!" the doctor demand-
e d. "Of course  I'm je a lous . I'm je a lous  for my
pa tie nt. He 'll die  if tha t me dicine  ma n ge ts  to
work on him. Wha t's  wrong with je a lousy, any-
how?"

"It's  a ll in  the  wa y it's  d ire c te d," Ta ffy e x-
pla ined. "The  doctor is  not jea lous of the medi-
cine  man, he 's jea lous for his  pa tie nt. It is  the
wickedness  of man tha t he  is  jea lous  of othe rs .
God is  jea lous for us, not of us."

"Tha t's  wha t I couldn't unde rs ta nd be fore ,"
Joe  sa id. "Now I know what it means when God

George laughed. "That's one for old Bert. Wait
till I s e e  him a ga in."

The old doctor nursed the black stockboy back
to life , in spite  of the  medicine  man's scepticism
and contempt. Sometimes a  medicine man, with-
out knowing the  ca use  of the  illne ss , is  a ble  to
help by restoring a  native 's fa ith in life  and giving
him the  will to live ; beyond this, he  is  powerless.
But the  white  doctor kne w the  ca use  of the  ill-
ne ss , a nd ha d the  life -giving drugs  a s  we ll. He
wa s  not je a lous  of the  suppose d ma gic of the
medicine  man or of the  childish paraphernalia  of
sacred stones, feathers, and pieces of dead men's
bones; but he  was jea lous for his  pa tient, know-
ing tha t his  only hope  for life  la y in the  white
man's skill.

God is not jealous of puny man, as we humans
are  jea lous of one  another; He  is  jea lous for us ,
knowing that our only hope of life  and happiness
depends on our trus t in Him and our obedience
to His  law.

And the  fina l e ntry in toda y's  Log is  ta ke n
from the  20th chapte r of Exodus, and the  1 1 th
cha pte r of S e cond Corinthia ns : God sa id, "For
I the  Lord  thy God a m  a  je a lous  God"; P a ul
sa id, "For I am jea lous over you with godly jea l-
ousy; for I have  e spoused you to one  husband,
that I may present you a  chaste  virgin to Christ."

* *
EAS TER EGGS . We  a re  m os t gra te ful to

those  friends who brought a long Easter Eggs for
our children. These  were  much apprecia ted and,
needless to say, they did not last very long. How-
ever they brought grea t pleasure  to the  children
who we re  ma de  to fe e l tha t Ea s te r wa s  jus t a s
much for them as it was for the  white  children.

*
HARVES T FES TIVALS . For some time  now

there  have  been severa l Churches who send a ll
their Harvest Festival goods to us. This is a  very
rea l he lp and we do thank God for this  provision
for our ne e ds . Ma ny of the  childre n he re  we re
suffe ring from ma lnutrition whe n the y a rrive d
a nd the  fre sh milk, e ggs  a nd fa rm ve ge ta ble s
have  made  a  grea t diffe rence  to them. The  Har-
vest Festiva l goods bring a  grea t va rie ty of fruit
and vege tables  into the ir die t tha t we  ourse lves
a re  unable  to supply from our ga rden.

*
CHILDREN'S  OUTINGS : Owing to the  kind-

ness of friends the  children a re  given many out-
ings  on S a turda ys . S ome time s  the y a ll go to-
ge ther with some organisa tion such a t Rotoract,
Scouts etc. and sometimes a small group are taken
by individuals. As a matter of fact we have some-
times to restrict their outings; they have as many
as are  good for them; a lso there  a re  friends who
come out to the Mission Farm on a  Saturday and
give  them lunch or a fte rnoon tea  he re . We  a re
most gra te ful for the se  friends  who think of the
Aborigina l children in this  way.

This  work is  progress ing ve ry we ll and a s  we
look back a  few years we are  amazed a t the  way
God ha s  provide d for us  a nd le d us  a ccording
to His  will.  To Him  be  a ll the  honour,  pra is e
a nd glory for this  is  re a lly His  work a nd we  a re
only His humble instruments.
Gowans & Son Pty. Ltd., 17 Rosedale Avenue, Greenacre, N.S.W. 2190


