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THE ENERGETIC MAN, PART 2: Sky Pilot's Log 2CH Broadcast.

Recen t ly we told the story of Ar thur ,  the
energetic man who worked from daylight t i l l
dark and yet made time to help prepare a land-
ing strip for the aeroplane. I don't think I have
ever seen man work harder or more constantly
than did Arthur. Not that he rushed things. He
worked steadily and constantly and saved all
unnecessary labour. He was building he said,
for twenty years ahead and not for the present
only. He hated temporary work. He would
sooner take a little longer to make his work sub-
stantial enough to last for many years to come.

Everyone liked Arthur and admired the way
he worked. I was anxious to see him get on, as
he deserved to.  It  was a  bi t  of a  shock when
Geor ge came to me one day wi th  news tha t
Arthur was ill.

"Yes," he said,  "i t 's true enough; poor  old
Arthur is real crook, if you ask me. He says it
is nothin' and he'll be all r ight again in a few
days. I reckon he must have strained hisself
liftin' them thunderin' big rocks. He was spittin'
blood when I was there yesterday."

"What? Spitting blood? But that must come
from his lungs!"

"I don 't  know about that,  but i t  come from
somewhere inside him. Quite a bit of blood too.
I tell you it frightened me. I told him I'd come
right away and get you."

"What did he say about that?" I asked.

"He made some joke about the landin' ground
beM' used for him after all. But I think he must
of strained hisself. He's as strong as a horse; it
can't be his lungs that's crook."

"Is he alone now, George?" I  asked.

"I left old Lefthand with him. That native is
as gentle as a woman in sickness in spite of his
six foot of height. But old Dr. Bloomfield is at
Mataranka; couldn't you pick him up and bring
him down? I reckon Arthur won't want to leave
his farm and believe me, he's a case for a doctor
all right."

"That's a good idea. The old doctor  is a bit
old fashioned in his methods, but he seems to
know h is work al l  r igh t  and I  know he' l l  be
willing enough to come. I'll tell you what: I'll
go to Mataranka, pick up the doctor and bring
him down. The trip won't take more than four
or five hours —that is, of course, if I can find
the doctor."

"Good," said George with satisfaction, "Well

I ' l l  n ick back to Ar thur  r ight away.  Can you
give me some slushy food for  h im? He l ives
pretty hard at  h is hut —mostly salt  junk and
damper and that ain 't much of a tucker for an
invalid. I ' l l  t el l  h im you ' l l  be back by dar k
tomorrow."

The return trip to Mataranka was uneventful.
I had to fly high as the weather was bad and I
didn't want the old doctor to be air -sick before
we reached the patient.  George and I waited
outside while the doctor made his examination.
We waited a  long t ime and George began  to
fidget.

"I wonder what's holdin' up the old doctor?"
he asked.  "He's had t ime to go over  a  dozen
men by now."

"He's very careful ," I  r epl ied. "When he
makes his report it ' ll  be pretty accurate. If he
doesn't know what the trouble is he won't beat
about the bush, he'll tell us straight out."

"Poor  old Arthur ," said George,  "I hope i t
ain't serious. He's worked so hard here it would
break his heart if he had to go to hospital for a
few weeks. I've never knowed a man to have so
many schemes on the go at the one time. And
he's got method, too. Bit by bit you can see all
the plans for his farm fallin' into place like the
pieces of a jig -saw puzzle. I thought at first it
was mostly talk, like so many of the men who
come to the tropics with big ideas. But he start-
ed right at bed rock and bit by bit he's carried
out his ideas. He's got the water nearly laid on
to his hut now. I reckon a few days more would
have finished the job. He's got all  the hollow
logs laid ready to erect on forked logs."

"Yes," I  r epl ied,  "he' s a  worker  a l l  r igh t .
But here comes the doctor now. You can't tell
by his face what he's thinking. That beard of
his hides all the expression; all the same, I don't
fancy i t  i s too good.  Well ,  doctor ,  have you
made your examination?"

"Yes," he said "I have."

"Wel l .  what  i s  the verdict? Can ' t  you see
we're almost  out  of our  minds with  anxiety?
Can you give the complaint a name?"

"That's easy. Arthur is suffering from
Bronchopneumonicphthisis. There's not a shad-
ow of doubt about it."

"Good heavens! Are you sure of i t? That 's
terrible, although it was that I was afraid of,"
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"Don't m ind m e , you fe llows ," com pla ine d
George. "I'm  only a n une ddica te d s tockm a n
You go right a he a d a nd ta lk in s om e  fore ign
la ngua ge . Wha t wa s  it you ca lle d it?  Bronco
some thin' or othe r. I know a  bronco is  a  horse ,
but wha t's  tha t got to do with Arthur?  He  a in't
been kicked by a  horse , has  he?"

"S orry, Ge orge . I me a n Arthur is  s uffe ring
from ga lloping consumption."

"G a llop ing  . . .  I kne w it wa s  s om e th in ' to
do with a  'orse . Ga llopin' consumption?  Tha t's
re a l s e rious , a in't it? "

"I'm a fra id so. De a th usua lly ta ke s  pla ce  in
a  few months from the  onse t." (This  was 1931.)
"I give  him a bout thre e  months . Ma ybe  a  little
longe r if he  ta ke s  it e a sy. If he 's  the  ma n you
te ll me  he  is  I'd s a y it's  more  like ly to be  two
months."

"Two or thre e  m onths !" I e xc la im e d, "a nd
Arthur ha s  be e n building for 20 ye a rs  a he a d.
W h y,  it  wo u ld  ta ke  ye a rs  b e fo re  a ll th e s e
schemes of his  a re  opera ting. I can't be lieve  it."

"Ha v e  yo u  to ld  h im  a b o u t . . .  a b o u t h o w
long he  ha s  to live?" a sked George . "No, I can
se e  you ha ve n't. But some one  will ha ve  to te ll
h im .  You 'd  be tte r do  it,  S m ithy; s om e how I
couldn't fa ce  the  job."

"Why pick on me ?  I couldn't do it ye t a ny-
how. Le t's  wa lk round a  bit a nd think things
out."

"You'd be tte r go ba ck a nd ta lk to him, Doc,"
suggested George , "in case  he  ge ts  to worryin'.
Te ll him you .have  to make  more  te s ts  or any-
thin ' you like  to  ke e p him  quie t.  He 'll cut up
some thin' te rrible  whe n he  knows . Come  on
S mithy, le t's  ge t a wa y from the  hut for a  min-
ute ; I'm chokin'."

In silence  we walked round the  little  fa rm tha t
ha d  be e n  ca rve d  ou t o f the  bus h  with  s uch
labour. Everywhere was the sign of thoroughness
a nd s tre ngth. The  fe nce  pos ts  we re  like  young
te legraph poles , built to la s t for twenty years  or
more . S ome  of the m ha d be e n drille d for wire
but the  wire  wa s  not ye t a va ila ble . I gue s s e d
Arthur inte nde d buying it from the  profits  from
his  firs t ha rve s t. With a  jolt I re me mbe re d tha t

someone e lse  did the  harvesting.

We saw the  grea t s labs of rock tha t were  la id
ne a tly in pos ition to form the  ba se  of the  huge
da m tha t Arthur inte nde d to be  the  founda tion
of his  irriga tion scheme . In the  thick lancewood
scrub a  sma ll pa tch ha d a lre a dy be e n cle a re d
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and marked out for the  house  tha t would neve r
now be needed.

Ge orge  cle a re d his  voice  a nd sa id: "It's  te r-
rible  tough for a ny m a n to be  told out of the
blue  tha t he  .. .  tha t he 's  only got a  fe w more
months to live . But I guess it's  worse  in Arthur's
case . He  a lways looked so fa r ahead and ha ted
te mpora ry work. It  d o n ' t  g e t  n o  e a s ie r  b y
wa itin '.  I - I gue s s  you 'd  be tte r do  the  d irty
work tha t the  Doc. a nd I a in't ga me  to do. I'll
come  with you."

Arthur wa s  lying on the  be d. The re  we re  no
shee ts , of course , but the  bunk was  solidly and
nea tly built and everything in the  room spoke  of
s tre ngth a nd utility. I didn't know how to bre a k
the  ne ws . Arthur didn 't look s o ve ry ill a nd I
a lm os t wonde re d  if the  doc to r ha d  m a de  a
mistake . I noticed his bright eyes and the  colour
in his  che e ks ; but the  doctor ca ught m y e ye
a nd shook his  he a d. S till I couldn't spe a k a nd
Arthur looke d from one  of us  to the  othe r. He
wa s n't s low on the  upta ke . Whe n he  s poke  it
was in a  quie t. controlled voice .

"I s e e ," he  s a id. "It's  wors e  tha n I thought.
The re 's  no ne e d to be a t a bout the  bush. How
long have  I got? "

"Not ve ry long, I'm  a fra id."
"Ye s , but how long?  A couple  of we e ks? "
"No," I replied, "longe r than tha t. The  doctor

thinks  it m ight be  a  m a tte r of m onths . If you
ta ke  things  e a sy you might ..

"Ye s ," s a id Arthur,  "but if I ke e p on work-
ing, how long will it be  the n? "

"Not m ore  tha n  a  couple  of m onths . But
you'll ge t weaker and you won't be  able  to work
like  you used to."

"I re a lis e  tha t.  All the  s a m e  a  c oup le  o f
months ought to give  me time to finish laying on
the  wa te r a nd I'd like  to ge t the  founda tion of
the  da m finishe d. I should be  a ble  to do it".

"But you won't . . ." I be ga n a nd s toppe d.
"I won't ne e d it now?  Is  tha t wha t you we re

going to s a y?  No, I won't ne e d it mys e lf, but
I'd like  to ge t it finishe d. S ome one  e ls e  could
ca rry on the n a nd ma ke  a  job of it."

"But you musn't e ve n cons ide r working a ny
more , Arthur. You'll ha ve  to ta ke  things  e a sy."

"Why?  S o tha t I could live  anothe r month or
two?  No, S mithy, I've  worked a ll my life  and I'd
sooner go out tha t way. Dea th comes to eve ry-
one  soone r or la te r. I thought I'd ha ve  time  to
finish the  da m a nd ge t the  house  built, but ...
we ll, things  didn't work out tha t wa y, tha t's  a ll.
rm not compla ining. Life  ha s n't be e n too ba d
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now. It's  too  la te  to  s ta rt a nyth ing  ne w,  o f
course , but I'd like  to ge t as much done  as I can
be fore  I'm through. Tha nks  for a ll you fe llows
ha ve  done  for me . S orry I've  give n you a ll the
bother."

"Don't ta lk like  tha t, Arthur," I be gge d. "It's
not too la te  to s ta rt something new. All your life
you've  been building for the  future ; you can go
on doing it."

"I can't get much done in a  couple  of months,"
he  sa id, "but I might finish a  fe w jobs  I've  got
in ha nd."

"I W.a sn't thinking of this  kind of building," I
told him, "I mean a  house  not made  with hands,
e te rna l in the  heavens".

Arthur smile d. "I've  le ft it a  bit la te , ha ve n't
I? " he  a sked.

"Ye s , but not too la te . All your life  you ha ve
missed the  most important thing. In building for
the  future  you took dea th to be  the  end and you
pla nne d only for old a ge . If you ha d looke d a
little  bit furthe r you would ha ve  com m e nce d
building for a ll e te rnity."

Arthur ma na ge d to finis h ge tting the  wa te r
la id on to the  hut but he  was  too weak to finish

in a t George 's  ca ll and they built the  whole  dam
in  a  we e k o r two ,  with  th e  h e lp  o f a ll th e
mission na tives . We ca rried Arthur out to see  it
full of wa te r a nd he  smile d ha ppily. He  die d in
his  s le e p a nd we  burie d him be s ide  the  com-
ple te d da m. But he  wa s  s o ha ppy right to the
la s t tha t we  c ou ldn 't th ink o f h im  a s  de a d .
George  put it into words:

"I guess  he 's  s till workin', whereve r he  is . S o
ma ny la zy hypocrite s  try to cra wl into he a ve n
by a  back door tha t I guess  God was  about fed
up a nd He  s e nt for Arthur to s how 'e m a  re a l
decent workman. Whatever he  builds  will s tand
the  te s t of time".

And the  fina l e ntry in  toda y's  log is  ta ke n
from  the  5th cha pte r of s e cond Corinthia ns :
"For we  know tha t if our e a rthly house  of this
tabernacle  were dissolved, we have a  building of
God, an house  not made  with hands , e te rna l in
the heavens."

M.A.F .  F IELD DAY: The  Mis s iona ry Avi-
a tion Fe llowship he ld a  Fie ld Da y a t Ca mde n
on 25th Fe brua ry, 1978. All the  Ma re lla  child-
re n, a nd s ta ff, we re  invite d for a  fre e  flight in,

one  of the  Fellowship's  a ircraft. They thoroughly
e njoye d this . One  group wa s  force d to s ta y up
for a bout a n hour, be ca us e  of a  he a vy s torm
which ma de  la nding difficult, so this  wa s  good
measure  for them.

Mr. La ngford -S mith, the  "S ky P ilot of Arn-
hem Land", was the  guest speaker. He  reca lled
tha t h is  own m is s iona ry a via tion work com -
m e nc e d  in  1931  with  the  work o f the  "S ky
P ilot" a t Rope r Rive r unde r the  Church Mis -
s ionary Socie ty. In 1948 he  ca lled a  mee ting in
the  Assembly Ha ll in Marga re t S tree t, S ydney,
to ina ugura te  the  Miss iona ry Avia tion Fe llow-
ship in N.S .W.;Mr. Ha rry Ha rtwig, who ha d in-
a ugura te d the  work in  Vic toria  a bout a  ye a r
ea rlie r, was amongst those  presznt on the  pla t-
fo rm  with  Ca non  Arrows m ith  a nd  the  Re v .
C. H. Nash (who gave  the  Bible  Reading). Mrs
Norm a  Wa rwick, who ha s  be e n S e cre ta ry to
Ma re lla  Mis s ion Fa rm for 28 ye a rs , wa s  a ls o
present a t tha t inaugura l meeting.

Ten years la te r, in 1958, Mr. Langford -Smith
wa s  the  gue s t spe a ke r a t the  firs t M.A.F. ra lly
he ld a t Bankstown Aerodrome where  the  public
we re  a ble  to se e  some thing of the  work be ing
done  by M.A.F. This  month ma rks  the  e nd of
50 years  se rvice  by Mr. Langford -Smith for the
Aborigine s  a nd, though he  ha s  re tire d from a ll
a ctive  flying, he  ha s  not ye t re tire d from  his
work with the  Aborigina l childre n a t Ma re lla .

MRS .  NO RMA WARWICK: About a  ye a r
a go Mrs . Norm a  Wa rwick ha d a  m a jor ope r-
a tion followed by extensive  ray -trea tment. We
a re  sorry tha t she  ha s  to e nte r hospita l a ga in
for a  furthe r s light ope ra tion. We  a sk our read-
e rs  to pra y for he r spe e dy re cove ry. We  trus t
tha t her s tay in hospita l will be  of short dura tion
a nd tha t God will s pa re  he r from a ny furthe r
m a jo r ope ra tion  in  the  fu tu re . He r b righ t
Christian witness has been and will be  an inspir-
a tion to us  a ll a nd e s pe cia lly to thos e  not s o
strong and mature  in fa ith.

CONCLUS ION: Our fina ncia l ye a r e nde d
o n  3 1 s t  Ma rc h  a n d  wa s  m a rre d  b y a  m a il
s trike  which  cu t o ff our incom e  for s e ve ra l
we e ks . This  will hold up the  comple tion of the
books  a s  we  wish to credit a ll dona tions  posted
BEFORE 31st March even if they were  actua lly
re ce ive d la te r. God ha s  be e n ve ry good to us
this  ye a r, a s  He  ha s  be e n in the  pa s t, a nd His
continued presence  and guiding hand has been
very much in evidence. It is not easy to measure
spiritua l bene fits  but we  fee l tha t these  heavily
outwe igh the  ma te ria l be ne fits , which a re  con-
gclerablc,


