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Ge orge  a nd his  ba rk hut.

LEFTHAND'S COMPASS (From the Sky Pilot's Log 2CH Broadcast)

Ge orge , Le ftha nd a nd m ys e lf. We  we re  tra ve l-

o u r in te n tio n  to  tra ve l u p  th e  rive r wh e n  we
could find it. The lugger "Iola nthe " was
a nchore d s om e  dis ta nce  up -rive r, but we  ha d
ta ke n the  dinghy down the  coa s t a  little  wa y in
o rd e r to  e xp lo re  th e  e xte n t o f th e  s a lt p a n s ,
a nd se e  if a ny ne w one s  e xis te d e lse whe re . We
tra ve lle d m os tly in  s ha llow wa te r, too s ha llow

to risk the  lugge r. Be s ide s , the  dinghy wa s  e a sy
to  s a il, a nd whe n the re  wa s  no wind we  could
p u ll it  with  th e  o a rs .  W e  s ta ye d  d o wn  th e
coa s t ra the r longe r tha n we  ha d inte nde d a nd
ju s t a s  we  n e e d e d  th e  win d  o n  o u r re tu rn  it
droppe d a nd le ft us  be ca lm e d. Ge orge  s ighe d
a nd be ga n to ge t out the  oa rs .

"We ll," he  s a id , "it looks  a s  if the re 's  nothin '
fo r it bu t pu ll.  Le ftha nd , you  ta ke  one  o f the
o a rs  a n d  I' ll ta ke  th e  o th e r.  It' s  p re tty h a rd
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goin'. I re ckon unle s s  the  wind ris e s  a ga in we
won't re a ch the  mouth of the  rive r a fore  da rk.
C o m e  o n ,  Le fth a n d ,  p u t yo u r b a c k in to  it .
P ull."

The  wind did  not ris e  a ga in  a nd we  fa ile d
to m a ke  the  m outh of the  rive r by da rk. Un-
fortuna te ly,  the re  wa s  no m oon; a nd c louds
cove re d the  s ky, hiding e ve n the  light of the
s ta rs . George  and I thought we  knew the  coas t
ra the r we ll, but in ha lf a n hour we  we re  com-
ple te ly los t.

Ge orge  voice d his  opinion. "I'm  ha nge d if
I know whe re  we  a re ," he  s a id .  "I c a n 't s e e
a  thing. We 're  not goin ' we s t,  or we 'd of run
a g ro u n d ;  b u t  we  m a y b e  h e a d in '  n o rth  o r
south, or e ve n be  on our wa y to Ne w Guine a ."

"We 're  going in  the  right d ire c tion ," I to ld
him. "I've  my little  pocke t compa s s  he re  a nd
I've  be e n wa tching the  cours e  a ll the  tim e . I
ca n't te ll whe n we 're  coming to a  sa ndba nk or
a  ree f, of course . I'll leave  tha t to Lefthand. But
I know we 're  going in the  right dire ction. Ca n
you read a  compass?"

"Read a  compass?" George asked. "Of course
I ca n! How e lse  do you think I'd run the  boun-
da ry of my prope rty?  There  a in't any surveyors
out he re  now. The y le ft a  fe w trig  pos ts  a nd
the  s tockmen t-ke  a  compass  and run a  line  to
fin d  th e  b o u n d a ry.  O f c o u rs e  I c a n  re a d  a
compass."

"We ll, you ta ke  the  com pa s s ," I s a id, "a nd
ke e p us  on the  right cours e  a nd I'll give  you
a nothe r s pe ll a t the  oa rs . I've  the  tille r line s

anything."
"We ll, how a m I goin' to s e e  the  compa s s ?

I a in 't a  ca t."
"The  dia l is  luminous; you can see  it easily in

the  da rk."
"All right, I'll give  it a  go. I'll le a ve  the  oa r

in the  rowlock while  we  cha nge  ove r; it ca n't
fa ll out."

"Look ou t! Ca n 't you  wa lk s te a dy?  You 'll
capsize  the  boat."

"All right,  a ll right; but how wa s  I to  know
tha t Le ftha nc l ha d  h is  b ig  fe e t in  the  wa y?
Now, whe re 's  the  tille r line s? "

"Right he re ," I told him . "The re 's  the  port,
and there 's  the  sta rboard."

"I've  go t 'em. Now gimme the compass.
Tha nks . Ah! tha t fe e ls  be tte r. You fe llows  s it
down a nd row. You ca n le a ve  the  s te e ring to

it up ,  Le ftha nd,  you 're  loa fin ' on  the  job ."
"Wha t ma ke s  you think tha t? " I a ske d. "You

ca n't se e  in the  da rk."
"No, but my compa s s  ca n. I ca n te ll by the

com pa s s  if we 're  goin ' in  the  right dire c tion.
W h e n  yo u  p u ll h a rd e r th a n  Le fth a n d ,  th e
boa t goe s  to port; whe n Le ftha nd pulls  ha rde r,
it goe s  to  s ta rboa rd .  Noth in"a rd  a bout tha t.
Ne ve r you mind the  s te e rin'. I'm  ca pta in now
a nd I'll give  the  orde rs ."

For pe rha ps  a n hour we  rowe d up the  coa s t,
making ve ry little  headway aga ins t the  current.
G e orge  trie d  to  ligh t h is  p ipe ,  bu t whe n  he
le t the  line s  of the  tille r go the  dinghy swe rve d
s udde n ly.  I m is tim e d  a  s troke  in  the  da rk,
caught a  crab and nearly went over on my back.
There  was a  loud cry from George as the  dinghy
rocked violently.

"Oh,  ha ng it! Why ca n 't you  fe llows  ke e p
s till?  Now I've  gorn a nd droppe d the  compa ss
overboard."

"You're  joking!"
"No, I a in 't.  It's  gorn a ll right. Wha t a re  we

goin' to do now? I can't steer without a  compass;
I m ight ta ke  you out to  s e a ."

"We 'll ha ve  to ma ke  for the  la nd a nd ca mp
fo r the  n igh t.  I wou ldn 't  ris k go ing  on .  W e
might finish up away out to sea  somewhere ."

"We can't camp here ," George protested. "Not
on the  coa s t. We  ne ve r brought our ne ts . The
mosquitoe s  would e a t us  a live ."

"We 'd have  to make  a  smoke  screen; light a
fire  and cover it with green bushes. Tha t'll keep
the insects away."

"Ma yb e .  Bu t  it  wo u ld n ' t  b e  e a s y to  fin d
enough wood on the  beach; not without a  light."

"Wha t a bout you, Le ftha nd? " I a s ke d. "Do
you think you could find your wa y in the  da rk
without a  compa ss  if we  go on? "

"Me  find'im wa y, a ll right. No more  wa nt'im
compass."

"Ca n you s e e  in  the  da rk? " I a s ke d. "How
could you find the  rive r? "

"Aborigine  no more  go by eyesight only. Him
go by sme ll a nd he a ring. Me  ta ke  you ba ck to
lugge r, a ll right."

"I ca n't s e e  how you'll do it, but you ca n try,
anyhow. George , come  back he re  with me  and
do some  re a l work with the  oa rs . Le ftha nd ca n
ta ke  the  tille r."

"O h,  a ll righ t," G e orge  s a id ,  in  h is  good-
na ture d wa y. "But I ca n't s e e  how he  ca n find
his  wa y in  this  da rkne s s  without a  com pa s s .
Looks  like  a n  e xcus e  to  ge t out of rowin ',  if
you ask me . Anyhow we 've  got to do somethin'.
Come a long, Lefthand."

Ge orge  cha nge d pla ce s  with the  Aborigina l
a nd we  continue d the  journe y. To me , it wa s
a  re ve la tion  how tha t na tive  found his  wa y.
Ne ithe r Ge orge  nor I ha d  the  s lighte s t ide a
whe re  we  we re , or in wha t dire ction we  we re
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pulling, but Le ftha nd ne ve r m a de  a  m is ta ke .
Ge orge  ke pt s ile nt m os t of the  tim e ; I th ink
he  was proud of his  boy and he  was as  pleased
a s  a nyone  tha t a  boy he  ha d tra ine d could do
s o we ll. I wa s  not unkind e nough to point out
tha t h is  tra in ing  ha d  no th ing  to  do  with  the

te rm a bout the  se a . 'We  tra ve lle d on, Ge orge
a nd I pulling s te a dily a t the  oa rs  a nd Le ftha nd
ke e ping us  pos te d a s  to our pos ition.

"We  go round he re ," s a id  Le ftha nd.  "This
one  big fe llow ba y whe re  dugong like  to fe e d."

"I re m e m be r tha t ba y," I a dm itte d ,  "bu t I
c a n 't s e e  a  th ing .  How c a n  you  te ll we  a re
there?"

"Me  bin ke e p 'im  ha nd longa  wa te r.  P le nty
piece  sea  grass  tha t dugong ea t floa ting about.
Me  b in  he a r'im  dugong com e  to  s urfa ce  no
more  long way off."

The re  wa s  s ile nce  for a  time , the n Le ftha nd
spoke again.

"Now we  go by place  where  mangroves grow
down c los e  to the  be a ch. No m ore  long wa y
to rive r now."

"Do you m ind te lling  m e  how you know? "
I a ske d.

it is  whe re  ma ngrove s  grow."
It s e e m e d s o s im ple  whe n he  e xpla ine d it.

Ha d it be e n a ny othe r boy, he  would proba bly
not ha ve  told us  his  se cre t but would le a ve  us
guessing. But Lefthand was devoted to George .
Now he  wa s  s pe a king a ga in: "We  turn round
now," he  s a id ,  "a nd  go  in  the  rive r.  We  b in
past tha t one  headland."

"I'll ta ke  your word for it," I s a id, "but how
you can te ll bea ts  me ."

"The re  is  long fe llow s a nd ba r a t mouth of
rive r.  All a bout s e a gulls  s it down the re .  Me
hear'im."

George laughed. "It seems simple enough," he
a gre e d. "As  a  ma tte r of fa ct I ca n he a r the m
se a gulls  myse lf; but I didn't think of the  s a nd
ba r."

"No more  ple nty wa te r," Le ftha nd continue d.
"Tide  mus t be  out."

"Wha t makes  you think tha t? " I a sked.
"Me  he a r'im noise  whe re  little  wa ve s  bre a k.

If wa te r prope rly deep fe llow, no more  make 'im
noise . S ha llow wa te r he re ."

"You 're  right a bout tha t," I a gre e d.  "I jus t
touche d bottom with the  oa r. Ca n we  ge t ove r
the  ba r?"

"No m ore  he re .  We  go  'no the r s ide  rive r,
whe re  wa te r prope rly de e p fe llow. If wa te r ha d
be e n prope rly de e p he re , we  could ge t ove r

the  ba r without going round. Tha t's  why m e
come this  way, to find out."

"I wouldn 't ha ve  known tha t,  e ve n in  da y-
light," I a dm itte d.

"Aborigine  a lwa ys  re m e m be r, the n he  find
his  way in the  da rk. Tide  him come  in now."

"Tha t's  only gue s s ing. It is  im pos s ible  for
you  to  te ll which  wa y the  tide  is  runn ing  in
the  da rk."

"Me  se e  je llyfish in wa te r. If tide  wa s  going
out,  the y would  pa s s  us ,  quick fe llow. The y
s hine  in  the  da rk, e a s y to  s e e  'e m . Ca n you
he a r'im  fis h  jum ping out of the  wa te r? "

"Ye s ; the re  s e e m to be  a  lot of the m. Mus t

I can hea r the  spla shes  clea rly."
"Tha t one  mulle t; flying fish go furthe r, a nd

the re  is  long tim e  be fore  the y fa ll ba ck into
wa te r. Ma ybe  some  a re  Long Toms ."

"Bu t, " I a s ke d ,  "h o w c a n  yo u  te ll b y th e
splashes of the fish which way the tide is going?"

"All a bout com e  up  rive r with  tide .  If tide
going out a ll a bout go othe r wa y. Ea sy fe llow
for b la ck m a n; white  m a n  no  good  a t n igh t
time ; him a ll a  sa me  picca ninny."

"W e ll,  I th ink it 's  wonde rfu l the  wa y you
a re  a ble  to re me mbe r a ll the se  things  a nd find
your wa y in the  da rk. I s uppos e  we 're  not fa r
from the  lugge r now? "

"Him clos e  up now, a ll right," Le ftha nd told
me  with confide nce .

S ure  e nough, a  fe w minute s  la te r Le ftha nd
s wung  the  d inghy round  a nd  o rde re d  us  to
ship oa rs . S till, I could see  nothing in the  da rk-
ne s s , but Ge orge , who wa s  s itting ne a re r the
bow, made ready to grab the  side  of the  invisible
lugger.

"I ca n 't s e e  noth in '," Ge orge  com pla ine d .
"Ha nge d if I ca n. I hope  you 're  not m a kin ' a
monke y out of me . I ca n't s e e  how ... hold on
the re ! He re 's  the  lugge r,  right a he a d.  Good
work, Le ftha nd, good work!"

And so it wa s  tha t Le ftha nd guide d us  home
through the  darkness without a  compass or any
such instrument. George  and I depended on the
compass, and when we lost it, we ourselves were
lost.

Me n s om e tim e s  go through life  de pe nding
on some thing or some one  to ge t the m through
sa fe ly a nd whe n the y find sudde nly tha t wha t
they were  trus ting in has  le t them down, or has
disa ppe a re d, the y a re  hope le s s  a nd los t. The
Chris tia n ca n go ca lmly on his  wa y, no ma tte r
what happens. Wars may come and pass, floods,

ca n  s ha ke  h is  fa ith  in  God.  The  m a n of the
world  ca nnot s e e  how the  Chris tia n  is  a b le
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to s te e r his  course  without the  wa y of huma n
reason; sometimes he  accuses  the  Chris tian of
wis hful th inking,  of cha s ing the  ra inbow, of
looking for "pie  in the  s ky by a nd by".

The  Chris tia n  on ly s m ile s .  He  knows  the
pa th he  treads . Like  Le fthand he  has  s igns  and
c on ta c ts  unknown  to  the  world ly m a n  tha t
s h o w h im  h e  is  o n  th e  rig h t  p a th .  As  G o d
promised: "Thine  ea rs  sha ll hea r a  word behind
the e ,  s a ying ,  th is  is  the  wa y,  wa lk ye  in  it,
whe n ye  turn to  the  right ha nd a nd whe n ye
turn to  the  le ft." The  word of God is  a  la m p
to our fe e t; pra ye r brings  us  into dire ct touch
with  G od ; the  hous e  o f G od  is  the  ga te  o f
he a ve n.  If we  a re  de pe nding m e re ly on  the
compass  of human reason, the  sooner we  drop
it ove rboa rd a nd turn to God, the  be tte r it will
be ,  for He  will guide  us  through the  da rke s t
night.

And the  fina l e ntry in toda y's  Log is  ta ke n
from the  43rd chapte r of Isa iah. "Fea r not; for I
have  redeemed thee , I have  ca lled thee  by thy
name; thou a rt m ine . When thou passest
through the  wa te rs ,  I will be  with  the e ; a nd
through the  rive rs , they sha ll not overflow thee :
whe n thou wa lke s t through the  fire , thou sha lt
not be  burne d; ne ithe r s ha ll the  fla me  kindle
upon  the e .  F o r I a m  the  Lord  thy G od ,  the
Holy One  of Is ra e l,  thy S a viour."

FINANCE: Ove r the  ye a rs  our incom e  ha s
ris e n s te a dily a nd a s  we  look ba ck we  ha ve
m uch ca us e  to pra is e  God for His  wonde rful
providence . We do not accentua te  the  need for
fina nce  in  our publica tions  nor in  our de pu-
ta tion me e tings ; in fa ct it is  ra re ly me ntione d
a t de puta tion me e tings . Unfortuna te ly, s ome
pe ople  ha ve  conclude d from this  tha t we  a re
not in a ny re a l ne e d. For this  re a s on we  fe e l
tha t we  mus t s ha re  with you the  re a l fa cts  of
the  ca se . Though our income  is  ris ing ye a r by
year so are  our expenses; and the  expenses are
ris ing  fa s te r tha n  our inc om e . O ur a nnua l
ba la nce  she e t will be  publishe d shortly in this
le a fle t  a n d  th is  will s h o w th a t  th o u g h  o u r
incom e  for the  pa s t ye a r ha s  ris e n by a bout
10pc our e xpe nditure  for the  sa me  pe riod ha s
ris e n 17pc. It is  quite  obvious  tha t some thing
mus t be  done  to ba la nce  our a ccounts .

Though we  a re  p la nning  to  in troduce  the
Cotta ge  S ys te m whe n God ope ns  the  wa y, so
fa r noth ing  ha s  be e n  s pe nt on  th is .  But the
cost of wages , foodstuff and a lmost eve rything
we  ne e d ha s  ris e n out of a ll proportion. We
ha ve  to fe e d, c lothe , hous e  a nd e duca te  the
childre n in our ca re ; the y ha ve  to be  provide d
with he a ting in winte r a nd ne e d hot a nd cold

wa te r a ll the  ye a r round. The se  a re  only a  fe w
of our cos ts ; but e ve ry s upporte r knows  this
a nd we  do not ne e d to  ove r -e m pha s is e  the
m a tte r. Howe ve r, we  do a s k you a ll to m a ke
this  a  ma tte r of e a rne s t pra ye r tha t God ma y
continue  to  be  g lorifie d  in  th is  work for His
little  da rk childre n.

S ome  friends  who a re  unable  to he lp grea tly
with actual cash have made us gifts of good used
c lothing or a rtic le s  for our S a le  of Work, or
ma de  ga rme nts  for the  childre n. Othe rs  ha ve
ta ke n our Home  Offe ring Boxe s  in which odd
one  or two -ce nt pie ce s  a re  pla ce d; whe n the
boxe s  a re  ope ne d a t the  e nd of the  qua rte r it
is  surpris ing how much the  contents  amount to.
In wha te ve r wa y you ca n he lp we  will be  mos t
gra te ful; but a bove  a ll we  a s k for your con-
tinued praye rs .

MRS . KEN NAS H: Re ce ntly Mrs . Ke n Na sh,
the  Fa rm  Ma na ge r's  wife ,  ha d to  unde rgo a
m a jor ope ra tion.  We  do tha nk God tha t s he
ha s  ma de  a  quick re cove ry a nd we  trus t tha t
she  will ha ve  much be tte r he a lth in the  future .

THE DARK CHILDREN: Winte r is  a lwa ys
a  proble m  whe re  the  da rk childre n a re  con-
ce rne d .  The y love  the  wa rm  s unny da ys  of
summe r whe n the y ca n pla y outs ide  until la te
in the  e ve ning. We  a re  fortuna te  a t Ma re lla  in
ha ving 10 a cre s  of bush a nd timbe r whe re  the
children build the ir wurleys  and gene ra lly have
a  ve ry happy time ; they a re  much more  fortun-
a te  tha n the  childre n in city Home s  who ha ve
to pla y on concre te  or a spha lt ya rds . We  a lso
ha ve  a  la rge  a rtific ia l la ke  whe re  in s um m e r
the  children can swim and paddle  (unde r s trict
supe rvis ion, for the  lake  is  deep).

Bu t in  win te r we  h a v e  to  try to  ke e p  th e
childre n wa rm a nd dry a nd much of the ir time
is  spe nt indoors . Both childre n a nd s ta ff dre a d
th e  win te r a n d  c o u n t th e  d a ys  u n til s p rin g
is  due . Whe n the  we a the r is  we t a nd the  da ys
a re  s hort it is  a  proble m  with  the  childre n 's
washing. This  ha s  to be  done  eve ry day and is
a  ma jor ope ra tion for our sma ll s ta ff.

S TAFF: We  do tha nk God for the  de dica te d
s ta ff me mbe rs  tha t we  ha ve . It is  so importa nt
tha t the y should ha ve  a  re a l love  for the  chil-
dre n a s  we ll a s  be ing e ffic ie nt in  the ir work.
Bu t  it  is  v e ry d iffic u lt  to  o b ta in  th e  e x tra
worke rs  we  ne e d to ca re  for our la rge  fa mily
and this  a lways throws an added stra in on those
who are  here .

J . & J . P rint As hfie ld-798-8325


