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S KY PILOT FELLOWSHIP

RALLY and SALE of WORK
to  b e  h e ld  (D.V.) in  th e  g ro u n d s  o f

MARELLA MISSION FARM
AC R E S  R O AD,  KE LLYVILLE ,  N.S .W

S ATURDAY, 29th  OCT., 1960
10.30 a .m . 5 p .m .

P UB LIC  ME E TING ,  2 .3 0  p .m .

ALL THE  US UAL S TALLS :  R E F R E S HME NTS  AVAILAB LE  ALL DAY

P roc e e ds  in  a id  o f our work fo r ne e dy a borig ina l c h ild re n .

Do your s hopping  while  you e njoy a  da y's  outing  in the  country; a t the  s a m e  tim e  you
will b e  he lp ing  th is  work for the  da rk ch ildre n  of our own la nd .

Ma ke  u p  a  c a r  p a rty,  in c lu d in g  yo u r friends . F o r c h ild re n  the re  will b e  s wing s ,
s lippe ry clip , a nd ride s  on Mis s ion ponie s .

If you a re  una b le  to com e  by ca r, the re  a re  bus e s  from  P a rra m a tta  to Ke llyville  P os t
Office. The  Mis s ion Fa rm  is  a bout one  m ile  from  the  P os t Office , but tra ns port be twe e n

De pa rt P a rra ma tta  S ta tion
8.50 a .m .

11.03 a .m .
12.21 p .m . (Rous e  Hill b us )

1.05 p .m .

De pa rt Ke llyville  P .O.
1.22 p .m .
1.52 p .m .
5.07 p .m .
6.42 p .m .

Gifts  for the  s ta lls  will b e  g re a tly a p p re c ia te d . Th e y s h o u ld  b e  ra ile d  to  th e  "S ky
P ilot," P a rra m a tta  Ra ilwa y S ta tion, or b rought dire ct to the  Mis s ion Fa rm  be fore  or on the
da y of the  Ra lly.

For furthe r pa rticula rs , p le a s e  'phone  Ma re lla  Mis s ion Fa rm , YA 2427.
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and fed 5,000 people. The  Lord a lways  takes
a ll tha t we  give . But whe n He  took the  five
s cone s  a nd two s a rdine s  of the  s ma ll boy's
lunch, do you think He  le ft the  la d hungry?
I ca n ima gine  tha t la d ha ving the  me a l of his
life ,  fo r the  Lord  is  no  m a n 's  de b tor. In
Psa lm 50, God says : "If I were  hungry I would
not te ll the e ; for the  world is  m ine , a nd the
fulness  thereof."

To -day's  s tory is  about a  little  black boy who
be lieved tha t the  bus h was  the  ga rden of the

The black children hurried out of the  Miss ion
Church and ran away, leaving Quinge la rwe  a
lone ly a nd forlorn  fig ure  in  the  s ha de  of a
crimson - flowering poinciana tree. He  was  not
happy. Everything was  new and s trange; even
the grotesque white  man's  clothes , that chafed
his black skin, hung like a weight about his  neck,
and made him feel a prisoner. He tilted his  head
b a ck a nd  looke d  a t the  top  of the  C hurch
s te e ple , a  da rk outline  pe ncille d a ga ins t the
bright tropic s ky.

He  was  a  little  a fra id of the  Church. Before
he  came  to this  Mis s ion in Arnhem Land, the
only buildings  he  knew were  the  pape r -ba rk
mia mias and bough shelters  of the bush blacks.
To him, this  tall, dark, concrete -floored building
was  the  abode  of the  spirits . During the  morn-
ing s e rvice , he  fe lt une a s y whe ne ve r the  big
door was closed, shutting out the bright, friendly
sunshine; and at evensong it was worse, because
the  smokey oil -lamps  swung from the  ce iling
caus ed fitful, flicke ring s hadows  to move  like
gigantic be ings  from the  s hadow world of the
e te rna l dre a m -time  of long a go.

Quinge la rwe  turne d a nd wa tche d the  b ig ,
frie ndly rive r tha t flowe d a t the  bottom of the
garden. Only tha t day the  teacher had s a id to
him: "Quinge la rwe , do you know who made
the  rive r?" And he  had replied: "All about ta lk
kangaroo bin make 'im river."

The teacher had scolded him and said: "Don't
be s illy. You've been a mission boy long enough
to know be tte r! I'm a s hamed of you. Now,
you s ay, a fte r me : 'God ma de  the  rive r, the
trees , and everything in nature. "

Quinge la rwe  ha d done  a s  he  wa s  told; but
in his  he a rt he  did not be lie ve  wha t he  ha d
repeated. His  fa the r ha d told him  it wa s  the
kangaroo, and so did the old medicine man, who
knew everything.

A thin wisp of smoke ascended on the  other
s ide  of the  rive r. Quinge la rwe  s niffed the
familia r s cent of burning gum leaves , and his
hungry s toma ch murmure d a t the  thought of
fat goanna roasting on live coals, and he yearned

for forbidden things . The  othe r s ide  of the
rive r was  out of bounds . The  te a che r didn't
like  it; p e rha p s  s he  d idn 't unde rs ta nd  . . . .
"You mis s ion boys  mus t not cros s  the  rive r,"
she had said. "It's  a  dreadful place . Only the
heathen live  there , and you miss ion boys  mus t
not m ix with the m . Now, re me mbe r wha t I

don't cross  the river."
Quinge la rwe  did not s ay anything. Perhaps

the  te a che r did not unde rs ta nd; tha t mus t be
it. Quingelarw.e 's  tribe belonged to across  the
rive r, and it was  a  happy country. There was
plenty of food there; goanna, flying -fox, beautiful
billabongs  covered with lilie s , and the re  were
ground -nuts , yams , wild currants , and na tive
oranges  .... Quinge la rwe  wanted to be  a  good
mission boy, to please his teacher, and not make
God angry; but sometimes it was hard, because
he  fe lt te rribly homes ick. It had been wors e
la te ly. Sometimes  he couldn't eat his  food be-
caus e  of tha t othe r hunger in his  hea rt. Even
teacher noticed it, for she  had asked: "Quinge-
larwe, what's  the matter with you? Are you sick?

about a ll day. You mus t have  malaria ."
Quingelarwe had tried to explain. He couldn't

say that he had an ache in his  heart, because he
didn't know he  ha d a  he a rt. Something hurt
ins ide  him; it mus t be  his  s tomach. He  trie d
to explain by saying: "Please, teacher, me got no
good bingy."

Tha t wa s  a s  ne a r a s  he  could ge t to it; but
it made matters worse, because teacher gave him

It
didn't do him  a ny good, only m a de  his  e a rs
buzz like  a  vicious  mob of mosquitoes .

Quingelarwe wandered into the garden, pas t
the  paw paw and mulbe rry trees , through the
rows of staked tomatoes, and into the cool shade
of the  banana planta tions . He was  not a llowed
to touch the  fruit _ _ _ it be longed to the  white

garden or ca rry bucke ts  of wa te r to the  thirs ty
trees. He  love d the  ga rde n, but wa s  a fra id
to look hard a t the  fruit, in case  someone  saw
him  a nd thought he  wa s  going  to s te a l. It
looked nice r fruit than wha t grew in the  bus h,
b ut it wa s  only to  look a t.

Quingelarwe sat on a log and dangled his  feet
in the  wate r. The  rapids  sang to him, and the
crayfish nibbled his  bare  toes . He  longe d to
make a sudden grab and catch them, but it was
Sunday, and the re fore  wicked to ca tch fish or
hun t b irds  o r p la y g a m e s . . . . The Sunday
School lesson had been about the creation this
afternoon, and teacher sa id that God made the
whole world, and men and animals, and the bush
for His  ga rde n. Quinge la rwe  like d to think
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tha t the  bush wa s  God's  ga rde n. It wa s  diffe re nt
from  the  white  m a n 's  ga rde n , for God d id  not

even on Sundays. Somehow, God seemed nearer
in the  bush, but, of course , tha t wa s  imposs ible ,
for God live d a t the  m is s ion. Bu t in  the  bus h
Quinge la rwe  cou ld  e a t whe n  he  wa s  hungry,
s le e p whe n he  wa s  tire d, pla y whe n he  wa nte d
to , a nd  the re  we re  no  s chool or work be lls  to
lis te n for, but a lwa ys  the  wa rm  s un kis s ing his
na ke d body.

He  thought of the  swe e t wa te r -lily roots  fre sh
from  roa s ting; of the  cris p, juicy lily s te m s , a nd
the  sa tis fying da mpe r ma de  from the  ground -up
s e e ds . It wa s  a ll be tte r tha n the  thin s oup from
the  m is s ion kitche n. The  m is s iona rie s  s a id tha t
God ga ve  the m the ir food. It wa s  ha rd to unde r-
s ta nd, whe n God owne d s o m uch, why He  did
not m a ke  the  s oup a  little  thicke r.

Idly he  wonde re d wha t God a te . God ne ve r
s e e m e d  to  to u c h  a n yth in g  fro m  th e  m is s io n
ga rde n; but the n, of cours e , the  bus h wa s  His
garden. P roba bly whe n He  wa s  hungry He  a te
there . Bu t He  wa s  a lwa ys  c a re fu l to  le a ve
ple nty for othe rs .

A be ll ra ng  in  the  c om pound , a nd  Quinge -
la rwe  jum pe d to his  fe e t a nd clim be d the  s te e p
p a th  th a t le d  fro m  th e  rive r. As  he  wa lke d
through the  ga rde n his  ke e n nos trils  ca ught a
ne w, s tra nge ly swe e t sme ll. Le d  une rring ly by
h is  nos e , he  found  a  be a u tifu l white  bud  tha t
wa s  jus t ope ning into a  flowe r. It did not be long
to the  fruit tre e s  a nd wa s  not good to e a t, so he
pulle d it, a nd ca rrie d it in his  ha nd a s  he  wa lke d
u p  to  th e  s o u p  kitc h e n .

The  s chool te a che r wa s  ne w to the  work, but
s he  ha d ve ry s trong ide a s  a s  to how to run the
mission. S he  thought tha t the  S upe rinte nde nt
wa s  too e a sy-going, a nd not ne a rly s trict e nough
with the  na tive s . S he  wa s  gla d of a  ne w oppor-
tunity to ta ckle  him  now. "I do hope ," s he  s a id,
"tha t you won't le t any more  of those  bush blacks
from  a cros s  the  rive r le a ve  the ir childre n he re .
The y a re  pos itive ly im pos s ible ."

The  S upe rinte nde nt s m ile d quie tly. "Wha t is
it now? " he  a s ke d. "You ha ve  to m a ke  a llow-
ances  for them, of course ; but they a re  not re a lly
bad. The y're  jus t boys  a nd girls , the  s a m e  a s
a ny othe rs . Wh e n  yo u 've  b e e n  h e re  a  little
longe r you 'll be  m ore  pa tie nt with  the m . Wha t
is  the  trouble  now? "

"It's  Quinge la rwe ," the  te a che r re plie d. "He 's
a  pe rfe c t little  he a the n , a nd  h is  e xa m ple  will
ruin  the  othe r childre n. He  picke d a  be a utiful
fra ng i-pa n i tha t wa s  ju s t c om ing  in to  b loom .
As  if he  d idn 't know be tte r! I ga ve  h im  a  good
thra s hing, but I doubt if it will do him  a ny good.
I th in k  . . . .  b u t  lo o k  th e re ! Upon m y s oul!"

Quinge la rwe  wa s  com ing a long  the  ga rde n
pa th a s  na ke d a s  God ma de  him, ca rrying a  tiny
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s pe a r in  one  ha nd  a nd  h is  unwa nte d  m is s ion
clothe s  in  the  othe r. He  dre w him s e lf up to  his
full he ight a nd lifte d e ye s  tha t we re  de te rm ine d
a nd una fra id.

"Me  go 'wa y now, Bos s ," he  s a id with s im ple
dignity. "Me  go  'wa y c ros s  rive r. Me  hom e
be longa  bush. God ca n 't punis h m e  whe n m e
ta ke  'im  flowe r a nd fruit. Ga rde n be longa  God
m ore  be tte r."

Ove r thirty ye a rs  ha ve  gone  by s ince  Quinge -
la rwe  crosse d the  rive r to the  forbidde n country.
Mis s ion  m e thods  ha ve cha nge d cons ide ra bly
s ince  the n, jus t a s  the y ha ve  s ince  the  da ys  tha t
O live r Twis t d a re d  to  a s k fo r m o re .

It is  d iffic u lt to  re a lis e  th a t th e  tim e  is  n o t
long pa s t whe n the  a borigine s  we re  cons ide re d
to ha ve  no socia l orga nisa tion, a nd no culture  or
a rt. Few people bothe re d to le a rn the ir
la ngua ge , or to  s tudy the m  with s ym pa thy a nd
unde rs tanding. Little  wa s  kn o wn  a b o u t th e ir
la ws  a nd cus toms . The y a re  a  shy a nd se ns itive
ra ce ; a nd whe n the  white  m a n la ughe d a t the ir
be lie fs , the y re tire d into a  s tony s ile nce . The y
s a w the ir s a c re d  p la ce s  de s e c ra te d , a nd  with
pa s s ive  quie tne s s  the y s a t, with broke n he a rts ,
a m ongs t the  ru ins  o f a ll tha t wa s  p re c ious  to
them.

Bu t a t la s t pe op le  a re  be g inn ing  to  re a lis e
the  c la im s  of the  a borigine s  a nd a re  willing to
give  the m  a  cha nce  in  life . At Ma re Ila  Mis s ion
Fa rm  our firs t a im  wa s  to  m a ke  th is  a  hom e ,
ra th e r th a n  a n  in s titu tio n ; a  p la c e  wh e re  th e
childre n would fe e l a s  fre e  to a s k for a  s e cond
he lping a s  our own childre n would; a  pla ce  the y
could cons ide r the ir own by na tura l right a s  sons
and daughte rs , ra the r than a s  outca s ts  a ccepting
cha rity. He re  the y re ce ive  love  a nd s e curity, a
Fa the r a nd Mothe r, a nd a  cha nce  to  grow into
n o rm a l c itiz e n s  a n d  ta ke  th e ir  p la c e  in  th e
community.

Th e re  a re  n o  g ra n d  b u ild in g s  h e re ; it is  a
fa rm ,  with  th e  u s u a l fa rm  b u ild in g s ; b u t a t
le a s t the re  is  a lwa ys  ple nty to e a t. The y don 't
ha ve  to wis h tha t "God would m a ke  the  s oup a
little  th icke r!" P le nty of milk, e ggs , ve ge ta ble s
a nd m e a t is  a va ila ble . The y a tte nd the  Ca s tle
Hill P ublic  S chool a nd  le a rn  to  m ix with  white
c h ild re n ,  a s  we ll a s  with  th o s e  o f th e ir o wn
colour. It is  n o t a s  g o o d  a s  tru e  fa m ily life ;
but it is  a s  nea r to it a s  love  and ca re  can make  it.

THE  DAR K C HILDR E N: An outbre a k
o f m e a s le s  m e a n t tha t a bou t a  doz e n  o f the
c h ilde n  a t a  tim e  we re  e ithe r ju s t re c ove ring
from , or jus t. ge tting . the  disease . It is  a lwa ys
difficult ke e ping s m a ll childre n in  be d, but the
da rk childre n a re  ve ry good pa tie nts , ta ke n a ll
round. At the  s a m e  tim e , a  lo t o f e xtra  work
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was involved. As measles can be very serious
with aborigines, we had to have medical atten-
tion; but now all are on the road to recovery.
Those that escaped so far may yet go down one
by one, but we are hoping not.

PEARL MUNRO: Pearl, who has been assist-
ing Isabelle, left us on the fourth of this month
to get married. We wish her God's  richest
blessing in her new life. We miss her very much.
She was  a lways  s o  ready t o  help ,  and  her
pleasant smile was ever-present.

JOHN DIXON: John will soon be fifteen
and able to leave school. He came to us under
exceptional circumstances, mostly because he had
been playing truant  from school and was in
danger of being placed in a reformatory. In
spite of one lapse, he has been very good, and
we received encouraging reports from the Wel-
fare Department. It is now possible for him
to l ive at  home with his  mother,  and he left
us this month. The improvement in his
character was most marked, and we pray that he
will continue to be a credit to his teachers.

VANESSA: When Ralph was in hospital
there was a little dark girl in the same ward.
When she saw Mrs. Langford -Smith call to see
Ralph and he called her "Mummy," she said:
"But you are not really and truly his mother,
are you?" "Oh,  yes ," was  the rep ly,  "I  am
'Mummy' to all the dark chi ldren a t the
Mission." Very wistfully, Vanessa said: "I wish
I had a Mummy."

Ralph was cured and came back to us; a few
months later, in the providence of God, Vanessa
was also discharged, and she was sent to us.
When she realised where she was, she ran to
Mrs. Langford -Smith, threw her arms around
her,  and said: "Now you can be my Mummy,
too." She has certainly made herself at home
here, and she has plenty of assurance now.

HOLIDAYS: As mentioned previously, we
are most anxious to rent a cottage near the sea
for two or three weeks in January, so that we
can take all the children away together. It is
difficult, we know, to obtain a cottage at that
time of the year; as we also require grounds near
the cottage on which to erect tents for the older
children, this is an added difficulty. However,
we are still hoping it may be possible, and would
be glad to hear from any friends who might
know of such a cot tage.

•
PICKING UP PARCELS: As mentioned

in the June News, we badly need friends with
some storage space available to accept the care
of parcels from their district that may be left

with them. In most cases, the parcels are not
very large (we do not mean furniture!),  so it
would not involve a great deal of space. We
also need friends with cars who, from time to
time, could pick up the parcels from their centre
a nd  b r i ng  t hem ou t  t o  t he  Mi s s i on  F a rm.
Already we have heard from several friends who
are willing to do one or both of these things; but
we need others in different districts. At present
we have no one in the Manly district,  for in-
stance. If you are able to help us in this way,
we will be very glad if you will contact us as
soon as possible.

When possible, of course, it is better to rail
the parcels to Parramatta Railway Station,
where we are able to pick them up ourselves
at frequent intervals. But some people live too
far from a railway to be able to do this.

Please let us know as soon as possible (1) if
you are willing to accept and store parcels at
your home, and (2) if you are able, occasionally,
to pick up articles at one of these centres and
bring them out here.

RALLY AND SALE OF WORK: We do
ask you, if at all possible, to be present at our
next  Ral ly to be held a t  the Miss ion Farm
(D.V.) on Saturday, 29th October, as advertised.
This  i s  poss ib ly the mos t  important  Ral ly
in our history. The Mission Farm has been
going ahead so rapidly of recent months, and
with our building programme well under way,
we are going to need al l  the money we can
possibly raise in the next few weeks. It will
cost about £1,000 to provide the new annexe,
ready for occupation by the dark children. To
us, this is a large sum; but when we consider
the usual appeal for many thousands of pounds
for Homes  run by other organisat ions ,  this
appears a very modest amount. The aboriginal
children are our responsibility. They do not
ask very much;  jus t  a  s imple dwel l ing and
adequate food and clothing. We have taken
their home, shattered their social organisation,
and, in some tragic cases, ruined their lives and
happiness. As Christian people, it is our duty
to make some small sacrifice for them. Christmas
is coming, and soon our own children, well cared
for and happy in their home surroundings, will
be thinking of the happiness that Christmas
brings. We do not grudge a few shillings —
or even pounds — spent on our own children;
yet, if every subscriber to this little paper gave
£1 as a Christmas offering, we could house twice
the number of children we have now. It is  a
challenge to us. Are we going to do anything
about it, or will our Christmas be an empty one,
with Christ and His dark children left outside?
I t  i s  up  to  us .
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