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S KY P ILOT FE LLO WS HIP

RALLY and SALE of WORK
to  be  he ld  (D.V.) in  the  grounds  of

MARELLA MISSION FARM
ACRES ROAD, KELLYV1LLE, N.S.W.

Saturday, 4th May, 1963
10.30 a .m. 5  p .m.

P UBLIC MEETING, 2 .30  p .m.

ALL THE US UAL S TALLS : REFRESHMENTS AND HOT PIES
AVAILABLE  ALL DAY

P roce e ds  in a id of our work for ne e dy a borigina l childre n.

Do your shopping while you enjoy a day' outing in the  country; a t the  same time you
will be  he lping this  work for the  da rk children of our own land.

Ma ke  up a  ca r pa rty, including your frie nds . For childre n the re  will be  s wings ,
and slippery dip.

If you are  unable  to come by car, there  are  buses  from Parramatta  to Kellyville  Post
Office. The Mission Farm is  about one mile  from the  Post Office , but transport between

Depart Parramatta Station: 8.50 a.m., 11.03 a.m., 12.21 p.m., 1.05 p.m.
Depart Kellyville P.O.: 1.22 p.m., 1.52 p.m., 5.07 p.m., 6.42 p.m.

If coining by car turn off Windsor Road at President Road, follow to end, then turn left
into Greens Road and first turn to left is  Acres Road. The Mission Farm is  the third home
on the left in Acres Road.

Gifts  for the  s ta lls  will be  grea tly apprecia ted. They should be  ra iled to the  "Sky
Pilot," Parramatta  Railway Station, or brought direct to the Mission Farm before or on the
day of the Rally.

For further particulars, please 'phone Marella Mission Farm, 634-2427.
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BARK ROPE: FROM THE SKY PILOT'S LOG 2CII BROADCAST
We  we re  mus te ring down by the  Limme n

Rive r, s outh of Arnhe m  La nd. By "we ",  I
mean George , Pa lmer and I. There  were  the
s tockboys , of course , and the  usual black re la-
tive s  tha t a lwa ys  followe d the m up. George
fed a ll of them without ques tioning the  clos e -
nes s  of the ir re la tions hip to his  s tockboys .

"It's  this  wa y, S mithy," he  s a id. "I could
cut down the  ra tions  for the  re la tives  and save
a few bob, but my boys  wouldn't be happy, and
ne ithe r would I. Anyway, eve ry black in the
Northe rn Territory s eems  to be  re la ted to one
of my boys . Maybe they are , and maybe they
ain't; that's  their bus iness ."

"But sure ly," I asked, "you can't ge t enough
flour for a ll of the m ? You mus t have  about
thirty or forty blacks  following you up, counting

adult."
"No," he agreed. "I can't ge t enough flour;

or tea  and sugar, neither. But I s ee  they have
plenty of beef The blacks  are meat -eaters , and
they don't mind goin' without dampe r. They
ge t lilie s  a nd roots  a nd nuts  a nd things , a nd
they make some sort of damper from grass seeds
and lily seeds . Bullocks  don't cos t much these
days , and I fee l a  lot happier to see  the  blacks
contented and happy."

Palmer spoke up. "I tried to save expenses
when I s ta rted fa rming," he  admitted, "by cut-
ting down on the  ra tions . It didn 't work. I
los t most of my good boys , and the res t of them
dug up and ate  the peanuts  nearly as  quick as  I
could pla nt the m."

George laughed. "You've  le a rne d a  lo t
s ince  then, Pa lmer. I don 't th ink I've  e ve r
seen such a raw new chum as  you were a  year
or two ba ck! Do you re m e m be r how you
brought your Mis s us  a long to s e e  my hut, s o
as  she 'd apprecia te  a ll you had a t your place?"

Palmer looked sheepish. "I don't know what
you must have thought of me," he said. "It was
a  pre tty rotten thing to do. I can s ee  it now."

"We ll, don't worry a bout it, la d, it's  pa s t
and gone. You've had a few hard knocks  s ince
then, and you've  learned a  lot. There's always
hope  for a  man who's  willin' to le a rn."

"It wa s n't tha t I wa s  s o willing  to le a rn,"
Pa lmer told him. "I had it more  or les s  forced
on me. I guess I' ll never make a real bushman,
but the  little  tha t I have  lea rned I owe  to you."

"Don't ge t s e ntime nta l," George advised.
"You're  s till workin' for me , a nd I've  s till got
a few lessons  to teach you. I wouldn't be  s ur-
pris ed if you curse  me aga in a fore  long, when
I rub  you up  the  wrong  wa y. But it doe s  a
m a n good to  be  rubbe d up  the  wrong  wa y
sometimes."

"No one  could be  a nnoye d with  you for
long, George. You take  everything so ca lmly.

I d o n 't kn o w h o w yo u  d o  it. I a lwa ys  ge t
excited and a ll worked up. I'm not much good
in an emergency."

"We ll,"I in te rrup te d , "if you two would
stop making remarks about each other we might
get the day's  work mapped out. The sun's  been
up for over half an hour, and we haven't s tarted
yet. The  horses  have  been in s ince  sunrise ."

"We ll," s a id Ge orge , "I re ckon S ila s  ha d
bette r work the  rivers ide , and you and me can
go into the  s crub  highe r up . You ca n ta ke
Lefthand with you, Pa lmer, and he 'll he lp you
block the  ca ttle  a fore  the y re a ch the  s crub .
You s houldn't ha ve  much trouble ; the  ca ttle
a long the  river a in't as  wild as  the  scrubbers ."

"Good," s a id Pa lmer. "And whe re  will I
meet you for dinner?"

"I think you'd be tte r m e e t m e  on the  b ig

ca n s e e  the  Thre e  Arche rs  from the re ."
"The  Three  Arches ? Are  the y a rche s  of

rock or wha t?"
"No, the y a in't; the y're  thre e  hills . I dunno

why they was  named the  Three  Arche rs . It
don't make sense to me."

"The word is spelt ARCHERS, not
ARCHES ," I told the m.

"I don 't c a re  how you s p e ll it," Ge org e
said. "An a rch is  s till a n a rch, howe ve r you
s pe ll it."

"Not in this  ca s e ," I ins is te d. "Leichhardt
named those hills  after three friends  of his  who
were named Archers. The word is  sometimes
mis-spelt on maps , and I expected to find three
arches of rock instead of three ordinary hills ."

"Leichhardt ought to have thought up some
better name," George objected. "Anyways, what
I wa nte d to wa rn you a bout, P a lm e r, is  tha t
there  is  a  bad s tre tch of quicksand a t the  bend
of the  rive r. It looks  like  a rt ordina ry clay pan,
but wha te ve r you do, don't ride  on to it. It's
a  dea th-trap for a  man or a  hors e . It would
s uck you down in a  couple  of hours , a nd you
wouldn't have a  chance to get out."

"Right you are ," Palmer assured him. "I' ll
ke e p a  good look out for it. We ll, I'd be tte r
be moving. See you la ter."

P a lm e r worke d upwa rds  a long the  rive r,
gra dua lly colle cting  the  ca ttle  tha t the y dis -
covered in the grassy pockets . By 11 o'clock
he  ha d com e  with in  s ig ht of the  b ig  p la in ,
and a lready Lefthand was  minding a  nice  little
herd they had collected. He decided to make
one more sweep before he met George and me for
dinne r a t the  a ppointe d pla ce . He  gave  his
fina l ins tructions  to Le ftha nd.

"You ke e p we ll out with the  coa che s ," he
ins tructed him. "Whe n I drive out the cattle,
le t them run into the  coaches , and they'll s top
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of the ir own fre e  will. I won 't be  long ."
"You m ind out be longa  quicks a nd," wa rne d

Le ftha nd. "No  m o re  yo u  try to  g a llo p  h o rs e
ove r tha t ba re  pa n."

"No, of cours e  not. I' ll b e  a ll rig h t. You
look a fte r your job a nd I' ll look a fte r
mine . We 've  d o n e  p re tty we ll s o  fa r,  a n d  I
think Ge orge  will be  ple a s e d whe n he  s e e s  the
ca ttle  we 've  got. Ta ke  it s te a dy, m ind . I won 't
be  long."

A s h o rt tim e  la te r,  P a lm e r c u t th e  tra c ks
of a  s m a ll bunch of ca ttle , a nd s oon he  s ighte d
the m  a nd ra ce d his  hors e  to  whe e l the m  ba ck
to Le ftha nd. A young  c ow a nd  he r firs t c a lf
b roke  s tubborn ly to  the  le ft. P a lm e r trie d  to
work round he r, a nd ca m e  to  wha t looke d like
a  b ig  c la y p a n . Although he  re m e m be re d
Ge orge 's  wa rning, Pa lme r thought he  could skirt
th e  e d g e  with o u t ru n n in g  a n y ris k; it lo o ke d
solid e nough. He  whe e le d his  hors e  to a void a
small bush, and next moment the  horse  s tumbled
a n d  fe ll; it wa s  u p  to  its  kn e e s  in  th e  q u ic k-
sand. In a  pa nic , P a m e r jum pe d off the  hors e ,
a nd im m e dia te ly he , too, be ga n to s ink quickly.
By a  gre a t e ffort, he  m a na ge d to  pull h im s e lf
o u t o f th e  q u ic ks a n d  a n d  s tru g g le  b a c k in to
the  sa ddle . For a  m om e nt he  wa s  s a fe , bu t,
to his  horror, he  sa w tha t the  horse  wa s  s inking;
s lo wly, s te a d ily,  it wa s  b e in g  d ra wn  in to  th e
quicksand. P a lm e r los t h is  ne rve  a nd  be ga n
s houting a nd ca lling for he lp. Only the  echoes
ca me  ba ck from the  Thre e  Arche rs .

G e o rg e  a n d  I m u s te re d  th e  s c ru b  to  th e
north  of the  rive r, a nd the  o ld  s tockm a n m a n-
a ge d  to  d rive  a  fe w cunning  o ld  bu llocks  in to
th e  o p e n , wh e re  I wa s  a b le  to  ta il th e m  with
the  coaches , a s  the  quie t decoy ca ttle  a re  ca lled.
Gra dua lly we  worke d towa rds  the  dinne r ca m p
a t the  b ig  p la in . Pa ss ing a  bla cks ' ca mp, I wa s
in te re s te d  to  s e e  a n  o ld  na tive  s itting  on  the
ground ma king ba rk rope  by rubbing the  s tra nds
of ba rk on  h is  na ke d  th igh  to  g ive  it the  twis t
tha t is  necessa ry for s trength.

At th e  d in n e r c a m p  th e re  wa s  n o  s ig n  o f
Palmer, so George  decided to ride  on to meet him.
A c o u p le  o f m ile s  d o wn  th e  r ive r we  fo u n d
Le fth a n d  wa itin g  p a tie n tly with  h is  c o a c h e s .
Ge orge  que s tione d him , a nd the n s a id  to  m e :
"I'm  a  b it worrie d  a bout P a lm e r. He  ought to
ha ve  showe d up a n hour a go. Ma ybe  we 'd be tte r
rid e  o u t to  th e  q u ic ks a n d . It a in 't fa r,  a n d  . . .
we ll, Pa lme r forge ts  e a sy. Le fth a n d  will lo o k
a fte r your ca ttle . Come  on, le t's  ca nte r."

Whe n we  a rrive d  a t the  e dge  of the  quick-
s a nd P a lm e r's  hors e  ha d dis a ppe a re d, a ll but
its  he a d. Pa lme r wa s  clinging to the  sa ddle , but
we  could only se e  his  he a d a nd shoulde rs . He
wa s  hys te rica l with fright a nd could only ja bbe r
a wa y incohe re ntly whe n we  ca lle d to him . We
broke  down s om e  s a plings  a nd  trie d  to  m a ke

a  b rid g e  to  re a c h  h im ,  b u t th e  tim b e r s a n k
a s  s oon  a s  Ge orge  put h is  we ight on  it. Our
s tirrup  le a the rs  a nd  b rid le s  kno tte d  toge the r
were  not long enough to reach the  doomed man,
and George  groaned.

"It's  no good," he  s a id, hope le s s ly, "we  ca n't
m a ke  it. If o n ly we  h a d  a  d e c e n t  ro p e  . . .
m y he a ve ns ! to  th ink we 've  go t to  s ta nd  he re
a nd  wa tc h  h im  s uc ke d  in to  tha t! Is n 't the re
a nything we  ca n do? "

"Ye s , the re  is ," I e xc la im e d. "I've  ju s t re -
membered. Quick, pu t m y b rid le  ba ck on  the
hors e  while  I ge t the  s tirrup  le a the rs  in  p la ce .
I kn o w wh e re  th e re 's  a  ro p e ."

"I wis h  I c o u ld  g o  in s te a d  o f yo u . Eve ry
m inu te  c oun ts , a nd  I c a n  ride  fa s te r. B u t  I
don 't know the  p la c e . Qu ic k! do  your be s t;
poor o ld  P a lm e r's  ne a rly gone ."

It wa s  a  fra n tic  g a llo p  b a c k th ro u g h  th e
scrub. Bra nche s  a nd twigs  s la she d my fa ce , but
I h a rd ly fe lt th e m . I pra ye d de s pe ra te ly tha t
I c o u ld  g o  s tra ig h t to  th e  b la c ks ' c a m p , fo r I
ha d not ta ke n pa rticula r notice  of the  dire ction.
By a  m ira cle , I rode  right on to it, a nd ga llope d
down a t the  old rope  -ma ke r. He  sa w me  coming
a nd  fa de d  in to  the  bus h , e vide n tly unde r the
impre s s ion tha t I wa s  inte nt on riding him  down.
I s na tc he d  up  the  c o il o f ba rk rope , whe e le d
the  hors e , a nd s ta rte d ba ck for the  quicks a nd.
W h e n  I a r r ive d  th e re  wa s  lit t le  m o re  th a n
P a lm e r's  he a d a nd s houlde rs  a bove  the  quick-
sa nd. The  horse  ha d dis a ppe a re d comple te ly. I
flung the  rope  to  Ge orge , who whippe d a  s lip-
knot on the  e nd a nd be ga n s winging the  noos e
round his  he a d, a s  if he  wa s  ba ck in the  s tock-
ya rd. Ge orge  wa s  a n e xce lle nt ma n with a  he a d-
rope , bu t it wa s  a  d ifficu lt s ho t, a nd  he  fa ile d
thre e  tim e s  be fore  the  noos e  droppe d  ne a tly
ove r P a lm e r's  he a d a nd s houlde rs .

Our com bine d e fforts  we re  not s uffic ie nt to
p u ll P a lm e r fre e  o f th e  q u ic ks a n d . George
double d ba ck his  hors e 's  ta il, s e cure d the  rope
to  it, a nd  le d  the  hors e  a wa y. Gra dua lly the
rope  took the  s tra in. For a  m om e nt I thought
it wo u ld  p a rt,  b u t it wa s  we ll m a d e , a n d  th e
hors e  dre w P a lm e r from  the  qu icks a nd  like  a
tight cork from  a  bottle .

An hour la te r P a lm e r told us  his  s tory. He
wa s  s till s ha ke n a nd tre m bling  with  fright a nd
shock.

"Oh, it wa s  a wful!" he  e xc la im e d. "I ke p t
s inking de e pe r a nd de e pe r. I' d  g ive n  u p  a ll
h o p e  wh e n  yo u  tu rn e d  u p . E ve n  th e n  I
couldn't se e  how you could ge t me  out. Oh, ta ke
m e  a wa y from  he re ! I' ll g o  b a c k to  th e  c ity.
I'm  no  good  fo r th is  life  in  the  bus h . I kn o w
I'm  a  cowa rd , but I ca n 't fa ce  it.
m a de  of the  right s tuff for da nge r a nd  a dve n-
ture . I'm  no t s trong  e nough! I' ll g e t r ig h t
away."

"S te a dy, o ld  fe llow, ta ke  it e a s y," Ge orge
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urged. "You've  had a  bad time , and you a in't
yourself yet. You'll ge t ove r it in time ."

"No  I won 't! I ca n 't! I'm  a fra id! I' ll
neve r be  s trong enough to make  a  bus hman.
I'll go a wa y."

"Palmer," I said, "did you know the rope that
pulled you out was  only made  of ba rk? Look
at this  piece  of bark, I can snap it be tween my
fingers. And ye t tha t's  the  ma te ria l the  rope
was made of. It's  the  twis t in it tha t g ive s  it
the strength. That old blackfe llow rubbed and
rolle d it on his  thigh till it ha d the  right twis t;
;len he  put the  s trands  together, and the  weak
bark was  s trong enough to pull you out of the
quicksand. The  poores t materia l, pushed into
s ha pe  a nd give n the  right twis t is  ca pa ble  of
great s trength. Think tha t out."

Ma ny a  ma n re a lis e s  the  we a kne s s  of his
character. He  ca nnot fa ce  up to life , with a ll
its  tria ls  a nd s orrows  a nd te mpta tions ; but if
he allows God to work in His  own way to mould,
to s hape , to twis t, he  will find the  s trength he
needs for every emergency.

And the  fina l entry in to -day's  Log is  taken
from the 41s t chapter of Isaiah: "Fear not, thou
worm Jacob. F o r I th e  Lo rd  th y G o d  will
hold thy right ha nd, s a ying  unto the e , Fe a r
not, I will he lp  the e ."

HARVES T FES TIVALS : We  ha ve  be e n
he lpe d g re a tly by the  g ift of s e ve ra l lots  of
Harvest Festival goods. It is  inde e d good to
think that an ever increasing number of Churches
are remembering this  work.

FINANCE: We  ha ve  not ha d to ma ke  a
s pe cia l a ppe a l for fina nce  for s e ve ra l ye a rs ,
though ofte n the  s ta te  of our fina nce s  ha s
brought us  to our knees . This  is  one  of those
difficult times  tha t ca lls  for very specia l prayer
on beha lf of a ll our Chris tian friends  and s up-
porters. Through unavoidable circumstances ,
s eve ra l of our le a fle ts  we re  la te  in going out,
a nd we  los t much s upport be ca us e  thos e  in-
te nde d for be fore  Chris tma s  we re  not a va il-
able , owing to printing difficulties , until too la te
for this  purpose. The deputation meetings  were
inte rrupte d firs t by the  holida ys , a nd the n by
Mr. Langford -Smith's  time  in hospita l. All this
ha s  ha d a  dra s tic  e ffe ct on the  fina nce s  for
February and March.

We  do not fe e l jus tifie d in  cutting  down
either the  number of children in our care  or the
attention they receive; but unless  there is  some
immediate improvement in the position we may
have to curtail our building programme. Money

in having an exce llent band of voluntary work-

buildings are very shabby for lack of paint. Some-

times  vis itors  criticis e  us  for tha t without sug-
ges ting how we  might find the  money for the
pa int! But we  a re  sure  tha t God's  bles s ing is
on this  work, a nd we  know tha t the re  is  no
s hortage  with Him. We the re fore  as k a ll our
friends  to join with us  in prayer that our immedi-
a te  needs  may be  s upplied, s o tha t this  work
may continue s teadily.

The Sale of Work usually helps  considerably
with the  finances , but this  time  there  is  a  very
real danger that the money we expect to receive
may be spent before we actually receive it. Many
of our supporters  are  a lready giving more  than
they can rea lly a fford; but the re  may be  some
who have delayed their gifts under the impression
tha t there  is  no rea l need. May we assure you
that there  is  a  very real need right now. Maybe
God is  te s ting our fa ith; le t tis  s licrw Him tha t
we realise our need and our dependence on Him.

S ALE OF WORK: As  you will re a lis e , the
Sale of Work advertised in this leaflet will mean a
lot to us . We have never yet had to pos tpone
such a function because of the weather. But we
mus t not ta ke  this  for gra nte d. We  look to
God to g ive  us  a  s uita ble  da y, a nd it is  only
as  we humbly seek His  bless ing that we can be
as sured of what we  need. Many friends  a re
bus y pre pa ring for this  S a le , a nd a  fe w gifts
have  a lready been rece ived. If our re a de rs
ca n influe nce  a ny of the ir frie nds  to join in, it
will be  a  grea t he lp to us . Gifts  for the  various
s ta lls  may be  ra iled to Mare lla  Mis s ion Fa rm,
P a rra ma tta  Ra ilwa y S ta tion; or the y ma y be
le ft a t the  Fa rm e ithe r be fore  or on the  day of
the Sale. Please rememeber the date: Saturday,
4th May, 1963. We hope as  many as  possible
will be  present and that they will a ll try to bring
along at leas t one extra  friend.

CONCLUSION: This is an Evangelical
interdominational work, but we have a lso been
helped considerably by many people who do not
class themselves as definite Christians. We have
welcomed this  he lp in the  spirit in which it has
been given, and we have prayed that our example
might be  a  true  witness  to the  saving power of
the  Lord Jesus  Chris t. To our gre a t de light,
s evera l of our supporte rs  have  come to know
Christ as Saviour during the time they have been
he lping us . God is  no m a n 's  de b tor, a nd
while  these  kindly folk have  been helping care
for God's  childre n the  Holy S pirit ha s  dra wn
them to life  everlas ting.

P rima rily, our work is  to ca re  for the  da rk
childre n of our own la nd a nd to win the m for
Chris t; what a  joy it is  to hear month by month
of others  who have  found Chris t through the ir
contact with this  work. To Him be  the  honour
a nd the  glory; ma y He  ha s te n the  time  whe n
our Lord will re turn aga in for His  s a ints  and to
se t up His  Kingdom upon earth.
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