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THE KILLER: From the Sky Pilot's Log, 2CH Broadcast
In the  fa r North of the  Te rritory the  s tock-

me n thought a  gre a t de a l of the ir ca ttle  dogs .
These  dogs  were  bred and tra ined for one  pur-

se ldom pe tted them, though they pra ised them
whe n the y did we ll a nd scolde d the m soundly
when they did wrong. To pe t a  working dog, say
s tockm e n,  is  to  ru in  it fo r its  du ty in  life .  A
stranger, not understanding dogs, who dared to
take  notice  of or pe t a  stockman's dog, was only
looking for trouble .

Ge orge 's  chie f ca ttle  dog, P inche r, wa s  ge t-
ting a  bit old for ha rd work, and George  bought
a  ca ttle  pup from a  frie nd a nd tra ine d him to
take  P incher's  place . George  was very proud of
this  pup. "You know," he  sa id, "there  a in't many
pups in this country as will come up to that there
ne w pup of m ine .  I only pa id  a  quid  for 'im ,
and he 's  the  most promisin' dog I've  eve r tra in-

"He  ce rta in ly looks  in te llige nt," I a gre e d .
"Have  you tried him out with the  ca ttle?"

"I ha ve  tha t. He  works  'e m like  a n old dog.
Neve r ba rks  unle ss  I te ll him to 'speak up'; je s t
works  'e m quite  a nd s te a dy. If a  trouble some
be a s t ne e ds  he e lin', I've  only got to s na p me
fingers, and Bluey shoots in like a flash of lightnin'
and fastens hold."

"But you don't wa nt a  dog to hold on like  a
bulldog, George."

"Give  me  a  cha nce , I wa sn't finishe d. Blue y
s treaks  in and give s  the  bea s t a  good ha rd nip
and then drops to the ground as flat as a  goanna,
in case the beast kicks. He 's got brains, that dog,
believe me."

"We ll you've  ce rta inly ta ke n a  lot of trouble
tra ining him; he  ought to turn out we ll. Ha s  he
any vices a t a ll?"

"Not one . I've  ne ve r knowe d a  dog to ha ve
such a good character. He ain't even savage, like
a  lot of blue  ca ttle  dogs is ; not unless  I sool 'im
on, tha t is . No, he 's  a bout the  be s t dog a  ma n

course."
It certa inly seemed as if George was speaking

the  tru th .  I wa tche d  Blue y wa lking  th rough
Ge orge 's  goa t ya rd, a nd he  didn't e ve n look a t
a  young kid. The  Aborigina l piccaninnie s  could
toddle  up to him a nd pull his  cha in, a nd Blue y
only seemed to smile  a t them with his big brown
e ye s . But whe n he  wa s  working a  mob of wild
ca ttle , Bluey was  a s  re lentle ss  a s  dea th. Back-
wards  and forwards  he  ran, s ilent, e fficient, in-

te lligent; then a t a  snap of George 's  finge rs  he
would shoot in and heel a troublesome beast with
deadly accuracy. J im offe red George  a  fiver for
the pup, which was a  lot of money in those days,
but Ge orge  wouldn't ha ve  sold the  a nima l for
twice the amount.

The  fa r North is  ca ttle  country, a nd a t the
time  of which I am speaking ve ry few a ttempts
had been made to run sheep; such a ttempts had
a lways  re sulted in fa ilure . When we  hea rd tha t
Mac was bringing a mob of sheep into the country
George openly scoffed at the idea, and when they
m e t he  to ld  Ma c  wha t he  though t a bou t it .
"You're  wasting your time  and money," he  sa id.
"This  country will never ca rry sheep."

"We ll," Ma c  re plie d ,  "I hope  to  prove  you
wrong. The re :s  no rea son why sheep shouldn't
do we ll he re ."

"Wha t a bout gra s s  s e e ds ?  I've  he a rd the y
worke d right through the  hide s  of the  she e p a t
Ma ta ra nka , a nd into the  a nima ls ' he a rts ."

"The y'll be  a ll righ t, " Ma c  in s is te d .  "I've
divided the  place  up into a  few paddocks. I'll run
cattle on the grass first, and then turn in the sheep.
If I ke e p it we ll s tocke d I don't think the  gra s s
se e ds  will do much ha rm. Anyhow, I'm giving
it a  go."

George changed his argument. "I don't know,"
he  compla ined, "wha t a  man can see  in running
sheep; not when he can run cattle , anyhow. Silly,
crawlin' things  they a re ; it must be  like  tryin' to
run a  herd of tortoises."

Ma c la ughe d. "Tha t's  wha t a ll the  ca ttle me n
sa y; but the re 's  mone y in she e p. It's  only tha t
you're used to cattle and have a prejudice against
sheep."

"I don't ca re  wha t you do on your own coun-
try," sa id George , magnanimously. "You can go
in for possum fa rmin' if you like . So long as you
don't le t your sheep wander onto my country an'
spoil the  waterholes, I'm easy. There 's  plenty of
room  for s he e p on your run. But wha t a bout
dingoes?  Won't they touch up the  sheep?"

"I hope  not,  but to  te ll you the  truth, I'm  a
bit worrie d a bout dingoe s . I ca n't a fford to put
up a  dog -proof fence  yet awhile , and if once  the

looking a  bit se rious."
"W e ll,  I wis h  you  luc k,  Ma c .  An ' if the m

dingoes get botherin' your sheep you send a  boy
down, and maybe Smithy an' me will come along
an' organise  a  dingo hunt. Well, so long, Mac."

S e ve ra l months  we nt by, a nd Ma c wa s  not
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troubled with  d ingoe s  o r a ny o the r s e rious
trouble . The  sheep se ttled down ve ry we ll, and
even the  hot weather didn't seem to affect them.
Mac was busy putting up a shearing shed; though
he  ha d no ma chine s , he  wa s  quite  ca pa ble  of
managing the few sheep himself with hand shears.
Then one morning George arrived at the  Mission
riding on his  pieba ld ambler and carrying a  rifle .

"Going hunting? " I a ske d.
"I a m tha t, a n' I hope  you'll come  with me .

The  dingoe s  ha ve  s ta rte d on poor old Ma c 's
s he e p. The y kille d s ix la s t night, a n' four the
night be fore . He  se nt me  a  note  to sa y he 'll be
ruine d if we  ca n't ge t the  dingo.'

"The  dingo?  The re 's  only one  doing the  kill-
ing, then?"

"That's a ll a t present. The black -trackers pick-
e d up his  tra il a nd followe d it a  m ile  into the
scrub be fore  the y los t the  tra cks  in the  rocks .
Can you spa re  a  day to come  huntin'? "

"I think so, Joe  will be  a ll right he re . I haven't
had a  day off for over a  month, so I am due  for
a  couple  now. Ill be  ready in ha lf an hour. Make
yourse lf a  drink of te a ; you know whe re  e ve ry
thing is ."

A couple of hours later we dismounted at Mac's
sta tion and he  came to meet us. He looked wor-
ried. "Hullo, you fe llows," he  sa id, "It was  good
of you to come  right a wa y. Once  a  dingo ge ts
a  ta s te  of blood it kills  for the  joy of killing. If
we  don't ge t it soon I'll ha ve  no she e p le ft. My
hors e  is  tie d up re a dy. How a bout a  drink of
tea?"

"No," said George, which was unusual for him.
"We 're  right; le t's  ge t goin '.  It ma y be  a  long
chase. Have the trackers picked up the tra il?"

"They're  scouting round now. The  tracks  a re
clea r to the  firs t wa te rhole . We  can mee t them
there."

And s o be ga n a  long a nd trying hunt.  We
followed the  dingo's  track for miles , sometimes
wa iting for a n hour or more  for the  tra cke rs  to
pick up the  e lus ive  tra il. We  ha d a  quick lunch
in the  bus h, a nd by s undown we re  ba ck ne a r
George 's  hut, where  the  trackers  lost the  tracks
again.

"George", Mac sa id, "the  dingo must be  pay-
ing your goa t ya rd a  vis it.  Ha ve  you los t a ny
goats lately?"

"No, there  a in't much chance  of tha t. P incher
and Bluey are  loose  a t night, an' they'll keep any
dingo away."

Ma c ha d a n ide a . "Wha t a bout bringing one
of your dogs to my place  for the  night," he  sug-
ge s te d. "It might pre ve nt the  dingo doing a ny
furthe r damage  tonight, and we 'll have  anothe r

go afte r him tomorrow. Sheep dogs are  no good
afte r dingoes , and I keep them tied up a t night.
How about P incher?"

"Tha t's  a  good ide a . But P inche r is  ga tin' a
bit old, so I'll bring Blue y. He 's  good for a  long
chase , an' if the  dingo comes back Bluey won't
le t him ge t away once  I se t him a t the  tracks;'

We  ca mpe d a t Ma c's  tha t night. He  ha d the
she e p in the  ya rd a  qua rte r of a  mile  from the
house , and George  le ft Bluey a t the  sheep yard
afte r instructing him to "Watch them sheep," as
George  put it. The  inte lligent dog squatted down
obediently, and we left the sheep in his care. That
e ve ning it wa s  only na tura l tha t the  ta lk turne d
to dingo sheep kille rs. George  knew more  about
sheep than we would have expected from a cattle-
man, and he held the  floor.

"It a in't only dingoes," he  sa id, "tha t you have
to watch. Sometimes a sheep dog turns killer and
sneaks back at night to kill the  sheep that he has

jo y o f kiln ' . "
"Is  the re  a ny wa y," I a ske d, "of curing a  dog

tha t ha s  deve loped the  killing habit? "
"Only a  bulle t," Ge orge  re plie d. "Tha t's  the

only cure. It comes hard on a sheep -man to have
to kill a  favourite  dog, but it's  the  unwritten law.
Once  a  dog has taken to killin' sheep the  owner

for him. One dog can cause  hundreds of pounds
damage."

We  we re  jus t th inking  of tu rn ing  in  whe n
George  motioned for silence  and stood listening
intently. "Ifs  the  sheep!" he  excla imed. "Quick,
grab your rifles; the  dingo's  back aga in. Smithy,
you rouse  the  trackers and ca tch up as quick as
you ca n. Come  on, Ma c, quick!"

It took me  a  little  time  to rouse  the  tra cke rs ,
a nd whe n I hurrie d down to the  s he e p ya rd I
found Ge orge  a nd Ma c s ta nding by the  bodie s
of three  sheep whose  throa ts had been torn out;
they were still warm. There was no sign of Bluey.

"Come on, George ," I cried. 'It's  no use  stand-
ing he re  a nd le tting the  dingo ge t a wa y. Blue y
must be  a fte r him now. Come  on."

Ge orge  didn't s pe a k, a nd I notice d tha t he
looked white  and drawn in the  light of the  paper-
ba rk fla res . Mac clea red his  voice  and spoke  in
little  more than a  whisper. "We found the tracks,"

even when George  sooled him on."
"Well, where  is he  now?"

he  . . .  he  ha d blood on him ."
"It couldn't be ," I cried. "George , there 's  some

mis ta ke ! He  ma y ha ve  got blood on him whe n



Pa ge 4 S KY P ILOT NEWS August, 1971

he  a tta cke d the  dingo."
Ge orge  s poke  hus kily. "The re 's  only one  s e t

o f tra c ks .  Th e re 's  n o  d o u b t a b o u t it.  I know
Bluey's  tracks !"

"I'm  te rribly sorry, Ge orge ," s a id Ma c. "Could
we  give  Bluey another chance?"

"No , Ma c , it's  the  la w. Bu t . . .  I c ou ldn 't do
it m ys e lf . . .  yo u 'll h a ve  to  d o  it.  P o o r Blu e y,
poor old fe llow!"

Ge orge  looke d te n ye a rs  olde r a s  he  wa lke d
a wa y.  I we n t b a c k to  th e  h u t with  h im .  Te n
minutes  la te r a  shot rang out. I saw the  old s tock-
m a n  flinc h , a s  if the  bu lle t ha d  s truc k h im ....
Ma c los t no m ore  of his  she e p.

Once  a  dog  tu rns  kille r it m e a ns  the  de a th
sentence . There 's  no second chance ; it is  the  law.
Bu t with  God  the re  is  a  s e c ond  c ha nc e . The
wa ge s  of s in  is  de a th  a nd  we  a re  to ld  tha t a ll
have sinned. The dead; sentence has been passed
on  us . It is  the  la w!

But Grace  is  s tronge r than the  law. Chris t died,
not tha t the  la w m ight be  broke n, but to e na ble
us  to obta in a  righte ousne ss  tha t wa s  imposs ible
unde r the  la w. S t. P a ul s a ys : "If righte ous ne s s
come  by the  la w, the n Chris t is  de a d in va in. For
Chris t is  the  e nd of the  la w for righte ousne s s  to
eve ryone  tha t be lieve th."

Ye s , the re  is  ye t hope  for us , e ve n though the
sentence  of dea th ha s  been pa ssed on us  by the
la w. Whe n we  we re  ye t without s tre ngth, a s  Pa ul

tha t is , fo r u s .
And  the  fina l e n try in  toda y's  Log  is  ta ke n

from the  8th chapte r of Romans. "The re  is  the re -
fore  now no conde mna tion to the m which a re  in
Chris t J e s us , who wa lk not a fte r the  fle s h  but
a fte r the  S pirit. For the  la w of the  S pirit of life
in Chris t J e sus  ha th ma de  me  fre e  from the  la w
of s in  a nd de a th ."

MR . AND MR S . BRUCE LANGFORD-
S MITH: At the  P re s byte ria n Church a t Ca s tle
Hill on 21s t Augus t Bruce  La ngford -S m ith wa s
ma rrie d to Ma rga re t Wa lke r, e lde s t da ughte r of
Mr. a nd Mrs . J . Wa lke r of Northm e a d.

The  we dding wa s  a  ve ry ha ppy occa s ion, in
s p ite  o f th e  ra in , a n d  a fte r th e  R e c e p tio n  a t
We n tworthville , the  young  c oup le  le ft with  a
ca ra va n for thre e  we e ks  touring in the  Northe rn
Te rritory, whe re  Bruce  worke d for s om e  ye a rs
be fore  re s igning in orde r to be come  Fa rm Ma n-
a ge r a t Ma re Ila  Mis s ion Fa rm  a nd a s s is ta nt to
his  fa the r, Ke ith La ngford -Smith, the  Dire ctor of
the  S ky P ilo t Fe llows hip  a nd  Ma re lla  Mis s ion
Farm.

THE DAR K C HILDR EN: Apa rt from  a  fe w
m ild  c a s e s  o f c h ic ke n  pox the  c h ild re n  ha ve

be e n ve ry we ll. Our boys  ha ve  done  re ma rka bly
we ll in  s port. Me rvyn  won  the  m e da l fo r Ath-
le tics  Cha m pion a t Ca s tle  Hill S chool; he  a ls o
s e c ure d  a  pos ition  in  the  S ta te  Rugby Union
Footba ll Te a m. Gre g wa s  chose n for the  Me tro-
polita n Rugby Union Te a m. Se ve ra l of the  othe r
childre n, boys  a nd girls , won prize s  in Athle tics .
During the  school holida ys  the  childre n ha d se v-
era l outings, though one  combined Sunday School
picnic had to be abandoned because of the chicken
pox a nd the  ris k of infe cting othe r childre n. Dif-
fe re nt s ta ff m e m be rs  a nd frie nds  took s e ve ra l
childre n a t a  time  for va rious  outings  which we re
thoroughly enjoyed.

CHRIS TMAS  CARDS : Now is  the  time  to buy
Chris tm a s  ca rds  for ove rs e a s  a nd the  Mis s ion
ha s  a  ve ry a ttra c tive  ca rd in  full colour de pic t-
ing two Aborigine s  by a  wa te rhole . This  prove d
popula r la s t ye a r a nd will a ga in be  a va ila ble  a t
the  ne xt S a le  of Work, or the y m a y be  orde re d
dire ct from  Ma re Ila  Mis s ion Fa rm , Box 29, P os t
Office , Ca s tle  Hill, 2154; price , including e nve -
lope  10 ce nts  e a ch, plus  pos ta ge .

G IF T' S  F O R  THE DAR K C HILDR EN: We
a re  ra pidly a pproa ching Chris tma s  a nd a lre a dy
friends a re  a sking wha t a re  the  most use ful sma ll
gifts  for the  childre n. We  sugge s t the  following:
thongs, underwear for boys and girls , socks (blue ,
brown, le m on  o r white ), ha lf s lips , s hortie
pyja ma s  (e spe cia lly la rge  s ize s ), ha ndke rchie fs ,
pa ntyhose  (s ize s  a ve ra ge  a nd sma ll), ta lc, soa p,
deodorants, tooth paste, bandaids, shampoo,
com bs , ha ir brus he s , towe ls  (ba th a nd be a ch),
be d line n a nd s chool re quis ite s . Tinne d foods ,
e spe cia lly fruit, a nd biscuits  a re  a lwa ys  a ppre ci-
ated.

ANNE DAR GIN: As mentioned recently Anne
le ft Ma re Ila  to  ta ke  a  pos ition  in  the  c oun try,
ne a r Young. She  ha s  se ttle d down ve ry we ll a nd
is  ha ppy in he r work. She  is  a  little  home sick a nd
phone s  the  Mis s ion  a t le a s t once  a  we e k a nd
sometimes more  frequently.

RALP H: Following his  e a r ope ra tion Ra lph
is  ve ry m uch be tte r in the  e a r tha t wa s  tre a te d;
howe ve r we  a re  find ing  it m os t d ifficu lt to  dry
up his  othe r e a r s o  tha t it m a y be  ope ra te d on
a lso. 'Ra lph has  managed quite  we ll trave lling by
public  tra ns port to his  s chool a t Ha s s a ll S tre e t,
Pa rrama tta . He  is  not ve ry bright, but he  is  deve l-
oping into a  s turdy la d a nd this  is  s om e thing to
tha nk God for. Whe n he  wa s  a  ba by the  doctors
sa id tha t we  ha d little  cha nce  of re a ring him; a nd
possible  s ickness  common to children.
s ince  infa ncy he  ha s  suffe re d from a lmos t e ve ry


