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"Rita likes cream and Janet smiles at the Christmas fare."

GEORGE'S SON: A S to ry fro m  th e  S ky P ilo t ' s  Lo g  (2CH Bro a d c a s t ).

Arnhe m  La nd ,  the  m os t no rthe rn  po rtion
of the  Northe rn Te rritory, wa s  a  ve ry isola te d
pla ce  25 or 30 ye a rs  a go. Be ca us e  of this ,
no doubt the  fe w white  m e n who live d the re
p re fe rre d  to  m a in ta in  th e ir own ide a s of
la w a n d  ju s tic e  with o u t s e e kin g  th e  a id  o f
the  police , whose  nea res t representa tive  might
be  hundre ds  of m ile s  a wa y. The  jus tice  of

ha d the ir unwritte n  la w, a nd the  jus tice  tha t
wa s  m e te d  ou t to  thos e  who  b roke  the  la w
o f th e  b u s h  wa s ,  a c c o rd in g  to  th e ir lig h ts ,
fa ir,  re a s ona ble  a nd ine vita ble .

J a ke  ha d  a  c a ttle  s ta tion  on  the  bo rde rs
of Arnhe m  La nd. He  lived a lone ,, depending
on  b la c k s toc kboys  to  , h e lp  h im  with  t h e
m us te ring ,  bra nding a nd o the r dutie s . He
ru le d  h is  lit t le  kin g d o m  with  a  ro d  o f iro n ,
though  no t without re a s ona ble  ca re  for the
na tive s  who worke d for him . His  word  wa s
his  bond. If he  prom is e d a  na tive  a nything,

no  m a tte r if it wa s  a  fe e d  o r a  'h id ing . He
wa s  ge ne rous  in  fe e ding his  na tive  worke rs
a n d  th e ir  fa m ilie s ;  a s  fa r  a s  fin a n c e  p e r-
m itte d, he  ke pt the m  s upplie d with c lothing,
bla nke ts , toba cco a nd othe r s imple  commodi-
tie s ; but he  ne ve r a llowe d the m to ta ke  libe r-
tie s , and he  punished neglect of duty, la zine ss
or the ft ruthle s s ly.

It  wa s  J o e  wh o  firs t  b ro u g h t  wo rd  th a t
e ve rything wa s  not we ll in  J a ke 's  little  king-
dom. "Do  yo u  kn o w," h e  s a id ,  "th in g s  a re
on ly m idd ling  with  J a ke ? "

"W h a t 's the ma tte r wit h  h im ? " asked
Dick. "Is  h e  s ic k,  o r  s o m e th in g ? "

"No , " re p lie d  J o e . "He ' s  n o t  s ic k,  b u t
he 's  hopping m a d. I've  ne ve r s e e n  h im  s o
worke d  up  be fore ."

George  chuckled. "It ' s  n o th in g  v e ry u n -
us ua l for J a ke  to be  hopping ma d. He 's  one
of the  m os t im pa tie n t fe llows  I've  e ve r m e t
in  the  bus h . S e e m s  to  ha ve  a  ch ip  on  h is
s hou lde r m os t o f the  tim e ."
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"I kn o w th a t," J o e  a d mitte d ,  "b u t th is
time  I'm a fra id the re  will be  murde r done ;
though Ja ke  wouldn't ca ll it tha t, of course .
Someone has been thieving his stores, and so

"Ja ke 's  a  ha rd ma n," sa id Ge orge . "No t
tha t he  don 't tre a t h is  bla cks  we ll, but he
expects  too much of them. He can't s tand for
the ft. Most blacks  will he lp themse lves  to a
bit of te a  a nd s uga r, or a  s tick of toba cco,
if they have  the  chance . Even Lefthand a in't
perfect. I've ha d him s ince  he  wa s  a  la d,
a nd  he 'd  g ive  h is  life  fo r me , bu t a ll the
s a me  I wouldn 't le a ve  toba cco a bout a nd
expect him not to he lp himse lf when he  was
s hort."

Dick looke d surprise d. "I though t Le ft-
ha nd  wa s  a s  hone s t a s  ,the  da y," he  re -
marked.

things  tha t re a lly ma tte r. Wha t you might
s a y is  tha t he  s te a ls  within re a s on. Now,
mys e lf, I don 't ta ke  no  no tice  of it; bu t if
one  of Jake 's  blacks  was so much as  to take
a  ha lf -smoke d bumpe r, Ja ke  would ta n the
hide  Off him."

`This time ,' Joe told us, "it ' s more
serious than that. Someone has been breaking
into his  s tore  a nd ta king la rge  qua ntitie s  of
s tuff a nd re  -s e lling it to  the  bus h na tive s
and the  hoboes camped on the  creek. Jake

George shook his head. "Tha t don't sound
like  a  bla ckfe llow to me . More  like ly it's
one  of the  bad whites  or a  ha lf-cas te ."

"Whoe ve r it is ," s a id Joe , "J a ke 's  looking
for him with a  gun. He 'll shoot him on s ight
if he  ca tche s  him."

"But tha t would be  murde r!" Dick excla im-
ed. "He  wouldn't do tha t, s ure ly? "

"I wouldn 't put it pa s t h im," Ge orge  ob-
served. "Jake  is  hot-headed, and he  wouldn't
ca ll it murde r; he  would ca ll it jus tice ."

"But," a s ke d  J oe , "is n 't the re  a nyth ing
we  ca n do a bout it? We  might wa rn J a ke
tha t if he  kills  a nyone  it will me a n tha t he 'll
ha ve  to  fa ce  tria l fo r murde r."

"Tha t's  only bluff," Ge orge  re plie d. "The
police  a re  too fa r off to worry much. If J a ke

I would if we  s hot a  burgla r bre a king into
our house. The y might te ll him he  ought to
ha ve  a ime d  a  b it lowe r; tha t's  a bou t a ll.
The re 's  not a  thing we  can do about it. But
I fe e l s orry for the  poor foo l who 's  trying
to put one  ove r J a ke . He 's  sure  running a
ris k. ''

Severa l weeks went by and we heard noth-
ing  fu rthe r o f J a ke . The  mus te ring took

us  to the  northern boundary, and on the  way
ba ck with ca ttle  we  ca lle d in a t J a ke 's  hut.
There  was a  lot of wailing and shouting in the
blacks' camp, and Joe, who had ridden ahead
to the  hut, came  ga lloping back. "Quick, you
fe llows,' he gasped. "Come as  quick as  you
can. J a ke 's  got the  thie f a nd dra gge d him
outside. Says he 's  going to shoot him. Come
on!"

We  raced Joe  to the  hut, whe re  Jake  was
s tanding under a  coolibah tree . Tie d to the
tree  was  a  ha lf-ca s te  boy about 16 yea rs  of
age; surrounding him was a  crowd of excited,
wailing natives. George took charge. "Now,
s e e  he re , J a ke ," he  a s ke d, "wha t's  a ll this
about?"

"None  of your bus ine s s ," J a ke  growle d.
"You  ke e p  ou t o f it."

"W e ll," s a id  G e o rg e ,  "I d o n 't wa n t to
inte rfere  in another man's  business; 'but see-
ing I'm he re  a s  a  witne s s , I wa nt to  know
wha t .you a im to do to tha t la d."

'Jake spoke with deadly calm; we could see
with wha t e ffort he  wa s  ke e ping his  te mpe r
under control. "I'm  g o in g to make an
e xa mple  of him," he  told us . "I s a id  I' d
shoot the  man who's been stealing my stores,
and, by heaven. I'll do it. I a in't neve r broken
my word ye t. He 's  had warning; now he 's  for
it . " J a ke  turne d to the  wre tche d boy a nd
raised his  voice . "Come  on, you. Ge t ready!
In  one  minute  I'm going  to  b low out your
brains. You know wha t it's  for."

"Hold on, J a ke ," J oe  ca lle d. "You ca n 't
do tha t! If you ha d ca ught him in the  a ct
of bre a king in a nd ha d shot him, you might
ha ve  got a wa y with it. If you s hoot him in
co ld  b lood  like th is ,  you 'll be trie d for
murde r."

'``Tha t's  right," Dick a dde d. "Don 't be
a  fool, Jake ; the re 's  enough witne sse s  he re
to ha ve  you ha nge d for this ."

"S hut -up!" ye lle d J a ke . "I d o n 't c a re
if I have  50 witnesses . The  more  the  be tte r.
I'm waiting for the m to round up the  re s t
of the  bla cks . I want witnesses . I want them
to know tha t I me a n wha t I s a y. If I ma ke
a n e xa mple  of this  thie f the re  won't be  s o
many to follow his  example . Come on, you!
Whe n I count te n I'm going to s hoot. One,
t w o ,  t h r e e  . . . . "

"S top it, J a ke ," Dick ye lle d. "You ca n 't
do it. I t e ll yo u  . . . . "

George  pushed Dick as ide  and whispered:
"Le a ve  this  to me ." He  turned to Jake  and
ra ised his  voice . "J us t a  minute , J a ke !"

"Fo u r,  five ,  s ix . . . ."
"Hold  it,  J a ke !"
"Se ve n, e ight, nine .... Ge t a wa y, Ge orge ,

you fool! S ta nd a s ide , or by he a ve n
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s h o o t  th e  two  o f yo u !"
"Look a t G e orge ," ga s pe d  Dick,  g ra bbing

J oe 's  a rm . "He 's  s te ppe d in  front of the  la d,
a nd  J a ke 's  s till po in ting  the  gun! W ill we
rus h  h im ? "

"No ,  le a v e  it  to  G e o rg e , " J o e  a d v is e d .
"W e  wo u ld n ' t  h a v e  a  h o p e . 'J a ke  knows
how to us e  a  gun, a nd he 's  not hum a n whe n
he 's  in a  te mpe r like  this . Le a ve  it to Ge orge ."

Ge orge  ca lmly turne d his  ba ck on J a ke  a nd
the  pointe d gun, a nd, s tooping down, s poke
to the  we e ping, te rrifie d ha lf-ca s te  boy. "S a y,
la d," he  a s ke d, "a re  you guilty, or not?  Don't
be  a fra id  o f m e ; I'm  he re  to  he lp  you ,  bu t I
wa nt the  truth. Did you s te a l J a ke 's  s tore s ? "

"You e ye !" ca m e  the  tre m bling re ply. "Me
s te a l 'im  tucke r a ll right,  but m e  s orry now."

"The re  you  a re !" J a ke  ye lle d . "He 's  a s
guilty a s  he ll. He  a dm its  it. S ta nd a s ide ,
Ge orge , a nd se e  jus tice  done ."

G e o rg e  wh is p e re d  to  th e  la d  fo r  a  fe w
moments , and a  dawning look of wonde r came
into the  te rrified, haunted eyes . George  ca lmly
dre w his  knife  a nd cut the  cords  tha t bound
the  boy to  the  tre e . S till s ta nding be twe e n
the  boy a nd  J a ke 's  gun ,  he  tu rne d  to  fa c e
the  e xe cutione r.

"By  h e a v e n s !" ye lle d  J a ke ,  in  a  fu ry .
"Yo u 'll b e  s o rry fo r th is ! I'm  no t go ing  to
le t you  in te rfe re  with  jus tic e . I s wo re  I' d
shoot tha t *mise rable  wre tch, and, by heavens,
I' ll d o  it . You  won 't s top  m e !"

'Ta ke  it e a s y,  J a ke ," s a id  Ge orge  quie tly.
"Do  yo u  kn o w a n y th in g  a b o u t  t h is  h a lf-
caste  boy? His  na me , I me a n, a nd whe re  he
come s  from? "

"His  na m e 's  F re ddie ,  a nd I picke d him  up
a t Ka the rine . I'm  s o rry I d id . This  is  how
he  re pa id  m y kindne s s . W e ll,  h e  h a d  h is
c h a n c e ;  n o w h e 's  g o in g  to  p a y th e  p ric e . '
S tand aside , George , it's  no business of yours ."

"It is  m y bus ine s s .  Now I'll te ll you s om e -
thing tha t m a y s urpris e  you. Fre ddie  is  m y
s on .  Do  you  ge t tha t? "

The re  wa s  a bs olute  s ile nce . J a ke 's  ja w
dropped. "Your s on? " he  ga s pe d . "Th a t
mis e ra ble  ha lf-ca s te  is  your s on?  You're  kid-
d in g !"

"No I a in 't, " s a id  G e orge .  "F re dd ie  is  m y
s on, a nd I'm  going to be  re s pons ible  for him,
see!
we ll,  ne ithe r d id  I. Yo u 'll h a v e  to  kill m e
be fore  you touch  a  ha ir of F re ddie 's  he a d ."

J a ke  b roke  in to  gus ts  o f riba ld  la ugh te r.
"Ha ,  h a ,  h a ! Yo u r s o n ! S a in t G e o rg e ! S o ,
the  s ke le ton 's  ou t o f the  c upboa rd  a t , la s t!
Ha , ha , ha ! I mus t s a y he  don't do you much
c re d it!"

"Ma ybe  I've  ne gle cte d my re spons ibilitie s ,"
Ge orge  to ld  him  quie tly. "Bu t  I'm .  ta kin g

ove r now. I'll pa y fo r e ve ryth ing  F re dd ie 's
s tolen, and I'll see  he  neve r goes  wrong aga in.
I'm  ta kin g  h im  with  m e  r ig h t  n o w. He 's

I'm  a s kin g  yo u  to  le t  h im  o ff fo r m y s a ke .
You  won 't lo s e  'by it . "

"Ta ke  h im  a n d  we lc o m e !" J a ke  ye lle d .
"Ha ,  ha ,  th is  is  go ing  to  be  the  joke  o f the
whole  Northe rn  Te rrito ry, Yo u ' re  a  d a rk
hors e ,  G e orge ,  I m us t s a y! All the  s a m e ,
you 'd  ha ve  be e n be tte r rid  of h im . Ha , ha ,
wha t a  joke !"

Ge orge  wa s  ca re ful to s hie ld Fre ddie  until
he  ha d ridde n out of guns hot. We  the n le ft
J a ke  a n d  ro d e  s lo wly b a c k to  th e  c a t t le .
Dick wa s  the  firs t to  s pe a k. "If t h a t  d o n ' t
be a t the  ba nd!" he  m utte re d . "W h o  wo u ld
ha ve  thought Ge orge  ha d a  ha lf-ca s te  s on?
It's  going to  go a ga ins t h im , whe n this  s tory
ge ts  a round. Is n 't the re  a  la w a ga ins t tha t
s o rt o f th in g ? "

"Ye s ," s a id  J oe . "A hundre d pounds  fine
or twe lve  m onths  in  ga ol. All th e  s a m e ,  I
a dm ire  G e orge  fo r the  wa y he  a c te d . He
might ha ve  be e n a  bit la te  a cce pting re spons i-
b ility,  bu t whe n  it c a m e  to  the  po in t he  d id
his  duty. All the  s a m e , I wouldn 't ha ve  be -
lie ve d  it o f G e orge ."

It wa s  e ve ning be fore  I s a w Ge orge  a lone .
We  we re  in the  mus te ring ca mp, a nd Fre ddie
wa s  fo llowing Ge orge  a round like  a  fa ithfu l
dog. G e orge  b roke  a  ra the r long  s ile nce .
"W e ll, " h e  s a id ,  "I' ll h a v e  to  m u s te r a  lo t
m ore  bullocks  be fore  the  we t s e a s on. I ' l l
ne e d  a ll the  m one y I c a n  ge t This  s on of
m ine  is  going to cbs t m e  a  pre tty pe nny, but
it 's  wo rth  it . P oor little  de v il! he  a in 't ha d
much cha nce ."

"Ge orge ," I s a id, "it's  s tra nge  tha t Fre ddie
ha s  re d ha ir. Not ma ny ha lf-ca s te s  ha ve  re d
ha ir in  th is  d is tric t. YO UR  h a ir is n ' t  re d . "

"S hut up, will you I" s a id Ge orge , gla ncing
ha s tily a round to s e e  if we  we re  a lone . "And
ke e p  your though ts  to  yours e lf. He 's  m y
s o n  n o w,  a n d  I'm  g o in g  to  lo o k a fte r h im .
I'm  ta king the  re s pons ibility, s e e ?  P oor little
de vil! It wa s  a  c los e  go."

And the  fina l e ntry in to -da y's  Log is  ta ke n
from  the  1s t cha pte r o f J ohn 's  G os pe l: "He
c a m e  un to  His  own ,  a nd  His  own  re c e ive d
Him  not. But a s  m a ny a s  re ce ive d Him , to
the m  ga ve  He  powe r to be com e  the  s ons  of
God, e ve n to the m tha t be lie ve  on His  na me ."

DARK CHILDREN. All the  da rk ch ildre n
a re  we ll, a nd the re  is  a  ma rke d improve me nt
in  the ir he a lth . J a ne t a nd Ma rj. comme nce d
school this  ye a r, which me a ns  tha t five  of our
c h ild re n  a re  n o w a tte n d in g  th e  C a s tle  Hill
school. The re  is  gre a t e xcite m e nt e a ch da y
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as they march up to meet the school 'bus with
the ir s chool ba gs ,, conta ining lunche s and
pla y lunche s , hugge d tight. During the
holida ys  a ll the  childre n ha d a n outing to
Cross lands , and enjoyed the  swimming and
picnic lunches. Mos t of them had othe r out-
ings ; u s ua lly two  o r th re e ch ild re n  a t a
time , which is  a s  ma ny a s  one  pe rs on ca n
safely manage.

STREET STALL. The  S ta ll s e t down for
17th J a nua ry ha d to be  ca nce lle d owing to
the  re pa irs  a t the  Council S ta ll. However,
through the  courte sy of the  Town Cle rk, we
were  given anothe r day, 29th Janua ry, and,
in s pite  of the  s hort notice  the  me mbe rs  of

taken. As  th is  is  e nough  to  fe e d  a ll the
children for over a  week, we are  deeply grate-
ful not to ha ve  mis se d out. Another Stree t
S ta ll will b e  h e ld  in  th e  g ro u n d s  o f th e
P a rra ma tta  Town Ha ll (DAY) on Monday,
25th Ma rch; we  look forwa rd to incre a s e d
support for this. By the way, please remember
th e  n e xt Ra lly a n d  S a le  o f Wo rk in  th e
S ydne y Town Ha ll on S a turda y, 1s t J une .
Ma ny frie nds  a re  a lre a dy pre pa ring gifts  for
the  S ta lls , but we  do wa nt e xtra  gifts  a nd
helpers  this  year.

THE "S KY P ILOT." We regre t having to
announce  a  se rious 'breakdown in the  hea lth
of Mr. La ngford-S ra ith, who ha s  be e n ove r-
working for a  considerable  time . He has  not
taken even a  week's  holiday for ove r twenty
years , and when our doctot fina lly persuaded
him to see  a  Specia lis t, he  was ordered three
months' complete change. Fina lly the  doctor
a gre e d to le t him off with two months ; not
a . day less! Humanly speaking, this  seemed
equa lly imposs ible , but when faced with the
a lte rna tive  of a  comple te  breakdown, we  re -
a lise d tha t some thing ha d to be  done . An
emergency meeting of the Council decided that
the  doctor's  orde rs  Mus t be  ca rried out; jus t
how this  can be  managed is  not ye t clea r.

Unfortuna te ly, it is  impos s ib le  fo r Mrs .
Langford -Smith to be  away a t the  same time.
The  Mis s ion work ha s  to be  ca rrie d on by
Mrs. Langford -Smith and Mrs. Warwick, with
the  he lp of Is a be lle . Chris tia n frie nds  a re
very willing to he lp, and one  friend has  kindly
offe red to take  part of his  long -se rvice  leave
a nd spe nd it he lping on the  fa rm during Mr.

Langford -Smith's absence. We  would va lue
your Prayers tha t God will ove rrule  .a ll
arrangements.

Besides  the  work involved in ca ring for our
la rge  fa mily of da rk childre n the  da y for"S hut-ins ," the  S tre e t S ta lls ,children,

Aux-
ilia ry mee tings , the  mounting office  work, the
farm, etc., there is also the problem of finance.
The parents of some of the dark children, who
ha d a rra nge d to contribute  pa rt of the  cos t
of ma inta ining the m, ha ve  not be e n a ble  to
do wha t the y promis e d, a nd s uch a rre a rs

The  children could not
be allowed to suffer, and so (as often happens
in Mis s ion work) the  Council ha s  not be e n
a ble  to pa y the  sa la rie s  of the  mis s iona rie s
regula rly. While  a ccounts  re ma in unpa id,
1VIission workers are always reluctant to draw
the ir sa la ries , and the  result is  tha t these -are
ma ny months  in a rre a rs . Please pra y tha t
God will provide  for a ll our ne e ds .

It is  29  ye a rs  s ince  the  "S ky P ilo t" firs t
went to Arnhem Land as  a  miss ionary to the
aborigines. There  have been great changes
in tha t time , and many of the  bushmen have
"sna ppe d the ir hobble s ," a s  Ge orge  puts  it.
However, George himself, now a very old man,

. k s till a live . J im, who recently had a  s light
s troke , is  a ls o living. ,For yea rs  the se  and
othe r Te rritoria ns  ha ve  be gge d the ir "S ky
Pilot" to revis it them, but he  has  been unable
to ge t a wa y. Those  who have  followed the
radio broadcasts through the years will realise
tha t the  "'Sky P ilot's " he a rt is  with his  bush-
ma n frie nds  a nd the  a borigine s  of Arnhe m
Land. If he  ha s  to take  seve ra l weeks ' holi-
da y he  would like  to re turn to Ce ntra l Aus -
tra lia  a nd Arnhe m La nd. This  would a lso
enable  him to ga the r more  ma te ria l for radio
broa dca s ts  a nd furthe r books  to a dd to the
three  he  has  a lready published. As he  did
in the early days, before he had his aeroplane,
he would travel by car. There are proper roads.
now in pla ce  of the  bush tra cks  he  tra ve lle d
a lo ile  in  the  pa s t. Expe nse s , a pa rt from
pe trol, would not be  high. If any friend could
le nd a  rifle  or s hotgun for the  trip it would
be a great boon.

W ill yo u  p ra y th a t,  if it  is  G o d 's  will,
the  "S ky P ilo t" will be  a b le  to  ma ke  th is
brie f trip to the  "Ne ve r Ne ve r"; tha t he  ma y
have  a  sa fe  re turn, and, with renewed hea lth
a nd s tre ngth, be  a ble  to ca rry on his  life 's
work a t-Mare lla  Miss ion Fa rm.
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