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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      How often does a chance event change the course of a person's life?

      Is it destiny or luck? Who knows? Rarely is it planned or foreseen.

      For good or bad, the results of that event are often profound, and when one looks back, one wonders what might have happened if a different decision had been made—where would we have been?

      Our course was set when I, as a regular reader of the British Sunday Express, saw a full-page advertisement inviting immigrants to Australia. The bait seemed attractive, and the trap was set.

      The bait, unbelievably, was a £10 fare by ship for the entire family. Was this to be the chance event—a step into an unknown but possibly exciting future—or should we perhaps stay where we were, in a lifestyle and environment we knew and were comfortable with, even if the future lacked promise?

      For the benefit of those who follow us, this account will, hopefully, provide some insight into my family's life. The decision we made and its effect on us will be firmly documented when we, as mortals, depart into history. It may provide future generations with an understanding of how we thought and lived in the mid-to-late 1900s.

      The catalyst to it all was the "£10 scheme," an unprecedented and successful colonization program by a far-sighted Australian Government.

      It is now relegated to history.
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            CHILDHOOD TO NATIONAL SERVICE

          

        

      

    

    
      MY FIRST  STEPS

      Let's start from the beginning :-

      I was born on December 4th, 1927, in my grandmother's house at 9 Golding St., Wisbech, Cambridgeshire, England.

      I was christened with the names Raymond Harold Arthur, with Mason as my surname. Harold was included at my father's insistence, as he carried the same name, and Arthur was chosen after persuasion from a very good friend of my grandmother's, Arthur Hawkins (pictured below). I always called him "Hawky." He was a man I held in high regard, and I believe he looked on me almost like a son, as he never had children of his own—more about him later.

      My father, Harold Thomas(pictured below), and my mother, Doris—always called Dorrie—had four children: three boys and one girl. I was the first, followed by my sister Heather Joy (pictured below), and my stepbrothers Lorrimer Adrian (Laurie) (pictured Below), whose father was regretfully unknown, and Anthony Mervyn (Tony). It was only much later that we discovered Tony's father was Stephen Clary, who ultimately became the cause of my parents' marriage breakup.

      
        
          [image: Harold Mason (My Father)]
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          [image: Lorrimer Adrian (My Stepbrother)]
        

      

      

      We were typical of what was then called working-class people. My father, nevertheless, tried to attain some station in life and held several jobs along the way, including baker’s assistant and salesman.

      We moved house several times—first to 3 Railway Rd. in Wisbech, then to a small house in Chapnell Rd., Walsoken, just outside Wisbech, and back again to 12 Railway Rd., all within a stone's throw of the old L.N.E.R. railway during the days of steam trains.

      Our holidays were infrequent but memorable. We spent them at Hunstanton, a small seaside village on the Wash in East Anglia, staying, I believe, in an old railway carriage.

      When I was about six years old, my father took over a general grocery store, which included a house, in Somerfield Close. He turned it into a very successful business and later added a post office.

      Unfortunately, he brought in a partner, Stephen Clary, and this partnership eventually led to the breakup of our family and the business.

      I was around seven years old when it happened. My mother sent my sister and me to the local cinema one afternoon. She gave me a note and told us to go to our grandmother's house, Maud Eliza (pictured below) after the film and hand her the note.

      
        
          [image: Maud Eliza Fisher (My Grandmother) (Me aged 1month)]
        

      

      
        
        Maud Eliza Fisher (My Grandmother) (Me aged 1month)

      

      

      

      We later discovered the note said that she had separated from my father, taken the two younger children, and gone to London with Stephen Clary.

      With nowhere else to go, my sister and I stayed with our grandmother, who took us in and cared for us.

      After a short time, my sister was asked to live in London with my mother. She did so and took the name Clary.

      My mother and Stephen were eventually married in London. They lived in Colliers Wood before moving later to Cranford.

      My father also moved to London around the same time, settling in Raynes Park, a place he knew well as he was born there. In fact, he was a true Cockney.

      Little was heard from him over the years—only the occasional letter. He would send a present for my birthday and Christmas, but otherwise, I was left to get on with my life with my grandmother. Of course, there were no telephones in those days for communication.

      When I was around eight years old, my mother came to persuade me to live in London with her and Stephen and to change my name by deed poll to Clary. I declined and decided to stay with my grandmother and keep the name Mason. On reflection, I am surprised that I made such a decision at that age, especially against my mother’s insistence that I would be better off with her. However, I have never regretted it and still wonder what course my life would have taken had I agreed to go.

      Later, my mother and family moved to Cheam in Surrey, where she lived for the rest of her life with Stephen. He passed away several years before her, and she lived alone with her son Tony until her death, around the age of 90, in that house. Joy and Laurie both later married and lived in London.

      My father met and eventually married Gladys Heydon, who was born in Banbury. They had no children. The couple lived in London throughout the war and were bombed out a couple of times, losing many of their belongings, as so many others did during that time.

      After the war, in 1945, they moved to Rugby, where my father worked as a manager of a hardware shop until he retired. He later moved back to Raynes Park in London and took on a part-time job as a laboratory assistant.

      He died in his 74th year and was survived by Gladys, who was reportedly heartbroken and passed away a few years later.

      I very rarely saw any of my family or had much communication with them. Considering that travel and communication were not what they are today, the 100 miles between us might as well have been another country.

      When the family split up, it was agreed that the general store would be sold to my Aunt Peggy and Uncle Rufus Welbourne (Sonny) at a reduced price, on the condition that they would keep an eye on my grandmother and me.

      I was, of course, cared for by my grandmother on my mother’s side, Maud Eliza Fisher. We lived in Golding Street, Wisbech, in an old council house built in 1919—more about that later.

      Despite the lack of income and the primitive facilities of a house of that age, my grandmother took over the responsibility of raising me, without, I might add, any help from my parents.

      My aunt and uncle provided some relief in the form of groceries, but most of my food and clothing came from my grandmother, who only had a small government pension. She looked after me very well. I do not know how she managed it, but the table was always full of wholesome, tempting food—though, of course, without any frills.

      On reflection, the diet, typical of those times, was very high in saturated fats. Suet puddings, both sweet and savory, dripping on toast, and cooking with lard were common. We frequently ate heart, tripe, and liver—all cheap at the time and helpful in balancing the budget. Undoubtedly, my appetite took precedence over my likes and dislikes in those days, as most of those foods I would not eat now.

      The diet obviously had a high cholesterol content, containing all the ingredients for heart problems. However, cholesterol counts were unheard of back then.

      I suppose I was a handful for a woman over 60 and likely exasperated her on many occasions. A lingering memory is the time I laboriously killed flies and lined them up around the dining table while she was out shopping. Needless to say, she did not take it well upon her return.

      She did, however, have a sense of humor and always did her very best for me. I owe her a great deal.

      Access to reading material was limited, and comics were my main source of entertainment. Among those I recall were Magnet, Chick's Own, Beano, Dandy, and Boy's Own. These were all very harmless and would likely seem quaint or naïve to children today.

      A source of annoyance for both of us was my frequent “bilious” attacks—episodes of vomiting and headaches that occurred regularly on weekends and usually lasted a day. I now attribute these to migraines, which were not understood at the time.

      The house we lived in was a typical 1800s terraced home in a group of five, with access to the rear via a shared passageway that connected all the houses. The back gardens were tiny, approximately 8 by 3 yards, and the soil was generally poor, often used as a dumping ground for ash from the coal fire. I only remember hollyhocks and parsley growing there—bizarre!

      In the garden, there was a large well that collected water from the house drainpipes. This was the only water supply until mains water was connected later. Retrieving water involved using a bucket with a long-handled hook—a dangerous chore, as the well was at least 10 feet deep and covered with iron. No Occupational Health and Safety regulations existed back then!

      The front of the house opened directly onto the street, as did all the houses in that area. Upstairs, there were two medium-sized bedrooms and an attic where I slept. From my attic window, I could see goods and passenger trains passing by about 300 feet away.

      Downstairs consisted of a front room (lounge) and a kitchen. The toilet was outside and, for a long time, was “flushed” with a bucket. The kitchen had a small sink with only a cold tap, a coal gas cooking range, and a brick copper for heating water, which was fueled by coal or coke.

      A zinc bath was kept outside and brought in for the weekly bath on Fridays. Afterward, it had to be taken back outside, either with the water still in it or by bailing the water out into the sink.

      Lights in all rooms were gas-powered (coal gas) and used gauze mantles that became incandescent when lit. These mantles frequently needed replacement. The outside toilet had no lighting. A shilling in the gas meter ensured supply, but eventually, the gas lights were replaced by electricity. Telephones were not yet a feature of everyday life.

      

      Wisbech, Cambridgeshire 1929. Showing the St. Peters School in left centre (mentioned later)

      
        
          [image: Wisbech, Cambridgeshire 1929. Showing the St. Peters School in left centre (mentioned later)]
        

      

      The town where we lived, Wisbech, Cambridgeshire (picture above), had a population of around 10,000 to 15,000 at that time. It was a market town that served a large agricultural and horticultural community. While not particularly prosperous, the inhabitants generally managed to live reasonably well.

      Everyone had to work hard, and it was particularly challenging for the women, who had no modern housekeeping aids to ease the drudgery of daily life. Managing a household was a full-time job. Clothes were pressed using irons heated on the coal stove, and washing was done in a coal-heated copper. The old washboard and mangle were in constant use.

      My grandmother (picture below)had to cope with these tasks for years on her own, as her husband had died just a few years after they married. Her evenings were often spent darning and knitting to provide for us.

      
        
          [image: Maud Eliza (my nana, grandmother)]
        

      

      Maud Eliza (my nana, grandmother)

      The area for miles around was completely flat, below sea level, and colloquially called the Fenlands for obvious reasons. The River Nene ran through the town and out to the East Coast sea (The Wash). As a tidal river, it caused frequent flooding over the years. However, these floods also deposited silt that contributed significantly to the fertility of the area.

      A man-made canal connected to the Nene ran through the town's shopping center. In winter, it provided entertainment in the form of ice-skating. Unfortunately, over time, it deteriorated into an eyesore and rubbish dump. Long after I left, the canal was filled in and replaced with a main road.

      Horticulture, agriculture, and related industries were the primary sources of employment in Wisbech. Crops such as strawberries, pip fruit, sugar beet, corn, peas, and potatoes were grown successfully, offering seasonal and part-time work opportunities for locals, gypsies, and even Londoners who used their holidays to earn extra income.

      The town also housed a large canning factory, Smedley's, built in the early 1900s to process local crops. Though it has changed ownership over the years, it remains known as Smedley's to this day.

      This was the town where I grew up. Like most children, I faced the usual illnesses of the time: measles, German measles, chickenpox, and scarlet fever. During my bout with scarlet fever, I spent time in the Isolation Ward of North Cambs Hospital. No visitors were allowed except to view patients through a window.

      Although I was too young to be overly concerned about the lack of company, I still remember overhearing my grandmother telling a friend, "I don't think he will make old bones." While it was a disconcerting statement (and not meant for my ears), it reflected the seriousness of the illness at the time. Thankfully, I recovered and returned home.

      The town, being small in area, required only a bicycle to get around. Horses and carts were commonly used for deliveries, and cars were still in their infancy, often causing people to "stop and stare."

      Bread was delivered from a large cane basket, and customers would pick the loaf they liked the look of. Milk arrived in a churn on a horse-drawn float, and a "dipper" was used to fill your jug. Groceries were purchased from a small corner shop nearby.

      There were two rail systems in the town: L.M.S. and L.N.E.R., each with its own station for both passengers and goods. Additionally, an old steam tram ran on tracks through the town to the outlying village of Elm. It was a popular mode of transport, not only for passengers but also for commercial deliveries of milk, coal, and bread.

      My first journey outside the home was to school, St. Peter’s, which was situated near the old disused canal. The canal would fill with water from the River Nene at high tide, temporarily concealing the rubbish it contained.

      The memory of that small school is faint now, but I recall it was an extremely small stone structure built in the 1800s. Like many other primary schools of its time, it was run by the Church and, due to its age, had very primitive facilities.

      This was where I began my early education. In the first few months, I frequently made unauthorized trips home, prompting my grandmother to take me back each time.

      The first major injury I recall happened outside that school. In a burst of boyhood exuberance, I ran into the road and had my right foot run over by a horse and cart loaded with coal. Although initially thought to be serious, it turned out to be nothing more than a passing annoyance.

      I remained at that primary school until I was 11 years old, leaving with only a rudimentary education.

      In an earlier passage, I mentioned an "Uncle" whom I had nicknamed "Hawky." He lived just one street away from my grandmother and was a frequent visitor to our house. Hawky was a railway foreman and maintained a quarter-acre allotment provided by the Council near the railway, where he grew all his own vegetables.

      He spent countless hours on his allotment, often taking me along to "help." I learned a great deal from him and thoroughly enjoyed the experience. Little did I know then that this was the beginning of a lifelong passion for horticulture.

      Hawky was a fatherly figure to me and regularly supplied vegetables to my grandmother and me, which helped stretch the household budget considerably.

      He was also an expert at making kites. In his small potting shed, he crafted kites from newspaper or brown paper, which I would fly while he worked on the allotment. One particular kite he made for me was a masterpiece (in my eyes). He showed it to me one morning at the allotment, but because we were busy, I didn’t get a chance to fly it.

      On my next visit, I was heartbroken to discover that rats had chewed it to shreds. They had likely been after the flour-and-water paste he used to glue it together. Hawky was even more upset than I was.

      Even during those early school years, I saw or heard little from my father or mother. Neither showed any interest in how my education was progressing.

      At the age of 11, I moved to a newly built secondary school. This was a whole new world with better facilities and was called The Queen's School.

      The school was coeducational but completely divided between the sexes by a wooden fence, with no contact allowed during school hours. The fence, with its regularly punched-out knot holes, became a means of "eye-to-eye" contact for us boys. However, punishment was guaranteed for anyone caught by the masters peeping through.

      The school was about 1 ½ miles from my home. There were no buses, so we would walk home during the lunch break, which lasted about an hour and a half, and then back again for the start of class. This was in addition to walking to and from school in the mornings and afternoons.

      At the same age, another significant event occurred that, without my realizing it at the time, would profoundly affect my future: World War II was declared. The date was September 3, 1939. I still vividly remember listening to Winston Churchill's radio broadcast officially announcing war on Germany and Italy. At the time, I didn’t comprehend how it would change the world and life forever.

      For the first year, little seemed to happen to us, and the period became known as the "Phoney War." We had no idea what lay ahead.

      As time went on, we pupils began to notice the effects of the war. There was a shortage of teachers, as many were called up for military service. As a result, we had several very young women teachers who struggled to maintain discipline in classes of 40 teenagers.

      I managed to stay afloat academically, never ranking below 10th in the class and even reaching the lofty position of 1st once.

      Discipline was enforced strictly at school. The headmaster wielded the cane with what could only be described as "gay abandon," and I was on the receiving end more than once. However, I never thought it cruel. The punishments were not sadistic and were only ever meted out by the headmaster. The fear of the cane was enough to keep most of us in line.

      One teacher had an extraordinary skill for throwing pieces of blackboard chalk with pinpoint accuracy, often hitting her target from 30 feet away. This kept our attention firmly focused. However, the quality of our education inevitably suffered due to the inexperience of many of the substitute teachers.

      At this stage, the war still felt distant. Our area was isolated and held no strategic importance, making it unlikely to be bombed. However, the realities of war were brought home to us one Monday morning during assembly. The headmaster announced that over the weekend, two boys from our class had been killed after straying into a prohibited area out of town and handling a live, unexploded bomb.

      The news was unbelievable and shocking. It was hard to grasp that we would never see them again. In those days, there was no such thing as counseling. We didn’t attend their funerals, and the incident wasn’t mentioned again after the initial announcement. In hindsight, it’s strange how little it seemed to affect us after the initial shock. We simply accepted their deaths as a tragic but unchangeable reality and moved on.

      When the war began, we were all issued gas masks, which we carried in little cardboard boxes slung around our necks. Fortunately, we never had to use them. There were a few "dummy" runs, but none of us took them seriously.

      During my final years at school, I formed a close friendship with three other boys: Arthur Rippon, Charles Gapp, and Wilf Mitchell. We remained firm friends until we joined the forces, and that bond continued after our return. In the case of Charles, our friendship endures to this day.

      Without transport or money to venture far, we often enjoyed each other’s company simply by walking up and down the street, watching the world go by.

      

      We joined the local Working Men’s Club, where we played snooker, occasionally went to the cinema, and attended evening classes in shorthand, typing, and ballroom dancing. Nights were mostly spent at home, but about once a week, we treated ourselves to a plate of fish and chips from the local shop, which cost around five shillings.

      The only drink we had, or were allowed, was Vimto, which resembled Coca-Cola. One night, mistaking it for vinegar, I poured it over my plate of fish and chips. The result caused consternation for me and great amusement for my friends.

      We rarely caused any real trouble, though we did engage in the occasional boyish mischief. This included knocking over metal dustbins along the street or playing “knock and run” by knocking on doors and dashing away. If caught, swift retribution often came in the form of a caning from the headmaster, which temporarily dampened our enthusiasm.

      The police, both feared and respected, played their part in keeping us in check. If caught, we could expect a sharp rap on the backside with a truncheon—something we later understood was for our own good. Times have certainly changed since then.

      Shortly before leaving school, my aunt and uncle invited me over and presented me with a brand-new bicycle. I was overjoyed, even though I couldn’t yet ride. With determination, I soon mastered it. Looking back, I cynically wonder if the gift stemmed partly from guilt or a sense of duty, recalling my father’s words to them: “Keep an eye on him.”

      At 14, I left school. There were no facilities for further education, and although my schooling was incomplete, I was eager to join the workforce and start earning money. Job hunting was entirely up to us; there were no employment agencies to assist.

      I was interviewed and landed a job as a junior clerk at Ellis and Everards, a firm that sold coal, grain, hay, straw, and seeds. My duties included serving farmers at the counter and helping to balance the weekly stock sheets.

      When the senior clerk was called up for military service, I was promoted to his position. From what I remember, I earned about two pounds a week.

      The under-manager, Albert Racey, was developing a small nursery in his spare time in Walsoken, a nearby village. He asked if I would like to work overtime for him. My lifelong affinity for horticulture made me eager to accept.

      I spent many evenings and weekends learning to grow flower crops for market, including bulbs, peonies, chrysanthemums, and even mushrooms. It was excellent experience, though cycling the six miles to and from the nursery, and home again for lunch, was quite the effort.

      At 15, my friends and I joined the local Army Cadets, wanting a taste of what lay ahead, knowing we’d eventually be called up. We were undoubtedly drawn by the appeal of uniforms and street parades, which gave our egos a little boost.

      We enjoyed our time in the cadets and, by some coincidence, all became sergeants. Part of our duties included fire-watch patrols and night shifts at a local command post to monitor emergencies caused by bombing raids. Occasionally, these shifts lasted all night.

      The war came close to us only a few times. Random bombs were dropped on their way back from larger cities, and a Doodlebug (V1 rocket) damaged several homes without causing casualties. Wisbech, however, was not considered a priority target.

      We had anticipated encountering the V2 rockets—faster-than-sound missiles that caused significant destruction elsewhere—but they never reached Wisbech.

      By the time I was 18, hostilities in Europe had ended. Germany had surrendered, and Japan was still holding out. National Service was ongoing, and my call-up papers arrived promptly on my birthday. My friends, being a few months older, had already received theirs.

      After a medical and completing forms to indicate our branch preferences, I naturally chose the Army, given my time in the Army Cadets. However, in their wisdom, the authorities decided I should join the RAF instead. My friends, on the other hand, got their wishes.

      The war in Europe ended on June 6, 1945. I enlisted on February 12, 1945, and the war with Japan concluded on August 15, 1945—all very convenient timing.

      We were fortunate that hostilities had ended, as this meant our service would likely last only two years. My friends and I joined around the same time, but we didn’t see each other again until we were demobbed in 1948.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            NATIONAL SERVICE TO DEMOBILISATION

          

        

      

    

    
      I received train tickets and was directed to report for my National Service at Padgate, an RAF induction center near Liverpool, for eight weeks of preliminary training. There, I was fitted out with a uniform and rifle and issued a service number, 2295294, which I remember to this day.

      Most of that period was dedicated to "square bashing"—two or three weeks of square drills, as they were called—supervised by young instructors well-versed in bullying new recruits. Their methods, while harsh, were likely justified, as they had to whip us into shape and transform us into a disciplined unit within eight weeks. Their verbal assaults varied depending on the degree of our incompetence, which, at first, was considerable.

      In the following weeks, we drilled with rifles, learned how to use them, and performed guard duties as well as various kitchen tasks like "potato peeling." We were assessed for the type of roles we might be suited for. I was channeled into training as an R.T.O. (Radio Telephone Operator) and given a short course in radio-to-ground communication, radio principles, and maintenance. Radio technology at that time was primitive compared to today, relying on "valve" systems.

      Once our indoctrination was complete, we were transferred to Wilmslow in Warrington, where I assumed the rank of A.C.2 (Aircraftman 2nd Class)—a rank I never relinquished.

      We filled out forms to state our preference for postings. A line offering an overseas assignment intrigued me, so I checked it, assuming I’d never hear about it again. After all, I understood how military bureaucracy worked.

      I had several intermediate postings. The first was to Stoke during a bitter winter, to what was called an Aircraft Maintenance Unit. From there, I was sent to Cranwell Airfield in Norfolk and then to Stafford. None of these postings seemed to have a purpose, and it felt like we were simply marking time now that the war had ended. I had all but forgotten about the overseas posting.

      We were granted weekend leave with 48-hour passes, but going home was rarely worth it.

      (a) The travel time was too long for the time allowed.

      (b) I had no friends left in Wisbech.

      (c) The friends I had made in the service, like me, preferred exploring the local area and enjoying the N.A.A.F.I. (Navy, Army, and Air Force Institute)—a club where we could relax and unwind.

      I hitchhiked home once or twice, but the time and effort it took left little room to do anything constructive. Guard duties, kitchen tasks, and other odd jobs became the norm, rendering my radio communication training seemingly irrelevant.

      Then, one morning, out of the blue, I received news of an overseas posting. The destination: Singapore. Having never been on a plane or ship, I realized this was the start of a new adventure. I felt a mix of excitement and trepidation.

      Looking back, my overseas trip was a pivotal moment in my life. Although I didn’t realize it at the time, it profoundly influenced my future. While the tropical climate was often oppressive, causing me to slim down to around nine stone, the experience was a marvelous education in life on the other side of the world.

      First things first—we were issued tropical uniforms: khaki shorts and lightweight short-sleeved shirts. We assembled and were transported to London Docks for embarkation on the troop ship S.S. Dilwara (picture below). We slipped out of the docks unnoticed, as no relatives were allowed on board.

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        S.S DILWARA (berthed off Singapore)

      

      

      Few of us had spent much time in the forces or at sea. The ship, an old vessel that had served through the war, offered cramped and primitive accommodations.

      Our first encounter with our "bedroom" revealed rows of hammocks slung below decks. These hammocks were to serve as our beds, chairs, and even tables for the duration of the journey. Getting into them without falling out was an art form. After much practice and hilarity, we mastered it, and the hammocks proved surprisingly comfortable. Their gentle swaying with the ship’s motion meant I was never troubled by seasickness.

      After leaving London Docks, we bid farewell to the legendary White Cliffs of Dover, wondering if and when we would return. The journey from then on alternated between routine shipboard training and mundane deck duties, punctuated by bursts of excitement whenever we sighted land or distant lights.

      Everything was new to us. Passing through the Bay of Biscay, along the Spanish coast, through the Straits of Gibraltar, and into the Mediterranean felt like being part of a real-life travel movie. The rising temperatures hinted at the tropics ahead, and we switched to our khaki drill uniforms—shorts and shirts that became our staple attire until our return.

      Our first stop was Port Suez. From there, we continued to Port Sudan, Aden, and Colombo (Ceylon). Each port added a new chapter to our education.

      Port Suez was our first landfall in about two weeks, and our worldly knowledge was about to expand further. We were fascinated (an understatement) and appalled by the extreme poverty and resourcefulness of the locals. As soon as we anchored, hordes of them approached in rickety "bum-boats," eager to sell their wares or barter for goods.

      The standard practice was to haggle by shouting from their boats, as they weren’t allowed on board. Once a price was agreed upon, a rope was thrown down. The goods were hauled up, and the money sent down. Chaos often ensued. Goods were sometimes inspected and never returned, nor was the money. While we didn’t approve of such actions, the locals themselves were not always honest. What was sent up often didn’t match what had been displayed.

      The sellers soon realized we weren’t wealthy tourists but servicemen with little cash. Eventually, they returned to shore, and most of us decided it was better to wait until our return to purchase anything we needed, rather than carrying it with us.

      Port Sudan was quieter, but Colombo was another hectic maelstrom of assorted small craft with two or three occupants, all shouting over each other to make a deal. We were getting a real education in how the other half of the world "lived."

      It took us about three to four weeks at sea before we reached our final destination. The Singapore we had only read about in history books came into view. We anchored offshore, apparently unable to dock, and had to be taken to shore with all our kit by small boats. It was the first time we had left the ship since embarking at London Docks, and it took some time before we regained our land legs.

      Our first introduction to the "British Protectorate," as it was then called, came with a temperature of 90°F and 98% humidity—typical of that tropical peninsula. We soon discovered that when it rained, it came down in proverbial buckets, typical monsoon weather. The downpour flooded everywhere but was gone in about an hour. We quickly understood why such large drains were everywhere.

      Our base during my time there was Changi, not far from the RAF airfield and near the infamous wartime prison. Our living quarters were in a two-story concrete structure—functional but far from comfortable. There were few windows or doors, and our beds were lined up with lockers for personal effects.

      The locals, mainly Singaporeans and Chinese, were not entirely reliable, and theft was a constant issue. Everything had to be locked up. I believe they tolerated our presence only for the revenue they received from the British government. At heart, they were eager to see us leave, which eventually happened. The Japanese occupation during the war and the post-war vacuum had given them an opportunity to push for independence from British colonial rule, which occurred after we left. We never felt particularly welcome.

      We settled into a new way of life, adjusting to a completely different diet, and the high temperatures and humidity made acclimating difficult—especially coming from the colder English climate. We had to take salt tablets daily to counteract the sweating, which was a constant problem.

      Local Chinese women, usually vetted by the authorities, were hired for odd jobs such as sewing and repairing clothes as needed. These women, known as "sew-sews," often seemed to live in a corner of the building. I never knew whether they had homes or families of their own or how they lived.

      Our laundry was handled by locals known as "Dhoby Wallahs." They collected our clothes weekly and washed them by beating them against rocks beside a stream or other water source. This method was not ideal for durability or cleanliness, but the clothes were ironed and returned, albeit sometimes a bit threadbare. They, too, were paid by the British government.

      General cleaning of our area was done by locals called "Char Wallahs." One of their tasks was to provide "air conditioning." A long strip of canvas material stretched along the top of our ceiling and was pulled up and down by "Punka Wallahs" for most of the day. These were menial jobs, and while they did not exert themselves much, I never found out how much they were paid—or even if they were.

      Showers were cold or tepid, which contributed to "foot rot" (tinea), a common affliction. I, along with many others, suffered from it in a couple of toes and was never free of it until I returned to a colder climate. Nothing seemed to cure it.

      Mosquitoes were everywhere, bringing the constant threat of malaria. To combat this, we took regular doses of quinine, later replaced by Paludrine. The latter turned our skin a yellowish hue. Every night, we had to sleep under mosquito nets, and if any part of our body touched the net, we would wake up to a dozen or more bites. Thankfully, I never caught malaria, though many others did.

      Initially, we were startled by the abundance of lizards or geckos on the walls and ceilings of our rooms. We soon tolerated them, as they were nature's scavengers, devouring flies and mosquitoes. They caused us no harm.

      Work primarily consisted of regular guard duties, but at least I was able to put some of my training to use. The airfield was small and used by Vampires, one of the RAF's first jets. I was assigned to the control tower, logging incoming and outgoing calls from aircraft. With no radar, this now seems primitive and largely unnecessary in hindsight, but it kept us occupied.

      In our spare time, we explored local shops, mostly run by the Chinese. I made my first significant purchase—a Roamer watch for about $30 Malaysian dollars (4½ dollars to the pound at the time). That watch lasted me 40 years and was a real bargain. We also learned the art of bartering, never paying the asking price.

      We walked on the beach, visited the camp cinema, and frequented the N.A.A.F.I., where entertainment, food, and camaraderie helped maintain our spirits. Without transport, we walked everywhere.

      Swimming became essential for tolerating the heat and relaxing. I learned to swim there—starting in a pool and then moving to the sea, protected by shark nets. We spent countless hours in the water and were all proud of our tans.

      The W.A.A.F.s were there in small numbers—the only women we interacted with—but unfortunately, the officers had first "dibs" on them. The W.R.E.N.s were also out of our league.

      Rumors circulated about unrest in Malaysia that might affect Singapore. This unrest, fomented by Chinese and Malayan communists, sought to drive the British out of Singapore. The authorities took this seriously and informed us we would need to undergo training to prepare for potential trouble.

      We were introduced to combat training, which included weeks of exercises in the jungle. We fired rifles for the first time and used Sten guns (automatic pistols). The exercises involved crawling through sand and undergrowth, sweating and swearing while worrying about snakes, which we often encountered. We were later told that the snakes we saw were highly venomous.

      It was an arduous time, and I was relieved when this part of our training was over. We were never involved in any fighting, though just after we left Singapore, the conflict began in earnest. There were years of trouble caused by the Communists. Jungle fighting became common, and my brother Laurie, who joined the army, was involved in that conflict shortly after I left.

      I served in the Allied Command Far East from September 10, 1947, to February 21, 1948. Although it wasn’t a long time, a lot happened during that period. There was no chance of getting fat—food was adequate, but local fruit and drinks were our mainstays. We had little appetite due to the conditions, and the constant sweating kept us lean. I believe I ended up weighing 9 stone 7 pounds, and needless to say, I was as brown as a berry.

      I spent my 21st birthday there, and Christmas came and went without much to remember. The only letters I received from home were from my aunt and grandmother. I had no particular urge to return home, and in any case, the future seemed uncertain if and when I did.

      As my period of service drew to a close, we received news that we were to go home. Once again, we had a date with the Dilwara. While I was glad to be going back, I also felt a pinch of regret. We had many good times and enjoyed the experience. For my part, I was sorry to see it end.

      Many were offered the chance to emigrate to Australia, and I believe the seed for my future move was planted then, though I wasn’t aware of it at the time.

      We embarked for England on February 21, 1948, stopping once again at Colombo and Port Suez. This time, we were more worldly-wise and brought back some mementos: tiger bookends and wooden elephants from Colombo, and a crocodile-skin handbag from Singapore. I packed them in a metal trunk along with a coconut—an unfortunate addition. Seawater got into the hold, and the coconut started to rot, ruining much of the trunk’s contents.

      For most of us, this return trip meant being demobbed and returning to "civvy" life. The voyage itself was uneventful; we had seen it all before. As the White Cliffs appeared on the horizon, we sailed into London Docks, disembarked, said our goodbyes to the many friends we had made in Singapore, and were taken to the demob center.

      

      The Singapore episode was a chapter of my life I will never forget. It was a great learning experience.
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      I was discharged on May 23, 1948. While I don’t remember much about the demob center, I do recall being issued "civvy clothes," which included a navy blue single-breasted suit, an overcoat, underwear, socks, and shoes. The quality was reasonable, but there wasn’t much choice—it was all mass-produced, and we had to take it or leave it. We were allowed to keep our original uniform and greatcoat, which later came in very handy for work.

      Once civilians again, we were given train passes to return home. I went back to my grandmother's house to live. It took some time to adjust back to civilian life.

      Before I enlisted, Albert Racey, the former under-manager of Ellis and Everard, had offered me work with him and his brother Ron in their nursery business in Walsoken, just three or four miles from Wisbech. I had spent some time there before joining up. Both Albert and Ron had other jobs, so I would be working alone most of the time. I accepted the offer, as I didn’t want to return to office work.

      The work was interesting. We grew and packed tulips, daffodils, and chrysanthemums out of season in glasshouses for the London markets. We also cultivated mushrooms under controlled conditions and grew other flower crops. Additionally, we kept two or three pigs, which were fed on thousands of spent tulip and daffodil bulbs considered useless after forcing. The pigs, ever the great recyclers, seemed to enjoy them—it was quite bizarre.

      I worked there from 1947 to 1956. While the job was steady and offered plenty of overtime, there were no opportunities for advancement. Like many partnerships, friction arose between the brothers. Eventually, Ron became the sole owner, but the business couldn’t support more than one full-time worker.

      My bicycle was my only means of transport, and it served me well. I cycled home every day for lunch, a 10-minute ride each way, with 40 minutes for the meal. It was quite a journey, especially considering I also made the trip back at night for overtime. In England, it was traditional to have the main meal at midday, not in the evening—hardly ideal for digestion.

      In my leisure time, I reconnected with my three closest friends, though we all had our own interests and jobs. I also took up roller-skating, buying my own skates and spending a lot of time at rinks around Wisbech. It was both relaxing and energetic, and I grew quite proficient. I truly loved it, finding it a wonderful means of self-expression.

      My grandmother, then nearing 70, still managed to look after me. I contributed to her housekeeping and bought a brand-new radio, which was state-of-the-art for the time, featuring "valves." This brought me much pleasure in the evenings. There were no records, tapes, or TV back then, and I vividly remember listening to Radio Luxembourg, the most popular commercial station for our age group, broadcasting hit music 24/7. Sadly, the station no longer exists.

      Our landlord was eager to sell the house we lived in, and I saw it as a great investment opportunity. I had saved enough for a deposit and paid the rest through rent over the years. The house cost around £600.

      Tragedy struck, however, when my grandmother was diagnosed with terminal cancer. At the time, I knew little about the disease or its inevitable consequences. She passed away about 18 months later, in May 1953, in the house we shared. She was a remarkable woman, and I owed her much for shaping my character and looking after me with such limited resources.

      Around the same time, my life changed for the better—I met my future wife, Joan Richmond, on a blind date at the skating rink I frequented. It turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to me. I had been engaged before, to a girl named Lillian Parry, but it hadn’t worked out.

      Joan met my grandmother shortly before she passed away, and I know my grandmother approved of her. She was happy that someone would be there to take care of me. I didn’t attend my grandmother’s funeral, choosing instead to remember her as she was. This decision upset my aunt.

      Joan was just 16 when we met and lived in Wisbech St. Mary, seven miles from Wisbech. She was one of six children in a working-class farming family. From the beginning, they welcomed me and treated me like one of their own.

      Life took another turn when I had to move in with my aunt and uncle at Somerfield Close. Back then, it wasn’t common to live independently. Unfortunately, my relationship with them wasn’t a happy one. They had no children and were busy with their shop. My uncle, Sonny, was particularly difficult—he could be downright obnoxious and, at times, almost malicious.

      I did all my courting on my bicycle, riding to Wisbech St. Mary and back at 11 o’clock at night, much to my uncle’s annoyance. He once remarked, “If it’s after 10 o’clock, you’re up to no good,” which didn’t exactly endear him to me.

      Joan and I got engaged when she was 17 and married on June 7, 1954. Her parents, my father and his wife (not my mother), and my brother Laurie attended, but none of them contributed to the wedding. We moved into my grandmother’s old house, which was now ours, though we had few possessions. Joan’s parents couldn’t help much, but we were very happy.

      My aunt took control of the wedding arrangements, much to our annoyance, and seemed determined to control our lives. She never forgave us for eventually moving to a different area, but we needed to be independent and make our own way.

      We bought a tandem bicycle, as cars were out of the question, and I couldn’t drive at the time. We joined two other couples and had great adventures traveling around the country. Our longest trip was a 90-mile round trip to Cambridge in one day. We kept the tandem for many years and left it behind when we eventually left England—it may still be hanging in someone’s shed!

      In 1956, I saw an ad in a trade paper for a gardener position on an estate in Derby. I applied, went for the interview, and got the job. The interview trip itself was memorable. Ron Racey, one of my bosses, offered to take us and hired a car. The car was in poor condition, and we encountered a blizzard with frozen roads. A minor collision left the car door tied shut with string, but somehow, we made it there and back in one piece.

      We sold our house to my Aunt Edna, loaded our belongings into a furniture van, and said goodbye to family and friends. We rode in the van with our furniture.

      Our new flat was part of an old manor house built a couple of centuries earlier. It had three floors: the kitchen and lounge on the ground floor, two bedrooms on the second floor, and a bedroom, bathroom, and toilet on the top floor. The rooms were massive but freezing cold. The kitchen, converted from an old lift shaft, had an open fire, but most of the heat escaped up the chimney. There was also an outdoor toilet, which rarely worked.

      The estate was a self-contained village with a church, farms, a school, and a newer manor house where the owners, Mr. and Mrs. Coke-Steele, lived. They were "landed gentry" and reportedly cousins of the Queen. The estate was named Trusley and was about five or six miles from Derby.

      My boss, Bill Cook from Cornwall, managed the walled gardens and glasshouses. We grew fruit and vegetables for the manor house, and any surplus, such as tomatoes, bedding plants, and chrysanthemums, was sold at Derby Market. Shrubs and trees on the estate also required maintenance. There was a walled garden with espaliered fruit trees, including a carefully tended peach tree whose fruit was meticulously counted.

      The wage was not high, but the house—a tied cottage—was rent-free. Joan was also able to take a part-time job "pricking out" seedlings, which helped with the budget.

      Despite the harsh winters of the North Midlands, characterized by months of frost and snow, we enjoyed the experience, even if it was somewhat humdrum. The first of our two children were born there: Susan in 1957 and David in 1960. One can only marvel at the fortitude of a pregnant woman climbing two flights of stairs to the toilet. We can laugh about it now, but it was no joke at the time.

      We were never well-off but managed to keep our heads above water. We often reminisce about the times we would buy half of a small pork pie as a special treat. Eventually, we decided to invest in our first car. Of course, we had to learn to drive first. After we both learned, we purchased a 1936 Austin 7. Later, we upgraded to a Morris Oxford and, finally, a symbol of extravagance—a new Austin A35 van, which we kept until we moved overseas.

      Class distinctions were still very much alive in Britain, and this was evident in our interactions with the Coke-Steeles. We were expected to address them as "Sir" or "Ma’am," and there were clear boundaries of social behavior we were not to overstep. Needless to say, I didn’t take kindly to it, but I had to accept it or move on.

      At least we were mobile, which allowed us to explore the picturesque countryside. We also made trips to Wisbech to visit Joan’s parents. We supported Derby FC and regularly attended matches with our friends, Gordon and Alma Hall, a farming family who lived on the same estate. We became close friends and often visited them with the children. In winter, we’d take the children to their house on a sledge, bundled in their pajamas and dressing gowns.

      Towards the end of our time in Derby, we bought our first television—a black-and-white set, as color wasn’t yet available. We still had our first pet, a springer spaniel named Scamp, who had traveled with us from Wisbech. Scamp was with us for many years, but as he aged, he developed severe eczema and showed signs of jealousy towards the children. Sadly, we eventually had to have him put down.

      The estate also had a plague of grey squirrels, which, unlike their brown counterparts, caused significant damage to young trees and shrubs—much like the opossum does here in Australia. With the squire’s approval and provided ammunition, I used a double-barreled shotgun to reduce their numbers and managed to eliminate many.

      Our seven years at Trusley marked yet another chapter in our lives. Perhaps we would have stayed longer if not for the next opportunity that came our way.

      I was a regular reader of the Sunday Express when a full-page advertisement caught our attention. It immediately triggered memories of the chance I’d had in Singapore but hadn’t taken. The ad invited applications for immigration to Australia. The cost? Unbelievably, just £10 per adult, with children traveling free. It was an opportunity for a fresh start. Australia needed immigrants, and this was a way to attract those who couldn’t afford to emigrate on their own.

      We talked it over carefully, weighing the pros and cons, and decided to take the first step: filling out the application form and sending it off. At the time, we weren’t sure we’d hear anything more. Weeks passed with no reply, and we began to think nothing would come of it. Then, out of the blue, a letter arrived stating that our application was under consideration.

      After several more weeks, we finally received a letter inviting us to an interview at Australia House in London. Much to our surprise and excitement, we were accepted.

      The following weeks were a whirlwind. We underwent medicals, x-rays, and vaccinations. Once we received final approval, we were given a departure date.

      We were initially booked to sail on the maiden voyage of the Fair Sea. However, as the ship was not ready in time, we were reassigned to another vessel, the Fair Sky. Both ships were part of the Sitmar Line, an Italian-owned fleet chartered by the Australians.
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      The realization that we were now committed meant planning had to begin in earnest. Anything we couldn't take in our bags or crates had to be sold, though we needed to time it so that items like the car, furniture, white ware, and TV could be sold just before we sailed.

      This process, while time-consuming, only added to our excitement. We informed our employers, who, I believe, were sorry to see us go. Our families and friends wished us well, though more than one person predicted we would return. We were equally determined to make it a success, taking all our money—little as it was—with us and metaphorically closing every door behind us.

      We arranged a train journey from Derby to my brother’s home in Surrey, as he had kindly agreed to take us to the port. However, we were in the midst of one of the coldest winters on record. Everything was frozen, and transport and roads were in chaos. I vividly recall having to thaw our water and toilet pipes regularly with a blowtorch.

      The day of our departure to Southampton finally arrived. We rose at 6:30 a.m. to a terrible day—thick, almost impenetrable, pea-soup fog. Unless you’ve experienced it, it’s hard to describe the disorientation it causes for anyone trying to travel.

      We wondered if we would make it to the dock on time. With heads out of the car windows to get our bearings, we endured a nightmare trip of around 100 miles. Somehow, we made it, with two children—aged six and three—and all our worldly belongings.

      We said goodbye to my brother. None of my family or Joan’s family were there to see us off. As we boarded, we couldn’t help but wonder where we would end up and whether we were making the right decision.

      But it was too late for second thoughts now. We were on our way!
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      As an appendix to this chapter is the following verbatim account of our journey to Australia which I have reproduced from the diary I wrote each day.
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      SAILING SOUTHAMPTON ON 12TH DECEMBER 1963 ON FAIR SKY
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      1st Day:  Thursday 12th

      After shore formalities, we embarked at 1230 and after much struggling, found our cabin C Deck 469, a veritable maze of cabins, very easy to lose one's way, even the crew seem unsure, but probably because they are all Italians, and do not quite understand us.

      After going on deck to say cheerio to my brother we went below and had some refreshment. Around 330 we set sail towed out of the harbour by a tug and after being turned seaward went off under our own steam.

      A rather sad goodbye to England's shores, more so when one realises that there will be no return for us, as it gets dusk we see our last sight of our homeland coast and settle down to our journey.

      After going down below for dinner we find we are not feeling so good, seems sea-sickness is coming on, so we have to turn away good food, and retire early

      2nd.Day: Friday 13th

      Morning comes and we feel even worse than yesterday, the sea is doing its bit, children seem ok, nothing to eat until 630 dinner, after that we seem to pick up, to make matters worse life-boat drill is held we crawl to our station me not minding if the ship sinks or not.

      In the dreaded BAY OF BISCAY today, still it could be worse, or could it?Find out that drinks and cigarettes are very cheap, still as I don't smoke and cannot drink, it won't do me much good.In the evening we poke our noses on the deck for the first time since sailing and it seems to clear our heads a little, no sight of land of course since sailing until noon today 311 miles covered, 17.9 knots per hour, average temp: 45-47 bed 10 o'clock Hope for better things tomorrow.

      3rd. Day:   Saturday 14th

      Awoke quite fit and well, had a good breakfast and tried to get on deck, but quite a fresh breeze whipping up the sea spray over the whole deck also slight drizzle, ship behaving like scenic railway, however it calmed towards lunchtime and we were able to walk the decks like real sea-dogs, there are 4 decks, top one affords a very good all round view for miles.

      Dinner- time Joan misses not feeling quite so good, interesting to see the waiter coping with a bucking ship, however no-one gets soup thrown over them.

      The food is exceptionally good, and plenty of it, 4 meals a day.

      Several ships passed within about 2 miles of us, but of course still no land still in BAY OF BISCAY somewhere off the coast of Portugal. Several fishing boats around are pilchard fishing, 4 o'clock in the afternoon land sighted and continued until nightfall when the lights of Lisbon could be picked out. Darkness does not fall until around 5.30 Ship is really tossing now, puts us on our bunks once more Oh to be in calmer waters  –

      408 miles covered today, average speed 17.2 knots

      temperature increasing a little 53-61

      Early to bed

      4th Day:  Sunday 15th

      Oh boy! What a night! The ship does every trick it has been taught through the years, hardly any sleep for anyone, anything that could move did including most of the passengers to the toilets.

      A force 7 gale caught us about 9 o'clock at night and continued for 12 hours 5.30 a.m. an SOS on ship's radio forced us to change course to help a Portuguese fishing vessel in distress and brought us head on into the gale, searched until 8.30 a.m. then another vessel found her, so after 50 miles off course we turned and continued on our normal one.

      The gale blew itself out and we recovered enough to venture on to the deck once more.   Never has the Hymn, "For those that peril on the sea", been brought home so forcibly to me.

      However one soon forgets the bad parts of the journey and looks to the more pleasant parts of things to come (we hope).After lunch the seas calm a little and although there is a slight swell it is at least bearable.

      We sight land (the Spanish coast) about 4.30 and continue into the Straits of Gibraltar, where at 6.30 we pass Europa Point on one side and Ceuta (Morocco) on the other and into the Mediterranean, the lights on the Moroccan Coast especially spectacular.

      Several ships passing in the other direction with all lights on provide a fairyland of illumination and with the calming of the sea and the warmer winds coming from Africa, standing on the top deck without jackets is becoming more popular.

      An introduction to Italian cooking, one item on the menu reads 'Sliced Red Snapper Fish Leghorn Style' - a little gem!

      We managed only 401 miles today at a speed of 16.7 knots, temperature 55-61.In the evening after dinner we spent our time in the lounges taking advantage of the duty free drinks where spirits are cheaper than beer, where 'Baby cham ' is dearer than whisky, cigarettes are around 13 pence for 20 and all in all a veritable drinkers and smokers paradise.

      After about 12 o'clock we took a final look at the peace and quiet of the Mediterranean, put our clocks on half-an-hour and disappeared below decks to bunks, remembering to just glance at the notice board at the British weather report of sleet, showers and remaining cold,- and smiling,

      5th Day:   Monday 16th

      Awaking in the morning to a slight swell, still not feeling 100 percent fit we just go on deck and immediately retire below- what's this rain and cool breezes, are we really in the Med or in Southampton, but no, it seems that even here it is occasionally wet, much to the wives disappointment after the tales of husbands wartime accounts of tropical sun. Sight land again (Algeria), along the North African coast during early afternoon although a mist partially obscures it for long periods and spoils the view.The swell remains for the rest of the day quite unlike the Med, land remains in sight for the remainder of day. The high spot of the day occurs at about 6 o'clock when the Algerian coastal capital of Algiers appears in sight, truly lovely, only 2 miles away flanked on either side by a light -house between which was a maze of coloured lights that picked out streets, houses and hotels in a twinkling fantasy. It is hard to realise that this setting is not unlike any of our own home coastal towns would appear at night, yet here lies another world of different colours, religions and languages, the cosmopolitan capital of another republic.

      In the evening we again went into the lounge, staying there until about 12 o'clock.

      We go out on the deck to find it is pouring with rain before retiring to bed about 1 o'clock,  again putting our clocks forward another half-an-hour.

      We travelled 409 miles, at a speed of 17.4 knots temp. not too high 50-63 degrees.

      6th Day: Tuesday 17th

      The morning starts still cool with slight swell on sea, the North African coast still in view though still partially hidden by a sea mist.Midday sees us a little nearer the coast where a few little rocky islets off Tunisia appear, gradually we move more into the coast until we are little more than a mile away, objects can be picked out quite clearly, the town of Bizerta, an oil refinery with the surrounding desert-like background, we continue like this along the coast-line for the rest of the afternoon.

      A small island which we pass very close  looks very impressive, sheer sided cliffs that tower gaunt looking and very uninviting into the sky and low cloud hangs over it all grimly, forbidding and prison-like, the waves can be seen breaking over the beach.

      Around 4.30 we see Cape Bon, a peninsula jutting out from Tunisia and land fades into the distance, the island of Pantellaria passed at about 7 o'clock.

      Rain and choppy seas make a miserable evening on deck, spend the evening in the lounge and talking with several passengers

      420 miles today 17.8 knots temp slightly lower 50-55.

      7th Day   Wednesday 18th

      A day which starts more promising, fresh breezes, but much brighter and it gradually develops into a beautiful sunny day, just warm enough for shirtsleeves and stays like this for the whole day, just a few odd clouds.

      This is more like we sit on chairs all afternoon lazing, no land at all sighted, just odd ships passing to and fro on a placid and deep blue sea.

      Entertaining evening in the lounge with a talent show.

      12 0'clock walk round deck- warm sea breeze, then to bed clocks on another half-hour, now 2 hours ahead of G.M.T Another 409 miles at 17.4 knots 54-66 degrees today.

      8th Day: Thursday 19th

      A day that weatherwise was very disappointing.

      We got up in reasonable time expecting to be on deck early ready for the anticipated sun, but alas none all day, we had rain showers in the morning and although dry for the rest of the day it was rather cool and windy though still able to go out on deck without jackets.

      At night we saw a film 'The Ugly American', quite a change afterwards we went on deck, still very windy, though mild, a Scotch lad fetched his bagpipes up from below and gave us a tune at 12.30, the skirl of the pipes echoed across the sea.

      Turned in at 1.30

      406 miles today 64-68 degrees nine hours from Port Said.

      9th Day: Friday 20th

      Awoke with an air of expectancy of things to come. I knew from old what to expect and we had a great day.

      We arrived at Port Said pilot post at about 10 o'clock and anchored ready to pick up the pilot around 11 o'clock, sailed into the harbour and tied up.

      The ship was lined on both sides with passengers watching with great interest at the surroundings of this well known place at the head of the Suez Canal.

      As soon as we were at rest, up came the renowned 'Bum Boats'(scores of them), each one loaded down with all the cheap trinkets and general goods one associates with these traders, it really is a colourful sight, their bartering even down to the last sixpence, their command of the English language, and their entertaining chatter, all adds up to a tourist attraction unequalled for sustained interest. It is surely a reflection of the management of the economy of the Egyptian nation that poverty reduces them to near-beggars in their search for foreign currency and a living.

      The boatmen themselves only work for their agents who take their share of any profit made, not leaving much more than a pittance for the men themselves.Another tragi-comedy is the young boys swimming in the water and diving for the coins thrown by the passengers. The water, a filthy smelling liquid, is practically their home. Their mortality rate must be very high from disease; it is all so entertaining: yet underneath it is the underlying poverty. The town of Port Said itself is also a very dirty place, and we were advised not to go ashore, the bright lights at night which pick out the scores of ships waiting for the night convoy and even the harbour cranes decorated like Blackpool 'set pieces' are really only a facade concealing a multitude of dirt and sin.

      We spent the whole day there and not once did interest wane, a few went ashore but soon came back again, somewhat frightened by the persistence of street hawkers, very few Europeans are seen on the streets.

      Any traces of British Colonialism are removed- the statue of Ferninand De Lesseps was smashed down at the entrance to his life's work.  The Suez Canal, since the take-over by the Egyptians have pilot boats manned with the local egyptians, the Police and Customs too.We took on a few provisions. After the removal of the 'Gilly-gillies' from the ship who come on the boat and haul cases of stuff up the side to sell until it resembles a bazaar on board, we started out of the dock and into the entrance of the canal at 10 o'clock, an hour late.

      We carried on down the canal for the rest of the evening at a slow speed to prevent damage to the banks, as there was nothing left to see. We retired below quite satisfied with our day 376 miles 17.4 knots temp 66-78.

      It must be said at this point that we were well treated more like a tourist than a transient.

      10th Day Saturday 21st

      Awoke early- 6.30, hurried on deck expecting to see us well through the Suez Canal, instead of which we were anchored in Bitter Lakes.

      We stayed there to let the convoy build up until about 17 ships were laying at anchor. At about 100 degrees on a brilliant sunny day we moved down the canal very slowly. We were given ample time to see both banks which are only a few yards away from the ship.

      The journey proved full of interest, one side is the Arabian Desert, a vast sandy nomads land, completely devoid of vegetation, an occasional camel is seen and an odd ruined settlement still inhabited by a few families obviously scratching a meagre existence from the banks of the canal.

      The other side by contrast is much more fertile, the Egyptians have, by use of the channel, irrigated and raised the fertility, although nothing like English countryside is never-the-less in marked contrast to the other side  less than a 100 yards away.

      It is interesting to see the oxen ploughs still being used after centuries in the same old way, if only modern implements and methods were used how much more could be taken from the land, but they make do with what they can afford.

      The difference in each side continued along the whole length of the canal, the stark nakedness on the one side to the verdant fringe of vegetation on the other.

      We reached the end of the canal at 4 o'clock, through Port Suez and Port Tewfik, themselves much more prosperous and imposing looking towns than their sister port at the head of the Suez, from there we went into the Gulf of Suez and at nightfall into the Red Sea.

      The Egyptians seem to keep the canal in very good condition, as indeed they must, for it is their lifeline, but is contrary to what one expects after seeing their shop window- Port Said.

      A picturesque phenomena late afternoon, when the sea, the coast with the heat haze and the sky all took on a purplish hue, not a ripple disturbed the surface of the sea, which was like a mirror, it really was breathtaking and lovely.

      The sunset too, with the sun an orange glow setting behind cliffs on the coastline and yet with the moon and stars still shining brightly. We saw night and day together, as in a dream, an artist could go riot with colours yet still not give it justice.After sitting on deck for most of the evening, still in shirt sleeves and from there into the lounge, we retire to bunks well satisfied-- Oh the temperature- well into the nineties.

      11th Day Sunday 22nd

      Coming up on deck in the morning we find a very fresh, yet still warm breeze blowing, which while still warm enough to be without shirts makes the sea rather choppy and just a bit uncomfortable. The sun looks down from a cloudless sky all day, no land sighted accepting the odd islet or two and a reef surmounted by a lighthouse, which seems strange in the middle of the sea.

      Although it is very hot on the deck, the air conditioning throughout the ship makes it very comfortable. The crew seem to keep the ship scrupulously clean and are forever washing, polishing and sweeping up.   348 miles covered speed 17.4 temp 72-82,  we have now covered 3488 miles altogether.

      The wind got up quite strong during the evening, so much so that while dancing the ship would suddenly lurch and everyone would scuttle down to the other end of the floor.  Sampled a bottle of Champagne during the evening between four of us ( 7s.2p. ) - millionaire's life.   Clocks advanced another 30 mins.

      12th Day Monday 23rd

      Another fine, warm, though slightly blustery day, on deck during the morning lazing on a seat, just the odd ship going by no land seen at all, only the spume capped waves of the Red Sea, an endless carpet of water. The wind remains fresh all day but it serves its purpose in keeping the heat down to a reasonable level,  a point noted, the moon is always on its 'side', in England it is on its 'back' - a strange phenomena. Clocks again put on another half-an-hour, we are now 3 hours ahead of GMT our 'log' for today reads 405 miles, 17.2 knots 78-83 degrees-getting warmer! Saw the film "The Interns", 1230 and retired to bunks.

      13th Day Tuesday 24th

      Christmas Eve, an unusual setting on board a ship in the Red Sea, far, far different from the cold traditional Christmas we are used to.

      Some land in sight as soon as we go on deck in the morning a group of island atolls came into view at 9 o'clock, some several square miles in area, others little more than rocky projections out of the sea of volcanic origin, the hills on them have been worn smooth through countless centuries of wind and sand erosion.

      We sailed a mile off shore and could see them quite clearly. They were barren, an old ship lay aground on the shore, battered by the waves. Various islands were in view all day, the Yemen coast was sighted about 3 o'clock and remained until nightfall.

      About 7 o'clock we saw the lights of Aden in the distance, later we picked up the pilot and with the help of a tug went into Aden  Harbour and anchored finally at 8 o'clock, the lights of the town looked lovely and the ships in the harbour were all spotlighted. One small warship had flashing neon signs, a very original touch, we all waited impatiently and expectantly for the launches to take us to dry land for the first time for 14 days, it duly arrived and 40 of us clambered in and  landed us on the jetty, looking back on our ship to see it standing majestic in the bay with all lights on.  We walked up into the town, although late (9.30) the shops were all open until 2 and 3 o'clock in morning, we knew they were waiting for us as a potential money spinner.

      A vastly cleaner and better place than Port Said, it was nevertheless a typical Arab place with its facade of bright lights hiding an interior of cheapness, like a veneer. The 'locals' were sleeping on simple beds in the doorways, the touts on the streets 'selling ' their own particular shop, the goats wandering loose in the streets and the colourful costumes all make it a sightseer's paradise.

      Everyone is after a bargain in cameras, radios and all types of goods, while the Arabs are equally determined to get their top price. We try to get it as cheap as possible, a 'cut- throat' war.

      We succumbed to temptation and bought a Kenwood food mixer and a transistor radio. Oblivious of time we suddenly found it 12.30 and Christmas Day 1963 found us sitting in a shop in Aden drinking mineral water, a unique time for us, finally having worn ourselves and the children out with walking, we went back to the ship (11 of us to a car) finally getting into bed at 3 o'clock. Our last trip to land until Australia, over 416 miles 17.7 knots temp 75-81 degrees, but what a memorable day.

      14th Day Wednesday 25th

      Everyone up late, only two or three managed to get down for breakfast children have a fine time sorting out all their toys, which Joan brought from England, walking round the deck one is assailed in all directions by transistor radios and cine-cameras, the result of the midnight jaunt into Aden.

      Not quite so warm today, slightly cloudy steaming through the Gulf of Aden, no land sighted at all.

      They did us proud for luncheon today, gave us Champagne and the children were all given presents, a wonderful gesture everyone telling their own stories of their bargains, - the ones they got and the ones they missed - Christmas night found us yet again in the lounge, everyone in festive spirits for the dance which took place there, 12 o'clock found us on the deck, having our nightly constitutional  too windy for staying out very long.

      Clocks on another half-an-hour 126 miles 17.3 76-78 degrees Not quite as hot as one expects in the Red Sea all seem like a dream - who would have thought !!!! Christmas.

      15th Day Thursday 26th

      Coming up on deck first thing in the morning one was struck by the change, overnight, of the atmosphere- very humid- the tropics not the 'dry heat' it has been up to now.

      The sun too is increasing in intensity as is evident by the one or two 'lobsters' walking round the ship, tried all deck games today, quoits, shuffle board and table tennis, and managed to win the doubles. We must not allow ourselves to become too lazy. Saw the first flying fish today, creatures that are well known around the Equator. They skim for many yards above the water like birds and often land on deck.

      We entered the Indian Ocean in the morning after passing the northernmost point of Somaliland, we relaxed in the lounge in the evening and then had a walk around the deck but it was too windy to stay out, We had an early night at 1130, another half-an-hour on the clocks to make 4 hours ahead of England 397 miles 16.9 knots 75-81 degrees today.

      16th Day Friday 27th

      Another day commences, it is still very humid and hot, though partially cloudy still slightly blowy too, no sign of land at all.

      Two or three tropical monsoon storms swept over the ship, but they only lasted for up to five minutes then it was back to normal again. The storms can be seen several miles away, and their path can be plotted.

      In the afternoon we played table tennis in just shorts and got a real sweat on!

      Had a trip on to the ships bridge visiting the chart room as well as an interesting talk on the ships navigational methods, this ship has an automatic pilot, which when set remains on a predicted course, until reset.

      

      Other interesting things learned about the ship were - we had a plant for converting seawater into fresh water for washing, 15,000 tons displacement, two radar systems, and elaborate fire prevention and containing methods.

      We were very lucky, while on the bridge we were able to see a school of whales close to the ship, diving, surfacing and 'blowing' as they did, one got too close and was cut in two by the ship and left dying for the sharks, roughly about 20 feet long (only small species ), a bump was felt when it hit the ship.

      Several flying fish were seen.

      The wind drops quite a bit in the evening early to bed 1130.

      Clocks on another half-an-hour 405 miles 17.2 knots 75-81 degrees.

      17th Day Saturday 28th

      The day is again very hot and sultry, the heat meets you like a wall when you go on deck after the air-conditioning of the cabin, just the odd shower in the afternoon, slightly cloudy which tempers the sun.

      Crossed the equator at 5: 15 pm and the usual crossing the line ceremony where a few passengers are ducked, smeared with spaghetti, tomato juice, eggs, and chocolate pudding, a real sticky mess, which they stood up too well.

      We are just over the half-way mark, now 5636 miles, an emigrant become immigrant, from the known to the unknown, from the old country to a new nation, the Northern hemisphere to the Southern, who knows where our destiny lies, we can only wonder, not fearing, but just a little apprehensive who wouldn't!

      The wind calms at night and the sea runs a little calmer, the only sign of life or land- a few flying fish.

      Watched a talent show at night, then went on deck with our transistor to see what stations we could pick up, in bed finally 1245. Half-an-hour added, now 5 hours on 399, miles travelled 17 knots temp hottest yet 79-87 degrees.

      18th Day  Sunday 29th

      Another rather hot day, slight cloud, no rain at all, no land, no nothing!

      Sit in the sun in the afternoon letting the kiddies paddle in the pool.Had a very interesting trip down to the engine room and were shown over it all, the air conditioning, the three huge oil-fired boilers, which use 21,000 gallon of oil a day and the plant capable of turning thousands of gallons of sea-water into washing water or if necessary for drinking purposes a veritable' box of tricks', with its gauges, valves, stop- cocks, and a maze of pipes twisting and turning in all directions, heat almost unbearable to us, yet seemingly unnoticed by the crew was well over 100 degrees- ' A Dante's inferno', and yet in the midst of all the heat and noise - the purpose of it all - was the propeller shaft, a 150 feet, 2 feet diameter monster smoothly turning at 90 rpm driving the whole ship at 17 knots per hour 24 hours a day, week in, week out, seemingly effortless, - a very worthwhile 45 minutes.

      An 'equatorial dinner' served up proved very good, it included turkey, Italian Champagne and was climaxed, when all lights were switched off excepting the Christmas tree with the waiters all  in a line holding aloft cakes, (called Vesuvius cakes) each a replica of the volcano Vesuvius, each with a tongue of real purple fire coming from the top of them, a real 'showman's' touch at the end of the meal.

      In the 'social hall' in the evening, then on to the deck but found it raining, so went below, and went to bed at 12 o'clock.

      Clocks on half-an-hour 413 miles 17.6 knots.

      19th Day Monday 30th

      Yet another hot day, one or two heavy monsoon showers (only lasts 5 minutes, dries just as quick very little wind, the sea towards evening absolutely placid, just a slight swell. Limit exposure in sun for half-an-hour, otherwise severe sun scorch occurs. Children have their day today, sport, cartoons in the cinema, and Father Christmas gave every child a toy, most of them very good.

      Evening just before sunset is always a very good time for looking over the sea, the rain clouds building up, the different shades of the sea, and the sun sinking down over the horizon, splashing colour over the sky, creating some lovely canvases, an artist's dream.In the evening I saw a few slides and had a talk on hostels in Australia where we will eventually be.   Early to bed 11.15,  412 miles 17.5 knots temp 82-88 degrees.

      Clocks put on half-an-hour, we are now 6 hours ahead of G.M.T.

      

      20th Day Tuesday 31st

      

      The last day of 1963, wonder where we will be and what we will be doing this time in 1964, a house and a job is the most we can hope for, if we get those two things then the year will not be wasted.

      Another hot day, no rain, sea pretty calm, had first swim in the ship's pool, very enjoyable, water really warm, no inclination to get out, unlike the English pools, the waters of which are always cold.

      We have seen no land for seven days, one now realises how big the oceans of the  world are.   In the evening we all drift into the ballroom to celebrate the advent of the New Year, every table had its bottles of champagne, streamers, cotton wool balls and other party things were given out, festivities started warming up until the climax, midnight, everyone was given a glass of champagne by the shipping line to drink a toast.

      Just imagine close on 1000 people packed into this hall, in festive spirit drinking a toast and singing 'Auld Lang Syne', a truly wonderful occasion that I for one will always remember words cannot describe the atmosphere of this occasion, the likes of which we shall never see again.

      After midnight the revelry went on until about 3 o'clock until every woman had been kissed and every man his hand shaken at least a dozen times.

      We at last got into our bunks about 330 with the feeling that 1964, - this memorable year- couldn't have had a better start.      398 miles 17 knots 77-86 degrees.

      21st Day Wednesday 1st

      Most people are late up today- 'their morning after the night before', - all are ready with their stories and all agreed it was a wonderful evening.

      The weather- another hot, sunny day just a nice breeze to stop excessive heat, though one must never be deceived into thinking one can take liberties and expose oneself for too long.

      The sea is pretty calm. We saw one ship, the first sign that there are other humans on this world besides us, nothing in sight for 8 days.

      Lazing about in the sun, although there does not seem to be much to do, time goes very fast.

      Clocks on another half-an-hour 406 miles 81-84 degrees 17 knots.

      

      22nd Day Thursday 2nd

      

      Another hot day in the middle of the Indian Ocean, playing table- tennis, watching the other sports that are in progress and lazing about in general. Now that we are south of the Equator we are in summertime and the day which was divided equally, 12 hours sunset, 12 hours sunrise is gradually lengthening, darkness comes very quickly, little or no twilight, light to dark in less than half-an-hour.

      Although I have remarked elsewhere in this diary about the sunsets, one cannot help but dwell on them. Each one is different, depending on the amount of cloud, every colour in the spectrum can be seen, always hurrying on deck after dinner to see them. Now 7 hours ahead of GMT with another 30 minutes.

      At night we saw a few slides of South Australia and a talk on them.  406 miles 17.2 knots 79-85 degrees.

      23rd Day Friday 3rd

      A hot cloudless day again , with almost monotonous regularity we see the sun, totally unlike England- no grumbles however. A talk in the afternoon on disembarkation, a customs declaration to fill in, signs that we are coming to the final stage of our journey lifeboat drill in the afternoon as well, all assembled with lifejackets on in the dining room, it does not however seem to be taken seriously.Just over half-an-hour on the clocks.A fancy dress ball at night, quite good, some very funny, provided good entertainment, bed 1.11. 5421 miles 18 knots 75-81 degrees.

      24th Day Saturday 4th

      Awoke, went on deck and found it raining hard with a sea mist, an altogether miserable morning. It soon cleared however, but never quite as warm as yesterday owing to a cool breeze a swell on the sea seems to make the ship roll rather a lot.

      The wind freshened quite a bit again in the evening, almost too rough and cool to lay on deck, found a small corner out of the wind in which   to try our transistor, picked up several Australian and foreign stations- a bit of music made a welcome change   Clocks on half-an-hour, now 8 hours ahead of England 419 miles 17.8 knots 74-84 degrees.

      25th Day Sunday 5th

      A rather cool day compared with what we are used to, nevertheless was quite pleasant, quite a swell, and the boat lurch caused me to fall off my chair at lunch, no not drunk!Saw first birds today must be getting near land, twelve days since leaving Aden with no land since, everyone has their radios out today picking up Australian stations.

      Had our medical inspection for quarantine purposes, under Australian customs from 10 o'clock pm, no more cheap drinks or cigarettes, the ship's shop closed for good, getting near the end of our holiday at sea- Fremantle tomorrow. Bed early ready for THE day 401 miles 17 knots 74-77 degrees.

      26th. Day Monday 6th

      All awoke early- 530 am, went down to breakfast- everybody in the same mind- had to queue, as soon as breakfast was over our identification papers were checked, we then went on deck where we saw the first glimpse of our new island continent home, Australia. We entered the port of Fremantle and finally tie up at 730, a vastly different place than any previous stopping point, clean, tidy, with neat rows of warehouses and a new terminal passenger building, with a sign across it- Welcome to Western Australia, it all created a wonderful impression for the would be traveller or migrant of Australia as a whole.Only able to stay 2 hours, but at least we were able to say we walked on Australian soil, had an ice-cream and compared prices and commodities with England , not able to go to nearby Perth as there was no time.  We wandered our way slowly back to the ship again, pausing before getting on to shake hands and to wish luck to friends Grace and Ken Henebry who we met on board and who are now leaving to a new future in New Zealand.

      Boarding again we crowded the rails; many passengers had friends to greet them, some of whom came for many miles around just for the three hours we were in port.   As can be well imagined to see a friend after a trip of 9000 miles is very heart-warming, we cast off again at 1030, a crowd of several hundred had thrown streamers across,- someone even knotted about 60 feet of nylon stockings together to form a chain and gave us a friendly send off.Our first trip to our new land we sailed away from the shore into the Tasman Sea and lost sight of it at about 2 o'clock. It was a glorious day, cloudless, temperature in the 80's,at 9 o'clock one could quite comfortably walk about in shirtsleeves.

      We are soon brought down to earth again however, it is now our turn to get ready for our stopping place, Adelaide.

      Had an interview with a Housing Trust officer to make sure we are still on his list for housing at Elizabeth- we are - more interviews lined up for tomorrow.

      One item of interest this morning, we saw our first porpoise, diving and jumping in the water. We enter the Australian Bight where the ship rolls quite a lot with a heavy swell- the weather become cool and breezy and remains so through the night, spray blows over the deck, see a few lights on the shore, and a lighthouse or two- last land until Adelaide.   320 miles 17.8 knots 68-75 degrees.

      27th Day Tuesday 7th

      A busy day getting ready for disembarkation on Thursday, packing wherever possible.

      Had an interview with immigration officer, given all details of what to do when we arrive, they seem to think of everything, we are categorised, itemised and  tagged the luggage taken off for you and customs cleared, nothing seems to be left to chance - one hopes if it works as well in practice as it seems to do in theory- we shall have nothing to worry about.

      The day starts rather cool, in fact a pullover is needed in the morning, but it gets hotter as the day goes on, though never unbearably so as it is in the tropics.There is a fresh breeze which causes the ship to roll considerably - some passengers who got on at Perth disappeared quickly below- landlubbers-!

      Had a very nice farewell dinner at night amongst which we had lobster and turkey.

      Last dance in the evening, had a gay time, presented prizes for all of the games, and we got a prize for mixed table tennis doubles.

      Bed 1 o'clock, first putting our clock on again 9 hours ahead now, 417 miles 76-82 degrees 17.3 knots.

      28th Day Wednesday 8th

      Another warm day, though cloudy at times with a slight shower, but still not enough to be without shirts.Spent a much quieter day today after the interviews of yesterday, but it is only the calm before the storm- tomorrow night we land, then I suppose our troubles will really start!No land to be seen, only one ship, and the Bight!

      Saw two films on Elizabeth (our hoped for destination) and very good the place looks too- longing to see it, early night to get ready for the big day tomorrow.

      397 miles 16.8 61-74 degrees.

      Another half-an-hour on the clock, now South Australian time- 9 1/2 hours ahead of England.

      29th Day Thursday 9th

      THE day, landing day, packing all morning, in the afternoon the Australian coast comes into view and the holiday island called Kangaroo, 100 miles across.

      We then entered St Vincent's Gulf wherein lies Port Adelaide.

      All lined the rails to see what Adelaide looked like but it got dark before we docked, however through binoculars we could see the lovely beaches and the tall buildings which are a feature of the city.

      Tying up at 8 o'clock we prepared to disembark, but it was not until 9: 30 that we finally set foot on our new land and proceeded to the customs, after 45 minutes we managed to get clear of them too.

      We were met at the terminal exit by an immigration official who put us in a car sponsored by the APEX club (an organisation specially formed to help migrants) and were transported along a three laned highway the 14 miles to Adelaide.

      So much happened that day we were glad to get to the hostel at Elder Park, have a meal, find our way to our room and get to bed about 12 o'clock, it says a lot for their organisation that over 600 migrants were dealt with that night, plus all their own luggage.

      The ship sailed again in 6 hours and would end up in New Zealand.

      The shipping mileage to docking was 420 miles, the end of the Fair Sky, the end of the voyage and the start of the second phase of our emigration.

      We lost old friends at Southampton, made new ones on the ship, lost them again when disembarking, our hope is to make new ones in South Australia, but employment and housing must come first.
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            SETTLING IN A NEW LAND

          

        

      

    

    
      After the ship journey and what felt like a virtual holiday, we now faced reality, finding ourselves on another continent. At this stage, we did not fully realize the sheer size of Australia. Adelaide, where we arrived, is a large city and, of course, the capital of South Australia.

      The hostel in Elder Park, situated in the center of Adelaide, was in a good location. The Torrens River ran through the expansive park, offering pleasant walks among tropical trees and shrubs, many of which were unfamiliar to us. The food was good, the rooms were comfortable, and we generally felt relaxed about our future.

      The people were friendly, and we received several offers of trips to explore the city and countryside. They seemed genuinely happy to see us and eager to help, a sharp contrast to the more reserved British attitude.

      The immigration authorities appeared to assume that, as we were English, we would want to live among other English immigrants (whatever gave them that idea). They had built a small dormitory town near Adelaide called Elizabeth, where they showed new arrivals.

      We were taken by coach to see it, and it did appear to be a good place to live, although it was several miles from Adelaide City, where most of the jobs were. The established areas were nicely landscaped, and everyone had their 1/5-acre plot—space was no issue in Australia, as we soon discovered. However, there were also vast, dusty, barren areas awaiting development. The thought of being "cheek by jowl" with other English immigrants did not particularly appeal to us, but the visit gave us a sense of the type of housing available.

      We arrived on a Friday, and since shops did not open on Saturdays or Sundays at the time, we had the weekend to familiarize ourselves with the city. We marveled at the tropical plants that thrived so well—citrus trees laden with fruit, and peaches and nectarines—it was beyond belief.

      On Sunday, a member of the APEX Club, an organization devoted to welcoming migrants, invited us on a drive around the city. The suburbs, with their stunning homes and golden beaches, were captivating. We had tea at their beautiful home and later enjoyed dinner and tea at another. The hospitality was remarkable.

      On Monday, we had x-rays taken and signed up with Social Security, which entitled us to child allowances. However, we discovered there was no National Health Service, so we had to join a medical organization.

      Our concerns about finding employment proved unfounded. I went for an interview with a local garden center and nursery, and, incredibly, I got the job just five days after arriving. It was amazing!

      The garden center was in Henley Beach, a coastal suburb, requiring a daily bus trip. Still, I was grateful to be employed so quickly.

      The next issue was finding a house. After numerous inquiries and prioritizing proximity to my work, we found a new house on a corner section at 12 Milton Avenue, Lockleys, in Fulham Gardens. It was just what we wanted and within walking distance of the garden center.

      We moved out of the hostel and into the house, which cost £4,250 and was financed by the Australian Housing Corporation at a low interest rate. Within just 15 days of arriving, we had secured a job and a home. We never dreamed it would be so easy.

      We quickly discovered that the working week was only five days. After the seven-day workweeks we were used to in Britain, it was a welcome change to spend weekends down at the beach—again, only a short walk away.

      The temperature, however, took some getting used to, reaching around 100 degrees—a stark contrast to the freezing blizzards we had left 10,000 miles behind.

      I thoroughly enjoyed my two years at Lasscock's Garden Centre. John, the owner, was a man I will always remember and feel indebted to for his faith in hiring me without any formal credentials. He was a true entrepreneur, with a collection of vintage cars on display and a small electric runabout for taking customers around the center.

      Later, John expanded, opening several other centers, and I became deeply involved in the business. We introduced weekend hours, opening on Saturdays and Sundays, something previously unheard of in South Australia. I was even lent a van to commute to work.

      We got to know the local residents and staff, all of whom were very helpful and welcoming. They never questioned our background or resented us for taking a job.

      I learned a lot—the plant life in South Australia was at the other end of the scale compared to Britain. The hot and dry climate, with temperatures rarely below 60 degrees, allowed semi-tropical and tropical plants to grow luxuriously. Plants that we had only seen in picture books or exotic travel brochures were now part of everyday life—Bougainvilleas, Hibiscus, Citrus trees, and fruits of every description, all of which I now had to sell and understand.

      We quickly learned that distances in Australia are measured in thousands of miles, not tens as in England. For instance, we often traveled as far as 100 miles in an evening for a barbecue—another new experience for us—and returned the same night.

      We enrolled Susan at the local Lockleys School, where she traveled by bus each day, while David attended kindergarten.

      Adelaide, a beautiful and well-planned city, was a revelation. The streets were wide, uncluttered, and ran parallel to each other, unlike the narrow, winding roads of Britain. The houses were completely different from what we were used to, with their large sections allowing for spacious homes with picture windows, open floor plans, and outdoor living areas. No two houses were alike, reflecting the Australians' individuality and the abundant space they enjoyed.

      The skills brought in by migrants, particularly the Italians, were evident in the terrazzo and tiling that adorned even the average home. We planted trees and shrubs, including citrus, and laid paths. One adventure included dealing with a small poisonous snake, which we sliced in half with a spade.

      We bought all our vegetables and fruit locally from Chinese market gardeners, who, like us, were immigrants. Despite the annual rainfall being only 16 inches, water was never rationed. A pipeline from the River Murray, a hundred miles away, ensured a reliable supply.

      Henley Beach was just a five-minute walk from our home, and we often strolled there late at night to enjoy the cool sea breezes. Winters were cool enough to require a gas fire, but summers were scorching, with temperatures reaching the 90s to 100s for a week or two at a time. There was no air conditioning then.

      Within a hundred miles was the Barossa Valley, home to the vineyards. Overlooking Adelaide was Mount Lofty, standing at 2,330 feet. Its sheer drop on either side offered a panoramic view of valleys, scrub, deserts, reservoirs, and, of course, the ubiquitous gum trees. By day, the scenery was stunning; by night, the lights of Adelaide in the distance were magical.

      We couldn’t help but compare the country we had left with our new home. Britain, cloistered and introverted, with its somber grey weather, seemed to mirror the attitudes of its people. Overcrowded, terraced housing and a history steeped in class warfare stifled the British outlook on life.

      Australia, on the other hand, was vastly different. The sheer size of the land, the people’s pride in their country, and the diversity of customs and religions brought by migrants gave it a unique vitality. The Australian lifestyle reflected a more open and optimistic way of life.

      This, then, was our Adelaide adventure. Britain, and our home city of Derby, became a distant memory. I had no lingering ties, though Joan still had all her family in England. Her only reminders of her childhood were letters and occasional photographs. Yet, we were both happy with our new life, and the future looked bright. Ten pounds was truly a bargain.

      After reflecting on our emigration from England and the hospitality, friendship, and lifestyle we found in Australia, you might wonder why we decided to move to New Zealand. To be honest, I sometimes wonder that myself.

      We corresponded regularly with the Hennebry family, whom we had met on the ship and who had settled in Hamilton, New Zealand. I believe it was their persistence and encouragement that eventually persuaded us to take the plunge and give it a go.
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            ANOTHER JOURNEY

          

        

      

    

    
      FRIDAY 21ST JANUARY 1966

      So, another chapter in life—yet another journey.

      After 2 years and 12 days, we embarked on another move. Although we were settled and becoming established, I received an offer for another job—this time in New Zealand. Bearing in mind that opportunity rarely strikes twice, we decided, after much deliberation, to "go for it" again.

      We sold the house, booked our passage (this time by air), and began the all-too-familiar process of packing and giving notice at work. Saying goodbye to newly made friends, we proceeded to Adelaide Airport at 7:10 on January 21, 1966.

      We walked across the airstrip to the waiting plane—a Viscount. After settling into our seats and fastening our safety belts, we awaited takeoff with some trepidation. This unease was not lessened when the captain announced a hydraulic leak in the nose wheel, requiring us to disembark. We returned to the terminal building, back to the same people who had already seen us off once, and settled in for a 30-minute wait. After a cup of coffee, we were called to re-board. This time, there were no issues. We waved through the window as the plane taxied down the runway and took off—the first flight for all of us.

      It was a beautiful day with clear skies. Flying at 19,000–20,000 feet, the ground below was clearly visible. The vastness of Australia became evident as we flew over hundreds of square miles of scorched earth, punctuated by only the occasional patch of forest or irrigated homesteads. These green areas stood out against the arid landscape, resembling giant tennis courts.

      As we approached Melbourne, the contrast was striking. The increased rainfall in Victoria transformed the landscape into a patchwork of rivers and pine forests, a vivid departure from South Australia’s deserts.

      The journey was smooth and uneventful—a very pleasant trip, apart from the sensation of the aircraft banking before landing. Watching houses and trees rush up suddenly was a disconcerting reminder that the ground looking up feels better than the air looking down.

      We landed in Melbourne at 9:30, advancing our clocks by 30 minutes. This was 500 miles closer to New Zealand. After a three-hour wait, during which we filled out customs and immigration forms, we boarded the next leg of the journey—an Electra flown by TEAL, New Zealand’s airline.

      This takeoff was without delay, and we quickly climbed to 20,000 feet. Leaving the last few miles of Australia behind, we headed across the Tasman Sea toward Auckland. Reflecting on our time in Australia, we remembered it as a land of opportunity—a country in a hurry. Despite its struggle with extreme climatic conditions, it is a great nation with a high standard of living and the potential to become a world-class power.

      Still, one must not dwell on the past but look forward to the future in New Zealand.

      The flight over the Tasman Sea, spanning 1,720 miles, was beautiful. Cruising at an average speed of 320 mph, the temperature outside was a brisk 5 degrees. At first, we looked down on the deep blue sea, dotted with white caps, and wisps of cloud resembling cotton wool. Gradually, the clouds thickened into a fairyland of icing-sugar mountains and snowy valleys before giving way to darker, rain-laden skies.

      Suddenly, a gap in the clouds revealed a glimpse of a beach, then green fields. Despite being lashed by rain, the landscape looked tropical and lush.

      This was "The Land of the Long White Cloud"—New Zealand—our new home.

      We circled Mangere Airport in Auckland for about 10 minutes, waiting for clearance to land, playing hide-and-seek with the clouds. Occasionally, we spotted other planes below, resembling inquisitive dragonflies. Finally, we touched down at 7:30 PM, adding two more hours to GMT. The landing was a perfect instrument-assisted descent.

      One detail not to be forgotten was the meal served onboard. It included three courses—soup, a main dish, dessert, biscuits, cheese, and coffee. Remarkably, the plane’s stability prevented even a ripple in the soup.

      After disembarking, we proceeded through customs. A cheerful Irish voice calling out greetings in the terminal lightened our hearts.

      Our two-year journey, which began on a ship in Southampton, had taken us through South Australia and now ended in New Zealand. We reunited with original shipmates from the Fair Sky—friends who had settled in Hamilton. They welcomed us into their home, which would now become our home as well.

      First impressions of New Zealand revealed a green and picturesque countryside, unspoiled and full of potential. Its growing population, abundant employment opportunities, and friendly people made us optimistic. However, if one could make a critique after only four days, it would be that the country risks moving too fast. With its economy heavily reliant on agriculture and limited mineral wealth, a lack of investment in secondary industries could pose a challenge.

      Nevertheless, we are determined to settle in, make the most of our opportunities, and create a new chapter of our lives in this beautiful land.
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            THE FINALE

          

        

      

    

    
      We took up residence in a rented house on Ulster Street in Hamilton, and I secured a position as manager of a horticultural firm, G.E. Clark's, located on Ward Street. The firm also operated a branch called "Shrubland," a nursery in Frankton, where Joan got a job.

      We stayed there for about two years, during which we built a house on Bankwood Road. The company provided us with a vehicle for transport. However, the firm was not particularly financially stable, and when I received another job offer, I decided to accept it.

      John Burton planned to open a garden center in Rototuna and asked me to be its manager. It seemed like a great opportunity, and despite delays caused by bad weather, we officially opened on May 31, 1968, after weeks of hard work, much of it spent in muddy conditions. The opening day was a sensation, and the garden center was an immediate success.

      John lived in Te Awamutu, where he managed a wholesale nursery, so he left the day-to-day operations of the garden center to me. The business quickly flourished, breaking new ground by opening on Sundays—a decision that initially attracted a lot of criticism but was soon adopted by others.

      At its peak, the garden center employed 72 full- and part-time workers, and Joan handled the payroll. We expanded to include two garden shops in the city, one in Glenview and another in Dinsdale, along with a plant hire business, a landscaping service, and a nursery for growing plants.

      Running a seven-day-a-week business was a significant commitment, so we decided to move closer to work. We found a section on Sexton Road in Rototuna, built a house there, and sold our home on Bankwood Road. From our new house, we could walk to work.

      Around 1970, John decided to sell the business, and it was taken over by Botannix, a garden center chain based in Auckland. Although I retained my position for a while, it was clear that my retirement was approaching, and eventually, a new manager was appointed.

      I retired at the age of 60 and kept myself busy playing golf and joining a Lions Club, where I was a member for 15 years and served as president for one year. We moved to a house on Cambridge Road in Hillcrest, and I started a garden maintenance service for up to 12 local clients. This kept me active, and I bought an old ute to carry my tools.

      Eventually, I reduced my workload to six clients, as time became limited. Even now, at the age of 74, I am still tending to those jobs.

      This seems like the right time to conclude this story. Life, by and large, has treated me well—heart attacks aside—and as long as I remain active, I will continue to enjoy life with my dear wife, our son and daughter, grandchildren, and great-granddaughters.
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            APPENDIX

          

        

      

    

    
      It is at this point that explanation of some points in the narrative should be given.

      

      
        
          	
        Figures of costs are in pounds, shillings and pence e.g. 7/2 for champagne is seven shillings and two-pence.
      

      	
        Degrees are in Fahrenheit.
      

      	
        "Doodle Bugs" or V1.s were the forerunners of the rocket, they had an engine which of course had a limited supply of fuel, when it ran out it came down to earth hopefully you weren't in the way.
      

      	
        V2s were the first of the true rockets which because of their speed landed before you heard the sound, disconcerting to say the least!
      

      	
        L.M.S. London, Midland & Scottish Railway.
      

      	
        L&N.E.R. London & North-Eastern  Railway.   Both are now defunct, now called British Railways.
      

      	
        Native workers in Singapore were nicknamed by the forces, Dhobi Wallahs" were washerwomen,"Punka Wallahs"creating a current of air supposedly to give us some respite from the heat by pulling a  contraption resembling a blind,  "Sews-Sews"- responsible for menial mending jobs.
      

      	
        N.A.A.F.I.  Navy, Army & Airforce Institute, a Forces only club
      

      	
        W.R.E.N.S. Women's Royal Naval Service.  W.A.A.F.s  Women's Auxiliary Air Force.
      

      	
        The Sten gun was a semi-automatic cheap mass produced, not necessarily reliable armament used   extensively during the war.
      

      	
        FATHER HAROLD THOMAS MASON   BORN MAY 13TH 1905
      

      	
        MOTHER   DORIS MAUD   BORN SEPTEMBER 6TH. 1906
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            A  POSTSCRIPT

          

        

      

    

    
      I ended Chapter 8 at the age of 74, believing it would be the conclusion of my story. I truly thought that was it! However, life had other plans. Looking back, is 74 really that old? At the time, I felt it was the right moment to settle down and avoid stepping outside my comfort zone—but here we go again.

      Fast forward five years to 2021. Nearing 80, I decided it was time to give up my garden maintenance work. A friend took over my jobs, and we sold the ute.

      We had been considering moving north to Whangarei to be closer to our daughter and her family in Kaiwaka. The warmer weather there was also more to our liking.

      During a visit to Whangarei to look for properties, we discovered a newly developed subdivision. We were lucky to have first choice of a large, elevated section—it was perfect. The subdivision was owned by G.J. Gardener, a building firm.

      On another visit, we finalized the purchase of the property, paid the deposit, and were able to design the home exactly the way we wanted.

      And so, we found ourselves preparing to sell and move once more—for the ninth time!
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