Journey to Australia

A day-by-day account of the happenings on board the “SS Maloja” as described by my sister 

(Mrs Dorothy Clements) together with her husband (Harry) and three sons, (Raymond, Malcolm and Stuart), on their emigration to Australia in 

March / April 1953.
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Preface
Background to Australian Immigration Policy in the 1950's

During the fifties, immigration into Australia was governed by what is called 'The White Australian Policy'. This policy promoted the immigration of white, Anglo Saxon and European immigrants. Although 'sponsorship' of immigrants was an integral part of the policy, this did not always mean that Australia was developing a skill base to meet her growing needs. Rather it encouraged the continuation of the prevailing culture, traditions and beliefs. 

English families were able to emigrate, sponsored by a relative already living in Australia, for the princely sum of ten pounds. However, immigrants were expected to live independently after their arrival, as there was virtually no other means of financial support. 

Dependence upon the State for income support was not an option, nor was there unemployment benefits or any family payments apart from Family Allowance - then not immediately available to immigrants. Many immigrants lived in transition camps until they were self supporting. 

Most immigrants arrived by boat and the trip generally took 4 - 6 weeks. There were restrictions on luggage and often this move was taken with severe reservations, as it was a total separation from known life-styles and environments. 

While these Immigration Policies are now severely criticised and constantly viewed as Racial, they were in the context of the times, consistent with both prevailing political and social attitudes. The option offered individuals and families a chance to re-establish themselves under a 'new order.' with increased opportunities for change.
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Part One

Tuesday 10th March 1953
We caught the train at 7.25am from Didsbury Station, to connect with the boat train which left Liverpool Street London at 1.20 pm.

We were taken from the boat train and hurriedly rushed through customs where the ship’s stewards were waiting to carry our luggage and lead us to our cabins.

The first sight of the ship was very bewildering, it reminded us very much of a hospital with its smooth white corridors and polished floors.

There were so many staircases that we were sure we would lose ourselves.

We were taken into our cabins, which were spotlessly clean and carpeted. Everything was provided for us, soap, and clean towels – white and coloured ones. After we had taken off our coats we had a wash and made our way to the dining room to book our seats at the table. We also took a slight meal of bread and butter, jam, tea and cakes.

After leaving the dining room we began to make our way around the ship. We found a large smoking room upholstered with green and red leather – the last word in comfort and there was a large electric fire in the grate. From there we went into a large lounge, the furniture of which was covered in fawn and green tapestry. There was also a nice grand piano in this room. A little further along was a reading room very similar to the lounge. Then we found the children’s nursery where there were three stewardesses to look after the youngsters. By the way, there are 300 children on board and they are picking up another 50 at Malta! From the nursery we found the shop, which sold practically everything.

The decks are very wide with plenty of space for the children to play. There are two parts of the ship that are enclosed for cinema, games and dancing. On the top deck there is a swimming pool – not a very big one and deck sports.

There are plenty of bathrooms and showers. Close to the forward dining room we found an Information Bureau, which sold stamps and Airmail letters. It also has the “Lost and Founds”.

At 5.30 pm the bell went for children’s tea. The bell is like a xylophone, which the steward goes up and down the corridors with. The children’s tea was a super meal of soup, roast or fish with veg. Stewed fruit and ice cream, with fresh fruit to follow. After this we took a stroll to learn our way around and at about 7 pm the children were put to bed and looked after by the cabin steward or the night watchman.

Our dinner was at 8 pm and what a dinner! – after which we had coffee in the lounge where a fellow was playing the piano.

The ship was supposed to sail at 6 pm but unfortunately it wasn’t quite ready and we were told it would sail at 6 am Wednesday morning. So as we were very tired we were glad to go to bed and at 6am - we set sail………..

Wednesday 11th March 1953

Tea, biscuits and the Bay of Biscay!
It is 6.30 am and we have been wakened with a cup of tea and biscuits. Our cabin stewards are all dark coloured men who clean out the cabins each morning. We have just started to sail very slowly.

Children’s breakfast is 7.15 am – another marvellous meal Parents are allowed to attend all meals. Our breakfast is at 9 am and we can eat as much as we want.

After breakfast we sat at the rails to wait for 11 am when we were served with beef tea. At 11.30 the children go to dinner.

The ship has now stopped again in midstream close to Tilbury and we have been informed that it will not sail again until 6.30 pm.

We are filling our time sitting in the lounge resting and writing letters. This is not a bad pastime and we must get well organised as this is to be our home for the next few weeks.

W spent another evening in the lounge as it is very cold on the decks at night. About 10 pm we went to our cabins and then to bed again. By the way, the ship set sail again at 4.30 pm this afternoon.

Thursday 12th March 1953

6.30 am again. We are now out of the Thames and into the English Channel. The daily routine is just the same. The shop is now open and cigarettes are on sale in the bars at 3/- for 50 players. This is OK for the smokers, wines and spirits are also cheaper – Brandy and Soda 1/-.

Raymond and Malcolm have made friends with some other boys and we see very little of them except at meal times.

There is a dance arranged for tonight, but it is very cold and windy. This is a marvellous ship and the service is wonderful. You don’t need to do a thing for yourself; even your bath is arranged for you. If you need drinks such as orange or lemon cordial you only have to ask your cabin steward to bring it for you and “Hey Presto!” there it is in a jiffy.

This evening we entered the Bay of Biscay, which we all dreaded so much. The Channel was smooth, but we can now feel the roll of the ship as we come out of it. The stewards came and screwed up the portholes in case of rough weather. We have all taken our “Kwells” (sea sickness tablets), and go to bed hoping for the best.
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Friday 13th March 1953

Rockin’, Rollin’&Dancin’!

We awoke to the rocking and rolling of the ship. We had rather a rough time in the night, compared with the previous nights but it wasn’t bad enough to keep us awake. We could hardly keep our feet when we went into the children’s dining room, but luckily not one of us was seasick. So now I believe we are good sailors as we have passed through the Bay of Biscay without being sick!

The morning was beautiful, the sun was shining but the wind was very cold and scarves were still quite fashionable. All we have to do is sit and wait for meal times. Sometimes we walk around the deck three or four times. It makes you feel like goldfish in a bowl.

In the afternoon we rested until 4 pm – light tea, after which a little time spent on the decks brought teatime for Stuart and bed.

After our dinner we had coffee in the lounge and then went into the enclosure to play “Housey – Housey” (Bingo). There were good money prizes, but of course we had our usual luck! We came down from there and made a pot of tea and along with some friends of ours we piled into the boys cabin for tea, cake and marshmallow biscuits, all of which we brought with us.

Then we went to bed and hoped for calm night and day, as it had been rather groggy.

Saturday 14th March 1953

We awoke to a lovely day and went up to the top deck before our breakfast. The air was fresh and the sun warm and it gave us a good appetite for our meal. After breakfast we went on deck with chairs and books and I stayed there for the rest of the morning. Stuart went for his meal at 11.30 and we remained until lunchtime.

After lunch we saw our first sight of land – Portugal. It gradually died away towards teatime.

Teatime found us still on deck basking in the most glorious sunshine. We had left the cold weather behind us and there were quite a number of light dresses and shorts appearing.

A dance had been arranged for the evening and so after dinner we had an hour in the lounge and then went into the dance. A final walk around the deck brought bedtime and once more the end of another day.

Sunday 15th March 1953

It seems to have been rough in the night but the sun is shining again. It didn’t seem possible but we ran into a storm, thunder and lightening after the wonderful sunset last night.

After breakfast finds us once again on top deck which is very breezy this morning. I sit here thinking of those people we have left behind us and wondering just what kind of weather they are having. I wish all those who are near and dear to us were enjoying this lovely time with us.

At about 12 noon the coasts of Tangier, Morocco and Spain came into view. Before an hour had gone we had a good sight as they became nearer and at the same time the dolphins, which are jumping fish, begin to show themselves. You can imagine that after seeing nothing but water for miles there was much excitement. 1.30 pm brought the Rock of Gibraltar. Everyone wanted to see the Rock, and many came from their luncheon before they had finished. This was the end of land again and the ship sails on through the blue waters of the Mediterranean. As the afternoon wore on, the sun just got hotter and hotter.

5.30 pm brought Stuart’s tea time, after which I went down below to the ironing room, where there are two troughs for washing and eight or nine electric irons. There is also a nice wringer. It is a clean airy pleasant room. I washed all the soiled clothes I could find, and put lines across the hold where there was room.

Dinner was a strange meal. There was a very heavy swell on the water and the ship was pitching and tossing. We weren’t quite sure whether the meal was going to stay down or not!

Night brought an eerie feeling. The tossing of the ship went worse and to cap it all we ran into a Mediterranean storm. Believe me, it was awful. We rocked and banged and the thunder and lightning along with the lashing of the water on the portholes, gave us a rather terrifying night. I didn’t sleep at all. We all had visions of the ship turning over, but I suppose that was a mere nothing to the crew.  

Monday 16th March 1953

We had put the clock forward half an hour in the night. Oh what a beautiful morning. Everywhere you turned someone looked quite green, even part of the ship’s crew had been seasick.

Stuart went up to breakfast and joined the seasick throng, and Harry became another member. Luckily I managed to steer clear, but only by a very narrow margin.

Before breakfast I ironed the washing and went into the dining room. There were quite a number of vacant places, but we took our places and had our usual breakfast of stewed fruit, cereal, egg and bacon, potatoes, toast and marmalade. From there we went on deck with a book and blanket to rest until lunchtime. 

The sky looked very suspicious as though we might run into another storm. The weather just here is very unsettled.

At lunchtime I went into the dining room, but the sight of the food was enough for me. I left the table and went to bed for the afternoon. Everyone was in bed and glad to be. We were still tossing plenty, but hoped for a better day tomorrow.

Tuesday 17th March 1953

Thank goodness it is a little better this morning. We went up on deck before breakfast, and then into the lounge where ray played the piano. Harry is still not very good.

The day was cold and we spent it quietly writing letters and reading. We ate well and made up for lost time.

We are looking forward to Wednesday evening, when we hope to dock at Malta. We were instructed to alter our watches by putting them forward thirty minutes at midnight, the same as last night. We all went to bed feeling rather thrilled at going ashore for a little while.

The night was calmer.

Wednesday 18th March 1953

Today will pass very quickly as land is already in sight. There are some small islands around Malta, which we passed. They all looked like large formations of high peaks coming out of the water.

As the day wore on the excitement grew. We were all waiting for 5 pm when we were supposed to land.

As we came up to the beginning of Malta itself we were very thrilled at the sight. You have seen pictures of places in colour and sometimes wondered whether the colours were really true. Well – this was true. The water changed completely to a beautiful shade of green, so clear that you could see the propeller shafts beneath the small boats.

No one seemed able to wait for landing, when an announcement came over the speaker that owing to weather conditions we would anchor for the night outside Malta and dock at 7.30 am in the morning. This was a disappointment to us all, but more so to one couple – a Maltese who was taking his Irish wife and few months old baby to see his family for the first time. However, his family came out in a small boat and were able to see and speak to him.

There was a whist drive at one end of the deck, and at the other end we had a party, games and singing. It passed the night on well.

Bed again, and we hope for good weather tomorrow.

Thursday 19th March 1953




Malta

It is a beautiful morning, the ship started to sail at 6.30 am into Malta Grand Harbour.

Children’s breakfast was brought forward to 7 am and adult breakfast to 7.45 so that we could be ready to land.

We were unable to sail right into the landing stage as our ship was too large, but there were lots of small ships waiting along side of us to take us across. When we got round in the Grand Harbour itself, Malta looked really lovely. Clean stone buildings built high, and sort of palm trees here and there between them.

We waited our turn for a small boat – they were all rowing boats (as usual, Malcolm was missing!). They were spotlessly clean and most of them were ornamented. The fellows were shouting to one another, and it sounded terrible to us, as we couldn’t understand a word.

We arrived over the other side. The sun was shining and the day was hot. We had only two hours to spare so we were rather disappointed at not being able to see more of the interesting places.

It was a Fiesta day. Everyone was going to church, (by the way Malta is a Roman Catholic island). The priests, most of them old, were all over the place, in nearly every street ringing bells and calling the people to church.

The streets were mostly up steps, but we went into the little town of Valletta by means of a lift, at the side of a rock 60 – 70 ft high. It cost us 2d each. We could spend English money, but they weren’t supposed to take an English pound note.

There is no shortage in Malta, but prices for some things are fairly high. Jacob’s Fancy Puff cream biscuits and Cadbury’s chocolate were double the English price. The Easter novelties and eggs were lovely.

If we’d had longer we would have taken a car and gone a tour round the island. However, we found ourselves back on the little boat again and up the steps of the ship in time for children’s dinner at 11.30 am. We sailed at about 1.pm.

A number of Maltese had boarded the ship, and were waving their goodbyes to the people on the landing stage.

In the afternoon we sat with Mavis and Derrick Forest, who belonged to the F.E.T.A.S. Club in Manchester with us. We spent the time chatting.

After 8 pm dinner, we went to the film show (High Noon). We had eaten such a grand meal that I’m afraid I disgraced myself and fell asleep three times during the show, so back to our cabins we went to bed. We put our watches on another half hour at midnight.

Entrance to the Grand Harbour Valletta Malta
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Friday 20th March 1953
Everyone is beginning to feel a little tired after losing the half hours, but there are ten hours to lose up to Brisbane, so we had better get used to it.

It is lovely and calm, and the water is like a pond. I believe there were one or two sharks about yesterday, but I didn’t see them myself.  It is still rather cold, but we have not had breakfast yet, so now break for eats.

Morning was much the same, and about 1 pm the ship started to rock again. Most people were sick. We all went into dinner at 8 pm. We ate a little better and went up on deck.

It had rocked and tossed worse than ever, and some of the portholes had been left open and the water had washed right through and flooded some of the cabins. We had to get busy and take the cases out of one cabin – another cabin had five inches of water, which caused some damage. Although our cabin was wet, we managed to get our things moved out in time.

Everything seems to happen to this ship. After an hour on the deck, following dinner, we went to bed and again hopes for a calmer night.

Saturday 21st March 1953
Tomorrow we hoped to reach Port Said, so we had to be busy getting our mail ready for the post. We have such a lot of letters to write, I am beginning to get muddled up.

It is a little calmer, although it isn’t very warm. We spent the whole of the day up on deck as none of us felt very good.

At night there was a dance. We went in for a while and had quite nice time. After the dance we made our way to the forward dining room where we had tea and sandwiches (tongue and egg).

11.30 am – Something we have just heard of – believe me you learn wrinkles as the days go by! – There has been a rehearsal for a concert today. There are one or two entertainers on board who are getting together to put on a show.

We hope for a nice day tomorrow.

Sunday 22nd March 1953

Fairy Lights & Camels!

I woke at 5.15 am. The ship had stopped and my curiosity got the better of me. I threw on a housecoat and ran up to the deck. It was just beginning to get light. The Pilot had just boarded our ship, and the small ship he came on was a nice sight – lit up with coloured fairy lights.

Already there were small boats making their way over. I went down again and got back into bed. I had knocked at Harry’s door but could not rouse him. I got up again at 6 am and dressed. Harry was up and we both went up.

The ship had moved nearer to the landing stage, but we were not allowed to land. The Egyptian police came aboard, well armed, and the fellows below rowed round in their little boats and began selling their wares. They made a price, and you just kept beating them down until you got the price you wanted.

We bought a feather holdall, complete with zips and locks for 25/-, a handbag for 12/-Leather wallets were 2/6d, with ornamental figures on. A very nice raffia workbasket was 3/-. They send them up in a basket tied with a rope, and you put the money in the basket if you wanted the goods. It was great fun while it lasted.

We sailed again at 1.30 pm, just as we were having luncheon. We went up on deck and sat for a couple of hours. The sun was warm but the wind was bitterly cold and very strong.

We sailed up the Suez Canal, and there is a desert on both sides. There are little towns placed here and there, and the houses are very low huts. I don’t know how some of the Arabs live in such filthy little huts. Some are only made of canvas like a small tent and are dotted here and there on the banks. We passed quite a large town where there were larger buildings, a railway and a ferry. We saw the Arab men and women, also plenty of camels. It is all very interesting.

The rest of the day was much the same. We wrote a few letters home – this is a “must” when we are getting near a Port of Call.

In the evening we spent an hour in the lounge where a crowd of young people were enjoying themselves singing to the playing of an accordion.

Early to bed.

Monday 23rd March 1953
The warm weather has arrived at last, and the shorts and sundresses are coming out. We are nearing the Red Sea and the sun gets hotter. There is still a cool breeze.

We spent the best part of the day up on the top sports deck. Derrick Forest took his gramophone, and we had a musical afternoon. There are quite a lot of deckchairs, but not enough to go round, so we look after one another’s during meal hours.

After our evening meal we had a Mad Hatter Ball. There were many clever hats, and as this particular ship had suffered many misfortunes, there were a good number of skits.

The dance stayed on until midnight, and sandwiches were served in the lounge. We had had wine with our dinner, and I’m afraid I was so tired I fell asleep in the lounge.

The boys took their blankets, and slept up on deck.

Tuesday 24th March 1953
We awoke to a scorching day. The awnings were put up on the top deck and the swimming pool was filled for the first time.

The crew look very nice. They have put away their navy uniforms, and changed into white uniforms and shoes – they look quite dazzling.

I believe we shall be much hotter yet. There have been a large number of Porpoises today. They are large fishes, which seem to come in schools. They swim close to the ship then jump up high out of the water.

In the afternoon I ironed the washing. Although this is one long holiday, these little jobs must be done. Everyone seems to have discarded quite a lot of their clothing, and that makes it much easier.

Most of the young children wonder what has happened to them, as it just gets hotter and hotter. In the early evening when the sun went down, I took Stuart up onto the top deck before putting him to bed. There was a lovely breeze up there and he had a good cooler. There were signs of a very warm night.

After dinner we went to the film show “Lovely to Look At”. The film was rather slow and I fell asleep. Harry woke me up to tell me the film had broken down, so we went out and enjoyed the cool breeze of the evening, the moon and the stars. Everything was nice and peaceful. I thought of those back home, and wondered just what they were doing. I realised that each day was taking us farther away. Our folks were always present in our thoughts.

We went up on the top deck to have a look at the boys. There were half a dozen of them. They had two deckchairs each, and a couple of blankets and pillows. They were quite comfortable so we left them and went to our cabins, which were rather hot and stuffy. I believe this was only a taste of things to come!

Suez Canal


Wednesday 25th March 1953

Apart from it being very hot, we had lost another half hour on the clock, and everyone seemed tired before the day began. We managed to secure a couple of chairs before breakfast. Can you imagine it? The sun bearing down and people sitting around in deck chairs at 7.30 am. As we have already lost three hours, it feels like 4.30 am.

Harry has put on his shorts for the first time. There are some very funny sights in shorts, I can tell you. Tall men with short shorts and small men with long shorts. Everyone realises that the least they have on, the better. A whole week of English summer couldn’t brown you like one hour of this sun. If you can stand it, then it’s very nice.

The boys were up early, and into the swimming bath. We had a cool shower before dressing. The boys are only wearing a pair of shorts. Stuart is looking fine, the trip seems to be doing him good, although none of the children seem to be eating much food today. The hot weather has got them down.

Harry was stood looking over the rails with Frank Alcock and Derrick Forest. They looked so funny I took a snap of the back view.

At 10.30 am instead of the usual beef tea, coffee ice cream was being served to everyone. I believe this is the daily custom from now on.

Every morning we can go into the lounge and read the wireless news from London. This morning we read of the death of Queen Mary.

It has been terrifically hot, and we are looking forward to the cool of the evening.

A light diet and plenty of salt are very essential at this stage of the journey.

We spent a lazy day, and in the evening we had a singsong. The fellow who should have run it had a bad throat, so he asked Harry and me if we would take over. We had a very good time, and everyone seemed to enjoy themselves. After the performance, we tipped the night watchman to get us tea and sandwiches, and went down to bed just after midnight.

Thursday 26th March 1953

Aden by Night
This morning we woke up and the heat in the cabins was terrible, so we hurried to the deck where it was much cooler with a nice gentle breeze.

We spent the morning on deck and after lunch tried to snatch an hour in a chair, as we hoped to go ashore in the evening when we docked at Aden.

We docked at 8 pm. I had been rather busy since Stuart’s tea, writing letters. You see, the mail had to be in by 7 pm and I just couldn’t let the post go without my letters. So far I hadn’t had any news of anyone since we left, and I hoped for some post at Aden.

The post came aboard when we pulled in. We had five letters. I looked hastily through them for my mother’s letter, which wasn’t there. I should have known it was too much to expect her to write so soon, but there was one from Ethel. I knew she wouldn’t fail me. As it was my very first link with home I had a weep and put the rest of the letters away for a little while. There was one from Harry’s Mam, Allan and Eve and one from Emily Bond who was in Mothers house when we left.

By this time we had to make haste and get ashore. Aden at night was not very pleasant. We were allowed ashore from 9 pm to 1 am but I think most people were back long before the stated time.

The shops are all lock ups, like bazaars, and the natives slept outside on the floor. We went into the back streets, which were very dark and not at all pleasant. All the men and boys slept out in the streets along the walls in rows. There were also dozens of goats in the streets. The shopkeepers were all very obliging and would turn the shop inside out for you to buy. The idea is not to pay the first price they ask, but to beat them down a bit.

Things were much cheaper there. Harry bought me a very nice cocktail watch for £2.15s – 15 jewels. Shirts were cheap and white organdie hand embroidered blouses were two for 9/-. If you have plenty of money, this is the place to spend it.

They looked an evil crowd of fellows. It would have been better if we could have gone in the daytime.

We came back on board, and it was just like a Turkish bath in the cabin, so we went up on the top deck. We saw the boys settled down for the night, and then sat at the rails until 2 am. It was nice and cool there.

Quite a number of people had taken their blankets up there and were settling down for the night. By the way, there had been no rain in Aden for 30 years!

Friday 27th March 1953

Thank goodness the day seems cooler. Everyone welcomed this after the heat of the last few days.

As usual, the morning was spent quietly, writing my logbook. We were all very tired after last night’s episode and we didn’t feel like moving around much.

We bought Stuart a small mechanical crane and a novelty snake back from Aden, and he has been sat playing with them all morning.

It is quite a true saying that we see on the adverts “Out of the blue comes the Whitest Wash”. Here the sea is definitely blue and the breakers are pure white. It is not a bit like the sea at Blackpool or even the Isle of Man. In some places it is beautifully green.

In the deck enclosures were Whist Drives and Twenty Questions, but we were so tired we had an early night in bed.

We have put our watches on every night for a week now, so we are well ahead of British Time.

Saturday 28th March 1953

This morning we had a children’s singsong in the forward veranda until 10.30 am. After which we went into the lounge and listened to someone playing the piano.

Routine is much the same. In the afternoon the ship began to rock again. All portholes had to be screwed down again, as the water was coming into the cabins.

We decided in the early evening to sleep out on the deck as one of the boys in Harry’s cabin had been sea sick, and things were not very fresh downstairs.

We made up three beds with chairs, pillows and blankets. The cleaners moved us off at 5.45 am to swill the decks. The deck was almost full and the wind very fresh, but the air was stifling.

Sunday 29th March 1953

Singsong, Orphans and sandwiches!
Everyone looked seedy again this morning. We were better for sleeping out, but I wasn’t too good myself. Although I hadn’t actually been sick, I was very dizzy and headachy. It took me all my time to keep going. However, we had a lazy morning in the breeze, and I had a good sleep for an hour and a half, then a shower and I felt much better. Of course the ship wasn’t rocking by that time.

This trip so far has been most unusual. It is usually rough in the Bay of Biscay, calm in the Mediterranean, and then very hot towards the equator and Colombo. We have had it calm in the Bay, the Mediterranean was a horror and now the breeze is so strong we have not experienced much of the hot weather, which we dreaded.

In the evening we went to a community hymn singing led by a Salvation Army officer. It was lovely, just one and quite full too. The minister on board takes the morning Church of England service. He is going with his family to start a church in Perth. A very nice family.

The Salvation Army officer, along with his wife and two sets of twins are going to New Zealand to be the principals of the Training College for Officers.

Also travelling on this ship is the daughter of Brigadier Warpen, who sailed on the Mooltan on 4th February to be the principal of the Training College at Sydney.

There is also a Roman Catholic Father who is taking a party of orphans to Australia. He takes mass every morning.

After the singsong we went along the deck and found derrick and Mavis Forrest camped out for the night on deck chairs.

We went down for tea and sandwiches, and then to sleep.

Thank goodness the ship was steady.

Monday 30th March 1953

The days are passing quickly now. It was lovely up on deck before breakfast – sunny and a fresh breeze. I sat with a crowd of folks who were going to Morwell Victoria (where Joe Beswick lives) and sewed on press-studs and caught up with my logbook.

There was little change of routine this morning. We had to change our English money for Ceylonese Rupees, ready for docking at Colombo.

The ship had organised a tour by motor coach round the interesting places of Colombo, including lunch at a big hotel. Harry went down to book our seats. We wanted to see as much as we could in the short time we stayed there.

The rest of the day was much the same, only the breeze seemed to lessen and the heat increase. The decks at night are more crowded as the days go by.

Tuesday 31st March 1953

The days are much the same now. We are getting up in the morning wet through with perspiration, and we stay that way all day.

We are rehearsing for a concert to be given on Easter Monday. That finds us something to do, although we are so warm all we want to do is sit and sleep.

The days are beginning to drag a little now. This morning there were children’s sports on deck. All kinds of races with prizes for the winners. Of course Stuart wouldn’t enter for any of them.

We are nearing the Equator now, and the heat is getting worse. We shall just have to grin and bear it.

Wednesday 1st April 1953

Of course we had to be April fooled by the boys this morning. The heat is rising but we still have the breeze, thank goodness.

I have very little to say today. Deck sports, concert rehearsals and iced drinks were about the only things we found to interest us.

There is a German on board. He came up to me and asked me to write down the words to “Aufweidersen” in English, and he would sing it. His home is in Australia, and he has been touring Brazil, Mexico and Rio de Janeiro. He had a bad accident in Brazil, and still has his arm in plaster. He said he was a good entertainer and could build a house with the money he could earn singing in Australia.

As the days go by you can sort the people out better for yourselves. Some think so highly of themselves they don’t even notice you, and others are only to eager for a conversation with someone.

There was a new feature in the evening, “A Scavenger Hunt”. Everyone who entered had to fulfil fourteen obligations. They had either to find something or answer questions, and the first one back won 9/6d. It was all very exciting, but much too hot for me.

We didn’t stay up very late, as in the morning we were going ashore.

Thursday 2nd April 1953

The night had been wickedly hot. We arose, bathed and had breakfast. By that time the ship had stopped and we were waiting orders to go ashore.

Whilst waiting, Malcolm collected our mail. There were six letters again for us.

We went ashore in small white launches. Everything we touched was red hot. As we neared the landing stage the swell was horrible. However, we reached the jetty, and learned that a yard or so away they were loading some goats.

The first person we saw ashore was a Salvation Army officer who had been in Colombo for six years and was going home in a fortnight’s time. We went along until we reached the bus, which was to take us on our tour.

It was a real boneshaker. The seats were red hot. There were three natives on the bus, one to drive, one to guard the door and see you didn’t fall off and one to point out all the places of interest.

Now we know this was going to be good, because he told us in his own language and nobody could understand it! However, the drive was a great treat.

The colours of the leaves and flowers were glorious. We saw the Governor General’s Residence, The House of Parliament and other places of a similar nature. When we had gone a little way, the bus drove into a kind of garden and we found there the Buddhist Temple. Before we were allowed to enter, the natives took off our shoes, and then a guide took us round.

I can hardly tell you how beautiful it was – “The Great Buddha” and “The Buddha to Come”, the glorious perfume of the flower offerings brought by the worshippers and then the worshippers themselves.

When we came out, there was a tip for the guide and a tip for one who put your shoes back on. The sand was red hot and the flies were pests.

We travelled further and eventually came to the Mount Lavinia Hotel where we lunched. This place was marvellous – just like a storybook picture. The gardens were glorious; Gladioli grew 6 ft high in a gorgeous shade of red. At the end of the garden we came to a lovely beach where the native boys were swimming and fishing. The background of rocks and palm trees against the beautiful clear green water was well worth travelling to see.

When we again came out of these beautiful gardens, the small native girls – some with jewels studded in their noses, were constantly pulling us up. Others were crippled and were all begging. The women with bananas and pineapples galore were constantly at us to buy. Fellows were pulling at to look at the jewellery and lace being made. We had had quite enough of it and were glad when the bus set off again.

We managed to get a snap of a boy who had just caught a swordfish and a woman with her bananas and pines.

Off we set again, this time back along a beautiful beach, which, in a way, reminded us of the beginning of the promenade at Lytham St Annes, but the sea in England is nothing compared with anything we have seen on this trip.

We bought fifteen bananas for one Rupee (1/6d) and two pines for one rupee. By the way, I forgot to mention that when at Aden we saw the native boys who dived into the water for sixpences but not for brown pennies, and then they kept them in their cheeks until they could hardly speak.

We got back on the ship just in time for afternoon tea, and did we need it. We couldn’t get back quick enough.

There was very little on in the evening, and we were only too ready for our beds. This is the last bit of land we shall see for nine days, and then we get off.

Friday 3rd April 1953

We are nearing the equator and the heat is rising steadily.

Most of the children had a jet-propelled toy when they went to Colombo and they all decided to play with them as soon as they awoke, so you can imagine what a noise there was.

We ha had another hot night and couldn’t get to the shower quick enough. The boys were still sleeping on deck, and we saw very little of them during the day.

We spent the day leisurely. It was Good Friday, and we had hot cross buns for breakfast. I thought of home and knew they would be having new laid eggs and hot cross buns for breakfast.

In the evening there was a service for all denominations, at which the Roman Catholic Father, Church of England minister, a Baptist minister and the Salvation Army officer all took part. The choir sang the “Story of the Cross”. It was very nice, but the heat was terrific and we were glad when we could go out for a breather. We went up to the sports deck, and ended up in the cabin of the refrigerator mechanic for a chat. It made a nice change.

Saturday 4th April 1953

Scissors, Paste & Police!

Today we crossed the date line, and this was quite a grand occasion. King Neptune arrived at 10.am with the Queen and his full Court. The policemen were there too.

They made a queer procession. Straw skirts and wigs. One was a barber complete with twelve-inch comb, razor and scissors. Another was a doctor who carried an enormous bottle of tonic and a very large spoon about 2ft long. The tonic was coloured water and quinine. One fellow had a big bucket of paste and a white wash brush.

Each victim had a charge against him, and the King gave the order for punishment. Each had to sit on a stool, was given a dose of tonic, had a haircut and then was pasted all over, backwards and forwards, across the face and hair. Then they were tipped head first off the stool into the water, where the policemen were waiting to catch them.

I went in myself for the fun of it, and came out like a drowned rat. I was fully clothed. It took four washings to get the paste out of my hair.

The sun was scorching, and everyone had to wear large hats and sunglasses for comfort.

We were afterwards able to get a Certificate to say we were “Sons and Daughters of Neptune”, and proving we had crossed the International Date Line and had been well and truly ducked.

After that, things went on just as normal, and in the evening we rehearsed for the ship’s concert, which we were to give on Easter Monday.

Later on we went up on to the sports deck and were invited to take supper with the Second Engineer in his cabin. He is a real nice fellow, and incidentally, he is the man who saved the ship when the engine room was flooded out in King Georges Dock, London. He usually goes out on deck and reads bedtime stories to the young fellows who sleep out on the hatches, and sometimes takes a plate of cakes with him. The kids like him a lot.

Easter Sunday 5th April 1953

It’s been a lovely day, spent as easily as possible. I again thought of Easter Sunday at home. The Easter Conventions at the Salvation Army Star Hall and the Easter Day services, which most people would be attending.

Stuart had his Easter egg, which we had brought with us.

In the evening we went to the service and after a few minutes on deck, we retired.

Easter Monday 6th April 1953

The morning was still warm, although we expected it to be cooler.

Things were much the same these days. In the afternoon we had a full dress rehearsal for the concert. After dinner we hurried to dress for the show. It was a huge success. The place was packed out, and it was about 11.20pm when the show finished. We were very tired, but went for some supper before going to bed.

Tuesday 7th April 1953

The morning was certainly cooler. We were busy all the morning as it was children’s day.

I made Stuart a cowboy suit in brown and yellow crepe paper. All the children’s costumes were really good. It was a hard job for the judges to decide the winners.

After the parade there were games and then the party. This was a grand affair. There were bunches of balloons, flags and streamers all round the dining room – it looked a picture. A lovely fancy hat and crackers for each child were on their plates. In the centre of the room was a nicely decorated table with two huge cakes, each bearing the words “Happy Times On The Maloja”. The small cakes were glorious – some were iced and some were like swans. There was some bread baked in the shape of a snake with its head up. Jellies, blancmanges and ice cream were in great demand. There were more adults than children. We had great fun with the balloons.

It had been a hectic day, and at 9.30 pm I was falling asleep, so I had an early night.

Wednesday 8th April 1953

Time is slipping by very quickly now. Today is cooler again.

In the morning we had to think up something for gala Night and Fancy Dress Ball. I made up my mind to be “Monica” the radio schoolgirl character. This meant running about for various bits and pieces, but however I managed it.

There were many very funny costumes that had the place in uproar. The evening dresses were great competition at the Ball.

We went into the main lounge and had sandwiches, cakes and ice cream, and so to bed.

Thursday 9th April 1953

There was a good children’s concert given in the morning.

In the afternoon we did a little towards packing up, and then changed our English silver for Australian.

After tea there was a classical concert given by the two main snobs of the ship. There are many classes of people on the ship, and you can get on with most of them, but you always find those who will not look at you or speak to you, but you don’t have to let them get you down.

The topic this evening was the carry on last night. We heard that it was gala Night indeed for some. The captain and First Officers of the ship had played a lovely game, pouring ginger beer over one another’s heads! These are, of course, the kind of rumours one hears on a ship.

We played Komboli, or Housey Housey (Bingo), for an hour and then ended up having a singsong until after eleven, and that was another day.

Friday 10th April 1953

We arose to a lovely sunshine. We are quite close to Australia now, and the sun is lovely. If it’s like this when we land, we shall be satisfied.

We wrote letters before breakfast and afterwards packed most of our cases.

We spent the rest of the morning on the sports deck in the sunshine. We had lunch and rested in the lounge, and more writing.

I finished off the packing. We were all wondering what awaited us.

We spent the rest of the day fairly quietly, and in the evening we went into the lounge for the last time. It seemed strange that we would all be miles away by next day.

We went to bed fairly early as we had to be up at 5.30 am.

Saturday 11th April 1953

Australia at last!

Well the day had arrived and with it glorious sunshine. 

Australia at last. It seemed at times as though we would never reach it.

At 6 am we had to queue up to go before the doctor, and then the Immigration officer. He told us that arrangements had been made to get us to Albany.

When we docked, the Salvation Army Officer from Fremantle came aboard and informed us that we were to go right away by car. We were hurried through the Customs without any trouble and then we were free to go on our way. We cannot speak too highly of the Salvation Army for all their help.

Saying goodbye to the friends we had made on the ship was strange. It seemed as though we had known them for a long time.

However, we met Mr Formby at the dockside, he was a member of the Salvation Army in Albany. He had especially come all the way to Fremantle in his own car so that he could drive us all the way to his home where we were to stay until our cases arrived.

First we went round Perth, which is a very nice city, but very hot. We went into King’s Park, which is the national park. The view of Perth was excellent. From there we had lunch with some friends of Mr Formby’s and then over 250 miles of road through the Bush.

At one part we drove through a bush fire (not a big one though). It took six hours to reach his home, where Mrs Formby had a very nice meal waiting for us.

She made us very welcome, and I must say they are a real grand family.

This was journeys end, but it was too dark to see any of Albany. 

However, that is another story and here ends my small logbook on our “Journey To Australia”.

Part Two

Albany

First Impressions – April 1953

Albany itself is like a little bit of heaven tucked away in a corner, miles away from anywhere.

Perth is the central city, the largest city in the Western State of Australia, and Albany is 250 miles by road out of Perth. It is surrounded by  two ranges of hills, one, the  Stirling ranges, and the view from Mount Clarence covers the whole of the town on one side, and the sea on the other.

It possesses a very fine harbour, which could, in years to come, be one of the finest of harbours. At the moment they are working on it, but it takes quite some cash to accomplish what they have set out to do, and at the moment they are not wealthy enough.

Shopping 

There are only two main shopping streets. – York Street and Stirling Terrace. Each shop sells mostly everything – biscuits and chocolate can be even found in most of the greengrocers.

No matter which way you travel from these two streets, you will come to beautiful scenery. 

Bush and Beaches
Ten minutes on a bus or about forty-five minutes leisurely walking will bring you to a lovely little beach – Middleton Beach. Here, the young folk, and the older ones too in the summer, come for a dip after their days work is finished.

A little further round the bend, and past the Natural Golf Links, there is another beach – Emu Point. The view from here is very lovely. The sand is white and the water is pale green and very clear. Boating and fishing here is quite a common practice.

Just two miles out of town brings you into Bush Country, and along the King Road brings you to the King River and the Kalgon River. The natural beauty and colouring is always a pleasure to see.

The Australian trees and country is very unlike the English. There are so many  different kinds of trees. Of course, we have arrived in the wintertime, and do not see it at its best.

The roads are brown, stony, dust roads – real Australian roads, and are hard on the wear and tear of motor tyres.

Twenty miles or so away is a grand place, one of the nicest, most peaceful beaches you could ever wish to see – Nanarup. It is for all the world like a picture postcard come to life. These are the only beaches we have seen so far, but I believe there are many more quite close.

Houses, Washing & Cooking

In every street or road you see trees of some description. It is the usual custom here for the people to buy a piece of land where they would like to live and then either build their own house, or get someone to build one for them. Some build of weather board, some of asbestos, some of stone and some of brick, or brick foundations and whatever they fancy for the top. Most of them are painted cream or stone or pastel colours. Some roofs are tiled and some are corrugated iron. The houses are all bungalow type, and all possess a bathroom and shower, also a separate laundry. These are quite a good idea. There is a copper built in with brick, like we used to have at home years ago, and a double washing trough, that is two troughs side by side, very deep and a top for each. They are right next to the copper so that washing is made quite easy. It isn’t everyone who has a wringer, the folk just put the washing on the line and it dries sometime. The air is clean and bright, and the clothes always smell very fresh. Washing here is never a trouble.

There are electric washers here, and electric cookers too, but most people can’t bother with them. There is no hot water in the houses. The cooker is a wood stove. By this I mean a metal stove made for wood burning. It is fitted into the kitchen fireplace. They are very nice – green, or blue and cream enamel with a chrome top. You can have half a dozen pans on the top and also cook inside with the same burning of wood.

Coal is out of the question. Wood is bought by the load £2 for a small load which lasts a few weeks, and everyone has to learn to swing the axe.

Lifestyle, Education and the Great Outdoors

It is a very easygoing place. No hurry and no bustle. Everyone is known to everyone else. The bus drivers say “Good Morning Mrs so and so…”, calling them by name. There are only a few buses here, and the fare is very expensive. It is a private firm and they have to give up to the Government 4d out of every fare. Even the buses don’t hurry. I have yet to see one going at any speed.

There are three schools. One is the infant school, which ranges from six years to about ten. Then the next from ten to about twelve and then the State High School where all the children go to finish off. Following that they can go for a free scholarship to the Perth University.

The young people here live a grand outdoor life. I believe in the summertime they have a barbecue. That is, they go into the Bush (a whole crowd of them), light a big fire then bring out their billy and brew up. Then they each produce the eats – a juicy steak, a pound of sausages or chops, which are stuck on the end of a stick, which they just pick up from anywhere and put it into the fire. When they come out black then they are done enough, and I am told they taste gorgeous, I have yet to try it for myself.

Climate

The climate here they tell me is the finest in the whole of Australia. Never too hot in the summer and never too cold in the winter. The winters are more wet than cold. When it rains it simply throws it down, but after the shower the sun comes out again. I don’t think there are many days even in winter when you don’t see the sun. After the rain the sun shines and everything looks fresh and lovely.

Medical, Pets and Transport

There is no free medical treatment here. It costs 15/- to see a doctor and you pay for medicine on top of that. So it pays to be healthy. If you are a hospital patient it is one guinea (£1 1s 0d) a day, and you pay for the operation.

At night the air is filled with noises of frogs and crickets, and in the morning the sounds of the birds in the trees. There are lovely little robins, wagtails and “Kookaburras”, or laughing birds.

Some people have a pet lamb to keep the lawn tidy. They say it is cheaper than a lawn mower! Some have a kangaroo for a pet.

Most people own a vehicle of some sort. You very rarely see anyone walking.

There is a church here for every religion,  so everyone can settle down quite happily as long as they don’t crave for the city and its bright lights.

If you have your own home and your own car, then Albany is just the job!
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