Our Trip from England to Sydncy
, by May Flinter
(to whom, we do not know, but it appears to be someone she worked with in Bath, England)

Well, T thought I'd just let you know about the ship, what we did, and my impressions of the different potts
of call and, of course, Australia.

We (my mother, Basil and myself) arrived at Southampton on Friday, 11 October (1946) at approximately
3:30 pm, and shared a raxi to the docks with a lovely girl of 21, called Olive Clatk, who was travelling alone to
Melboutne to get married (the ship was carrying a lot of English girls who had cither married, or were going
to marry, Australian servicemen). I mention Olive because Olive and | became like sisters during the voyage,
and we all liked her so much | hope we shall always be able to keep in touch.

We had to wait in a queue for an hour to get our papers, ctc. examined, and then we were on board ar last.
Were we excitedr First of all we went to look for our baggage, and there we saw Olive and helped her find
hers, and from then on, Olive was always with us, and she and | were inseparable. Incidentally, it wasn'r until
we wete looking for our baggage that we noticed luggage labelled Cape Town, and realised that we were
going that way instead of the usual roure through the Suez Canal. I was delighted, as 1 have been through the
Suez Canal, but never to Cape Town. Also, this meant that the voyage would take 8 wecks, instead of 4,
which was grand.

Now I'll try to describe the ship to you. The "ASTURIAS" is a 22,000 tonner, and there were 1700
passengers and 450 crew on board, so you can imagine the size of her. She was sunk by the Germans in 1942
and subsequently refloated by the British government, and this was her first journey since being refloated, so
that everything was clean and newly painted, and all the cutlery, crockery and linen, etc. was brand new,
which was very nice. There were six decks, A to I. A Deck was called the Boat Deck, and that's where the
'Bridge’ was, which was out of bounds to everyone except the Captain and crew. Next to it was the Deck
Tennis court, where we speat most of the day playing. Also on this deck was a beautiful lounge, where they
had the ship's concerts and otganised games of lotto, or housey-housey, as it is somerimes called, There was
also a children’s nursery with lovely toys and swings and a trained nurse to look after the children, and also
there was the wireless room, and plenty of room on the decks for lounging on deck chairs.

Up above A Deck there was a tiny deck near the funnel where we used to spread the rug and go to sleep or
tead in the sun when it was too hot to play games. Sometimes we used ro play the gramophone there too and
had lovely imes. B Deck was the main promenade deck, and there they had all sorts of games; shuffle-board,
deck quoits, table tennis, erc. It was an extremely wide and beautiful deck, and most of the people sal there
in deck chairs, as it was covered over and kept cool, whereas A Deck was open to the sun. Also on B Deck
was another beautiful lounge, where we used ro write letters and play cards. In the lounges they served
romato juice and iced drinks at 5d (five pence]) per glass.

‘The Bar (which sold cigarcttes and served soft drinks only, as strong drinks were not allowed) was also
located on B Deck, as were the Officers' Recreation Room, the Ladies' Recreation Room, the Library, and
the Cinerna Room, which was also used as the ballroom. ‘There were a few cabins on B Deck, but not many.
C, D and E Decks are where most of the cabins were. C Deck also contained the Purser's Office, the
Canteen (which sold anything in the way of sweers, chocolares, cigarettes, tinned malk, tinned fruit,
toothpaste, combs, make-up, perfume, nail varnish and all sorts) all for half as much as they cost in England.
The barber and ladies' hairdresser were also located on C Deck, while the front patt of C Deck contamed
some of the crew's quarters. The back part (stern) of the ship on the deck was as far as you could go, and we
used to stand there and wartch the waves lashing up in rough weather and we could sce the other end (bow)
of the ship come night out of the warter and then go in again and almost seem to go under, and we would rock
as if we were on a see-saw. It was a woderfully exhilasating feeling and I always loved it, standing over the
railing with the spray flying into our faces.

D Deck was where mummy and my cabin was, and next to us there were the crew's quatters, and we used to
hear them playing the gramophone untl quite late at night. It was quitc fun. The engine room was also on
out (D) deck, and we had a good look around the engine room one day. It was awfully hot there and it made
me feel dizzy, a5 you had to climb up and down ladders with a sheer drop below. [ didn't dare look down.
Also on D Deck was the Shop, which sold the same sort of things as the Canteen did, except that it did not



sell tinned foods. Our cabin was very nicely placed next door to the ironing room, and only a few steps away
from the bathrooms and showers, and just two flights of stairs down to the dining room. Basil and Olive
were both on E Deck, as were Olive's and my boyfriends (all of them!). F Deck is where the two dining
rooms were, and also where the troops’ accommodation was. Fach deck had lots of bathrooms and showers
and ironing rooms, but there were so many of us that we had to book the iron two days ahead, and then
could only use it for half an hour at a time. We also had to book our baths, and the only dme | could fit mine
in was at 6:45 every morning.

Meals were divided into two sittings; one was breakfast at 8 a.m., lunch at 12 noon and dinner at 6 p.m. The
other was breakfast at 8:45 a.m., lunch at 1:00 p.m. and dinner at 7:00 p.m. We were the first sitting, and
mummy, Basil, Olive and I sat togethet at one table, with six other people. The food was plenriful, but very
badly cooked and tasteless. However, we were thrilled to be able to have as much as we wanted (after the
long years of wartime Iingland) and to have real white bread and lots of butter! Incidentally, we could buy as
many chocolates as we wanted {no rationingf) and, on top of the dozens of bars we used to buy ourselves
every day, our boyfriends used to buy Olive and me a box each every three days. Sweets were still rationed
{to one tin per person per week) as were cigaretres (150 per person per week), the cost being five shillings for
both the sweets and the cigarettes together. Wasn'r that wonderfully cheap? About 4d (four pence) for 10
cigarettes. Actually, I could have had Olive's, mummy's and two other people's sweet/cigarette ration cards,
but I didn't need them because T was always smoking my various boyfriend's cigatettes as they wouldn't ler
me smoke my own, so | was well away. I forgot to mention that we could buy any amount of soap and soap
flakes, which was useful.

The cabins were not too bad. There were cight in cach, and mummy and 1 shared a bunk (mumsmy had the
top and 1 had the bottom). We were nearest the porthole, which was very nice, as it was cooler there.
Nearing Cape Town, and after that until we reached Australia, we had to have the portholes closed most of
the time, as the water rose so high that it would have come into the cabin, it was so rough. | thought T would
be sick, but I was as right as rain the whale journey and, in facr, adored the rough weather much more than
when it was calm. We were rather cramped for space in the cabin, and we were only allowed a small locker
each, and there was a small wardrobe divided into four sections, and we were allowed half a section each, <o
that we had to keep most of out clothes in cases, as # result of which the clothes got hornbly creased.
However, we didn’t mind, and we had a lovely group of people in our cabin, and we all got on famously.

Afternoon tea (with a bun) was served on B Deck at 3:30 p.m., but you had to stand ages in a queue, so our
cabin (who had all taken it in tum to buy milk, sugar, tea and biscuits) used to make our own tea in the cabin.
We always invited Olive and our boyfriends, and sometimes Basil and his friends, to tea, but Basil and his
crowd didn't come more than once or twice, because they were always busy doing other things and, in fact,
we very tarely saw Basil at all, except at meal imes. Ar 6:30 every morning, the steward used to collect our
tea pot, which we left just inside the doot, and make the tea for us and leave it by the door, and then we used
to take it in turns to serve the tea; this also happened at bedtime. T never used to have tea, but | did join in
the conversation. We also used to invite another lady into the cabin {she joined s every day for afternoon
tea, which we made ourselves as the steward was otherwise occupied at that time of day) and she was a
fortune teller and a very uncanny person too; but more about her later.

Incidentally, the "Astunas" is supposed 1o be the most luxurious troopship thete is, and I can well believe it
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You really couldn't believe you were not in a city, except that there was water all around vou.
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When we eventually set sail, 1t was ar 2 p.m. on Saturday, 12 October 1946 (Sylvia's 25th birthday) and | must
admit that as we saw Southampton fade into the distance, I had quite a lump in my throat, especially as we
were leaving Sylvia behind, Even now I sometimes get a longing to be back in England, especially to see all
my friends again. While we sailed out, Basil took picrurcs of the Queen Maty and Queen Iilizabeth, which
were docked near us. On the previous evening {Friday) Basil had also taken some pictures of the two
"Queens" all lit up. We had some very funny looking passengers on board, and some who were really nor
quite sane, and also there were a great many old people who didn't like the trip a bit, but for the younger
people, it was a heavenly trip. I enjoyed every moment of it. We also had quite a few distinguished
personalities on board, including Ronnic James, the Empire Lightweight boxing champion who was coming
out to Sydney to fight Australia’s champion, Vic Patrick. Ronnie James was travelling with his wife and small
son, and his manager, Johnny Phillips, a very nice person who, incidentally, called me over to him one day
and before I knew what was happening, kissed me! Ile's training Ronnie just near us at Sydney, and he's



coming over to have dinner with us (at Elizabeth Bay) one night. They are all very charming people, and
Ronnie James is most unaffected and pleasant, and used to let us warch him training and shadow boxing, and
used to play games with us. Johnny Phillips was in charge of the ship's Entertainments and Spotts
Committee, which organised all sorts of things. The Committee arranged Deck Tennis and Quoits and Table
Tennis competitions at which Basil won some money. He came first in the Men's Doubles Deck Tenais,
which won him 25 shillings.

The Committee also used to run lotteries by selling tickets for you to guess the distance the ship had travelled
per day, and Basil won quite a bit of money on this. Basil and mummy also won about three pounds during
the trip at "housey-housey” and T won five shillings because | didn't play much. The Commirtee also
artanged for three race meetings in the Cinema Hall, which I went to with Olive and our best boyfriends,
Stan and Eric (Eric was mine). The races were gear fun, and very exciting. Six passengers, carrying toy
horses, ran round the course according to what they were told to do. The idea was for two people to throw
dice (one each) and if the fiest person threw 5 and the second person threw 2, that meanr that horse number
five was to advance two steps, Sometimes they came to obstacles, which meant they had to start again, and it
was most exciring. The betting was quite heavy, and people won and lost some money at it. | won 25
shillings altogether and Basil won quite a bit too. Stan and Eric won two pounds ten shillings each and Olive
won ten shillings. Tickets were one shilling each, and it was according to what the odds were on the horses
that you knew how much you had won. Stan and Eric won mote because they each bought a horse for ten
shillings, and their horses won, which gor them twearty-five shillings straight off, plus their bertings later on.
Six races were run at each meeting, and we had three mectings, which we all thoroughly enjoyed.

Dances were held quite often, and we had a lovely time ar them, although it was very crowded. We also had
quite a number of pictures, but the sound was bad, Anyway, [ saw "Going my Way," "Blythe Spirit," "Whire
Cliffs of Dover" and something clse, but I can't remember now what it was called. Towards the end of the
journey they organised a children's party and fancy dress ball, and also 2 grown-ups' fancy dress ball. Tt was
great fun to see some of the costumes. | went as a pack of cards, wearing a white dress with cards sewn all
over it and a crown of cards, and Eric went as a Mexican. Olive was Stardust, with a lovely pale blue dress
and stars and moons and spangles sewn all over it, and Stan went as a pirare. ©uai whole cabin dressed up as
various things and we all had a very happy time. Cie of the ladies in our cabin was very fat and jolly and had
long black hair. We plaied it and put a blanker over her shoulders and a doll in the blanket, and she went as
an Indian Squaw. How everyone laughed. She was so fat and looked a typical squaw, and as we all paraded
around, everyone roared with laughter at her walking along with the doll bobbing up and down behind her.
She was a real sport. We also had two ship's concerts, as well as a concert given by the crew, and all of them
were a great success. Basil and his pals and six Canadian officers (who were going to Cape Town) dressed up
as bathing belles and caused shricks of hughter and ended up by kissing all the ship's officers and the
Captain, who were in the front row, and smearing them with lipstick. [t was n:all) funny. Community singing
was also organised at times, which was good fun. There was a lovely gtand piano in the A Deck loungc, and
Basil used to play sometimes. The ship was fitted all over with loud speakers, as there were so many
passengers that it would have been impossible, without them, to contact anyone in a hurry, So, all da) long,
messages of importance were being announced over the loudspeakers. Also, if anvbody was wanted at the
Purser's office for any reason, or the doctor was needed, or anything else, people could easily be contacted.
Incidentally, there was a hoqmal on B Deck. Sometimes they uséd to relay music over the loudspcakcrs as
well as announcing what entertainments were on for the day.

Before I tell you roughly how we spent the day, I'll tell you something about Olive., She was going to marry a
Greek fellow in Mclbourne, whom she knew when she was i Australia during the war. They fell in love, and
as he was already married, and she 21 and he 42, her parents didn't like it, so they rook her home to England,
as she was only 20 then. When she was 21, her boyfriend wrote to say he was getting a divorce, and sent her
the passage money, so she was going to join him. We saw him at Melbourne, and thought he looked a
horrible type, Thank goodness I heard from her thar things weren't what she thought they would be, and she
didn't think she would marry him after all, but may come to Sydney to work, which I hope she does, as it will
be marvellous to have her here. Stan (her on-board boyfriend, and a lovely person) is in love with her and
she likes him a lort, and he's only 27, so I hope that they will get together in the end, as they are both lovely
people. Eric, unfortunately, 1s mamcd bur not bappﬂv, although he's always nice sbout his wife, but she
never wrote to him or sent him a telegram once throughout the journey, and she didn't go to meet him,
which struck me as being very funny. It's a pity about him, because we were both very fond of one another,
but you never know what may yet happen.



‘This is generally how we spent the day. 1 was called by the bathroom steward at 6:45 a.m. and went for my
bath. By the time I was ready for breakfast, it was 7:30, at which time | used to walk a mile around the deck,
cither by myself or with any of the others who got up alse, but as a rule, they were all too lazy. T had
breakfast at 8 a.m., and after breakfast Olive and I used to go and sunbathe on A Deck and read or sleep or
listen to the gramophone. After we got friendly with the boys (Stan and Eric), which was after Cape Town,
they used to join us too. At about 11 a.m., we used to go to any of the lounges and write a few letters or play
cards untl lunch at midday. After lunch we used to go straight up to the deck teanis court {otherwise it was
so crowded you had to wait ages to get a cour, as there were only two courts and everyone liked to play).

We used to spend the whole aftemoon rhere, playing and sunbathing between games when others were using
the courts, and at 3:30 p.m. we retired to the cabin for tea and 4 chat. We were usually finished by 4:15 p.m.
and used to then go on deck to play the other games (deck quoits, table tennis, etc.) uadl 5:15 p.m., at which
ame we girls got ready for dinner.

At 5 o'clock they broadeast the arrangements for the evening, and we then got dressed for whatever it was
that we wanted to do (dancing, races, housey-housey, etc.). There were usually three dances a week, a race
meeting a fortnight, pictures {twice a week in the evening and one matinee a week) and usually housey-housey
every night unless the lounge was needed for other entertamment. Whatever entertainment we went to, it
used to be over ar 11 p.m. and we'd all have a cup of tea in the cabin, after which the others would go to bed
while Olive, Stan, Fric and | would go for a walk and sing-song on deck, and usually stayed there, either
sitting in the breeze on deck chairs or leaning over the rail. It really used to be most romantic, with nothing
but sea and sky around vou. We used to go to bed at abour 2 o'clock, and I had to sneak into the cabin in the
dark so as not to disturb anyone.

Now for the ports of call. We left Southampton at 2 p.m. on Saturday, 12th October (1946}, and our first
port of call was Las Palmas (Canary Islands), which we reached on Wednesday, 16th October (the day they
hanged the war criminals and Heath). By the way, there was a super looking fellow on board who looked like
Heath, and we got on fine together, but he was too shy. Anyway, for the first stage of rhe journey, we palled
up with five young guvs who were going to Ascension Island, sent there by the British government to work
for 18 months at the Cable and Wireless station there. We also palled up with Basil's {riend Les, an Australian
from Canberra who was returning to Australia afrer 2 six month holiday in England. Anyway, Olive and 1,
Basil, Les and the five other guys decided to go around Las Palmas together. We were most excited when we
arrived at the dock, but we were told that we would have to wait and see whether the authoriries would ler us
disembark, as there was typhoid fever on the island.

While we were waiting to hear whether we could disembark, we spent the time battering with the local
inhabitants on the quayside. There were dozens of them lined up on the wharf, with their wares spread out
in front of them. T bought a dozen bananas and oranges, and Olive bought silk stockings (fully fashioned) ac
ten shillings a pair. Ar last we heard we could disembark, so off we trotted. We bought picture postcards at a
shilling a packet of twelve (they wanted four shillings at first). I wanted a lovely bracclet and they wanted a
pound for it, so I pretended I didn't want it and walked away, at which they ran after me, begging me to buy
it for whatever I waated to pay, within reason, so | gave them five shillings. | also bought a lovely pair of
pearl ear-rings (for three shillings, instead of ten shillings) and we bought mummy a beautiful pale blue silk
scarf as a peace offering, because we annoyed her by saying we were going off on our own instcad of with
het, Anyway, she went off with the others in our cabin. We got mummy's scarf for ten shillings (knocked
down from twenty-five shillings) and, for a box of cigarettes, Olive got a sttaw beach hat and handbag to
match. Cigarettes would buy anything there. Children followed us around, begging for fag ends, and we had
to hide our cigarettes ot we would have been mobbed.

The weather was very hot. Las Palmas is, in fact, not a very healthy place. Everything was dusty and struck
me as being very dirty. Anyway, we wouldn't eat anything there. 'The women are very beautiful; dark and shm
and very nicely dressed, but they also look as if they don't wash much. The men are awful. They hang around
street corners and stare so much that they seem to look right through you. They are proper dagos, with sleek
oily hair and darting shifty eyes. It wasn't safe to walk about on your own, as they hate the English. We had a
look around the dock atea, but didn't go into the city, as we were hungry and decided to return to the ship for
tea and dinner and go to the city in the evening, which we did. The party comprised Olive, Basil, Les and
myself and four of the boys who were going to Ascension, the fifth one having a gitl friend to take out.
Anyway, the eight of us gor a taxi from the docks. All the taxis are beautiful here, as they arc in Cape Town.
They are Bentleys, Chryslers, Humbers and real nice cars. The taxi took us to town and back (18 miles in all)



and waited for us for two hours at The Fronton (the night club we went to) and only chatged us five shillings
each, which I think was very good. We had a lovely time there, and Basil danced with onc of the senoritas
after asking her mother's permission in deaf and dumb language. They finally understood him and let her
dance, but her escort wasn't too pleased. We had to be back on board by 10 o'clock and we pulled out during
the night. Incidentally, they had wonderful tocless and heelless sandals in dozens of beautiful styles at only
fifteen shillings a pair, but I coulda't get any, as 1 didn't go with mummy, and she had all the money. Was |
wild!!

Well, life continued as usual until Ascension, where we arrived on Tuesdsy, 22nd October. What an island!
It was only a few square miles in size, and all voleanic rock. Nothing green growing there; in fact, nothing but
barren soil and bare rock. Ascension is so small and rocky, the ship had to anchor guite a distance out and
had to use its small boats to get those who were getting off onto shore. Of course, we couldn't get off; only
those passengers who were disembarking there were able to do so. Ascension is where they first imprisoned
Napoleon, but it is such a dreadful place they decided it was too bad even for him, so he was transferred to
St. Helena, and everyone knows what a tersible place that is. The poor guys who were getting off there were
disconsolate, especially as there were very few white people on the island, and no unmarried white girls. We
were leaning over the tail waving goodbye to them and thinking how lovely and calm and green the water
was, and how lovely to have a swim, when we suddenly noticed dozens of fins all over the place and realised
the place was infested with sharks. We saw lots of dolphins and porpoises close to, but we only saw the
shark's fins to begin with until, all of a sudden, one of the sharks came right alongside the boat. The water
was so clear, you could see through it, and [ can assure you it was 2 wonderfully interesting, though rather
horrible, sight to see the shark rumn over and open its ugly jaws. What teeth it had, and it was about twelve
feet long. Imagine falling overboard! We all thought that some of the children might fall overboard, they
were so adventurous, and there were so many close shaves but, thank goodness, nothing happened. Actually,
though, five peaple did die on the ship, which wasa't too pleasant. They wete all old people who apparently
found the strain of wartime travelling too much, poor dears. Apart from them, the Purser also died,

Well, after Ascension, Olive and I palled up with some boys who were going to Cape Town, and Basil palled
up with five lovely girls who were coming to Australia to get married. Eric (who, incidentally, was longing o
meet me from the first day of the journey, but didn't know how to approach me) palled up with Basil,
knowing he was my brother, and got him to introduce me. It was quire refreshing 1o have someone nice like
that, who didn't like to appear to be just picking me up, Unfortunately, though, we didn't get together until
the day we left Cape Town. Thad been going around with another Eric, whom I didn't like very much, so T
went with his pal Ted, who was a very nice lad, and we got on famously. Olive and I, Ted, Eric and three of
their pals, formed 4 little group and we spent a lot of time playing cards (poker, sevens, solo) and | lost quite a
bit of money. By the end of the journey, Olive and 1 were expert card players and gamblers, but only on a
small scale!

On Monday, 28th October, dawned the great day of our artival at Cape Town, by far one of the loveliest
ports of call at any time. We arrived eatly in the morning, and it was a magnificent sight to see Cape Town's
great mountain, Table Mountain. It stretches for miles, and is completely flat like a rable top. Sometimes its
top is covered with snow, and then they call it the "tablecloth.”" We saw it with and without the "tablecloth”
during our two-and-a-half day stay there. I can't tell you how wild everyone went at Cape Town. It was our
first real opportunity to escape from wartime England; to eat and shop to our heart's content (South Africa,
like Australia, never experienced the austerity that England went through) and we all made the most of it.
The first thing we did was to go to Cape Town's biggest store and order meringues and Strawberry Delight,
followed by Banana Split. The menu was a mile long with good things to eat. The shops were laden with
food and clothes, and the children gloried in the thousands of different assortments of sweets and chocolates.
You could get everything you wanred at Cape Town, and not a single thing is rationed or in short supply, and
hasn't been either during the war. 1 bought a lovely peasant skirr and mummy bought some nylons for
seventeen shillings and sixpence. Unfortunately, I dida'e think T could afford so much for stockings, which
I'd ladder afrer wearing them about twice, so I didn't get any. On the first evening at Cape Town, one of the
ladies in our cabin invited the whole cabin and Olive to dinner with her. We went to the Del Monico, the
nightclub of Cape Town, and we had a gorgeous view from the balcony where we were sitting, and we could
look down onto the band playing below us. We started off with a cherry brandy all round, then had hors
d'ocuvres, followed by an enormous piece of steak {about two inches thick and well done) with rwo fried eggs
on top and fried tomatoes, chips, peas and beans. [ was nearly popping by then, but we carried on with an
enormous ice cream with meringue, and a white lady cocktail to drink, and then coffee, and all this (including



the drinks) came to under five shillings a head. Everything is dirt cheap. We all bought fruit and biscuits and
sweets to take back to the ship, and also drinks. We bought cherry brandy at six shillings and ninepencc a
bottle, sherry at seven shillings and sixpence, gin and whisky at three shillings a bortle each, and brandy ar ten
shillings a botde. As vou can imagine with it being a "dry" ship, everyone loaded themselves with drink and
took it down ro their cabins, and for the rest of the journey we wete all having glorious drinking parties, and
quite a few people got drunk.

We spent the second day cating and shopping again, and then went to lunch at another very good hotel, The
Waldorf, and had a marvellous meal there for under five shillings a head. We ordered chicken salad and got
neatly a whole chicken cach. In the afternoon, Stan bumped into us in town and got to speaking terms, and
he invited Olive and me and all our cabin to tea up in the mountains, We took a bus to the Botanical
Gardens right near Table Mountain, and it was a very beautiful drive through the mountainous surroundings,
and you could feel it getting colder and colder as we progressed further up rhe mountamn, We had tea at a
little tea room there, and a happy time was had by all. In the evening we went to the Del Monico for another
feed, and the next morning we just had time to dash to Stuteafords for another ice-cream sundae before being
on board at 11 a.m., when we left Cape Town, very reluctantly. 1 shall never forget the wonderful time we
had thete. For the rest of the journey we had as much food and drink as we required. Incidentally, I have
pictures of all the members of our cabin, and Stan, Eric and Olive, and also of the Waldorf, Del Monico,
Stuttafords, the Botanical Gardens and others besides, and when Basil can develop and print them, T will send
you some of them, if you'd like me to.

After Cape Town we had a ten day stretch before touching land ar Iremantle, our first Australian port.
However, I didn't mind thar, as 1 met Eric the day we pulled out of Cape 'l'own and those ten days were
among the happiest of my life. We had such fun together. He got me out of my silly self-conscious ways by
making me play games and dance and take no norice of other people. This did me the world of good. Olive,
Stan, Eric and T were a regular foursome during this ime, and people thoughr that Olive and T were going to
get married to Stan and Eric. Anyway, we just had a real lazy time until we reached Fremante on Monday,
11th November (1946), although the weather after we left Cape Town was very rough and cold, the cold (it
was really quite wintry for a few days) being due to the fact that, in order to maintain our speed (which he
couldn't do in the rough seas) the Captain took the ship further south {closer to Antarcrica) than the ship
would normally have gone. You could tell how cold it was because previously we had seen sharks, which
inhabit warm tropical waters, but after Cape Town we saw only whales, which inhabit the coldest regions.
However, we played games and kept warm.

I tnust say we had a very bad introduction to the wonderful land of "suany" Australia, about which all the
Australians on board had been telling us all the ime. When we arrived at Fremantle, it was pouring, and
there was a rerrific gale, and we heard that there was a transport and electricity strike on, so we spent about
twenty minutes walking in the fain and peering into darkened shops, some of which were open and selling
thpags by candle light. We bought some fruit and biscuits and rerurned to the ship in disgust. Incidentally,
the strikes are one of the really bad points about Australia. Withour any exaggeration I can say that there is a
threatened strike about once a week, and a real strike about once a formight. After we had been in Sydney
about a month, we had a gas strike, and now there is a transport strike as well as meat and milk strikes, and so
it goes on. However, life goes on as usual, and the strikers generally get their own way after not too long 2
tme.

We left Fremantle early the next morning (Tuesday, 12th November) and arrived at Melbourne on Sunday,
17th November. The night before we got there, we Sydneyires gave a party to the Mclbourneites, which
included Olive, Stan, Eric and two of the ladies from our cabin. We had a gorgeous time. We had loads of
good things to eat, and we had a sing-song and made speeches, cte. We sat on A Deck ina sheltered corner
on deck chairs and rugs. The party started at 8 p.m-and broke up at about 2 a.m., and a very happy time was
had by all, although it was a rather sad time too as, by this time, we had all grown so attached, after being so
close to one anothet for neatly five weeks. After we bade a sad farewell to Olive and Stan carly on Sunday
morning, Eric (who had to wait overnight to catch 4 train to Adelaide) rook mummy and me around
Melbourne. It was a lovely warm and sunny day (despite dire predictions by our fellow Australian passengers
that Melbourne weather was dreadful; that it was always raining there) and we had a grand time, although
(being a Sunday) nearly all the shops were closed. Anyway, we had to be back on board at 3 p.m., and Eric
came back with us and had a cup of tea and a final char with me, and then he had to go off at 3:30 p.m. and
he waved us off as we left at 4 p.m. Did I cry? Thar cvening, and the rest of the voyage (that is, the next day,
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/ Monday) I was very lonely, as all my best friends had gone, but | was busy packing, as we were due in Sydney
on the Tuesday (19th November). | had a wonderful surprise at tea-time to hear my name over the loud-
speakers, mformmg me | had a radio telegram. It was from Eric, It was such a sweert thought, as he thoughe
I would be feching rather lonely and miserable, and also I had mentioned to him what fun it would be to hear
my name called out over the loud-speakers. That's the sort of person he was, so kind and considerate, bless
him!

Well, we arrived in Sydney at 7 a.m. on Tuesday morning, and what a beautiful sight it was too, entering the
harbour. They reckon, and quite rightly too, that Sydney harbour is one of the most beautiful in the world.
You see, all the suburbs around the coast are built jutting right out into the harbous, and you could see the
lovely houses and beautiful parks all around as you came into the hatbour. We had rather a bad time at the
Customs, and it took us three davs to finish with the Customs authorities, Additionally, although we arrived
at 7 a.m., it was not until 11:30 a.m. that we were allowed to see daddy, as the authontics wouldn't allow
people onto the whatf because of a recent incident (when a lot of goods were smuggled off a big passenger
ship) and they were taking no chances with us. All the people who came to meet the ship were huddled
outside the gates like cartle, but eventually daddy managed to sneak into the Customs shed, and so we met.
You can imagine the meeting. It was wonderful to be together at long last. Daddy hadn't changed a bit,
except that he had gone grey, and sometimes wore glasses, Of course he noticed a big change in Basil and in
me, not having seen us since April 1939 (seven and a half years) when Basil was owelve and I was fourteen.

Well, the first few days were nothing but partics and meeting relatives (uncles, aunts and cousins) and
mummy’s and daddy's friends. We met hundreds of people, all Jewish and mostly refugees from Europe, and
they were really a charming lot of people. As refugees from Hitler's holocaust, these friends were strong
supporters of the Zionist movement (which had been fighting, since the end of the 19th century, for a return
to the "Promised Land") and since mumtny's family had been living in what became Palestine (a British
mandate) after the first world war, she and daddy were also staunch Zionists. These people hold meetings
about once a week and, so far, I have been to four. The main objective, initally, is to raise money for the sick
and homeless who had come to Palestine after being released from the Nazi concenrration camps; more
especially, for the children who had lost their parents. They want to build a home in the mouneains for them,
I mention all this because I know what the general 1 nnp:caa.wu of the "mean Jew" is, but believe me, whar I
saw at these mectings truly amazed me. At the end of the first meeting 1 went to {there were abour a hundred
of us there) evervone was invited, if they so wished, to make our a cheque for whatever amount they could
afford. Without exaggeration, I can tell you that, within twenty minutes, they had collected 7000 pmmds; and
this happens at most of the meetings. Daddy mentioned that, in previous years (when business was better)
one person alone would donate as much as 2000 pounds. And at the first mecting I went to, one person
donated 1000 pounds. It makes you think, doesn't it? And funnily enough, 1t isn't the Australian Jews who
give that much, bur those who had been displaced from Europe. One thing I admire so much about them.
They came to Australia with nothing, vet within a few years they had established themselves through sheer
hard wotk and determination. Throughout their lives, mummy and daddy remained strong Zionists, but after
the establishment of the State of Isracl in 1948, the emphasis rurned to raising money to plant trees on the
western slopes of the land.

Well, about our flat. It is a gorgeous place. We were very lucky to get it. It is not only one of the most
exclusive districts in Sydney, it 15 also one of the best shopping centres, and a very beautiful place. We have
our flat on the sccond floor of the building (75 Elizabeth Bay Road). It consists of a large sitting room and
dining room in one, a large bedroom and a small sun room, which T use as a bedroom. Poor Basil has a put-
up bed in the sitting room because, unfortunately, big flats are impossible to get in Sydney. The housing
situation 1s much worse here than it is in England because, although there are thousands of acres of land for
building on, people like to live in the city, and not too far out in the suburbs. However, we manage nicely.
We have a lovely kitchen and a lovely bathroom, with a bath and shower, which is lovely. 1have a bath and a
shower each day, and it's gorgeous, after only having one bath a week in Bath. Everything is lovely and
compact and very modern, and housework is very easy. The view from my bedroom window is absolutely
gorgeous. It overlooks Rushcutters Bay and Rushcutters Park, and the water in the bay comes right up to the
side of the wall below my bedroom, and while T lie in bed, T can see the sea and all the little boats dotted
around, bobbing up and down with the swell of the waves {Sydney, being a harbour city, is a haven for
yachting and other boaring activities). On the right of my bedroom window is Rushcutters Bay park, where
they play cticket, and just beyond that are the tennis courts. At night, the view of the bay from my bedroom
is even more wonderful. The lirtle boats are all it up, the palm trees along the shoreline are swaying in the



sea breeze, and the lights of the surrounding homes and other buildings twinkle like fairyland. Basil has taken
a pictute of the view from my window, and I'll send it when it's developed. Although we live in a secluded
cul-de-sac, we are only five minutes walk away from "the Cross” {King's Ctoss), the centre of Sydney's night
lifc and one of Sydney's most famous (or should T say infamous?) shopping centres. Everybody meets
everybody at the Cross. 1f we want to go to the city, we can get a tram from the Cross or, if we don't feel like
walking to the Cross, we can take a bus which starts right outside our front doos, so it's very nice and handy.

The traffic situation in Sydney is ternble. The congestion is hotrendous, because there are so many people,
and what with buscs and trolleys running every few minutes, and trams {which run in the middle of the
streets} coming one after the other, there is no room to move. In fact, the parking situation is so bad, people
only use private cars for trips around the country because, if they use their cars to drive to work in the city,
they are only allowed to park them fot half an hour, so they drive and park their cars just outside the city and
teain, tram or bus to work, which seems ridiculous but nevertheless perfectly true. As I said, Sydney is buile
strictly on American lines, Everywhere there are modern flats and skyscraper buildings. Fivery few yards
there are milk bars with juke boxes, like they have in America, The shops are very beautiful and full of lovely
things, but most expensive, We live on fruit such as pmeapple, passioftuit, warer melon and other tropical
fruits, as well as the ordinary fruits, such as apples, oranges, cherres, plums, apricots, peaches, ete., but fruit
and vegetables are dreadfully expensive at the Cross, whete we shop. 1t is the most expensive shopping
centre of Sydney, unfortunately. By the way, for our small flat we only pay five pounds ten shillings per week
rent, plus gas and electricity. It's terrific! [ have quire fun, as outside my window little boats are going all day
from Elizabeth Bay to Rose Bay (quite near by) with sailors and cadets from the Nayal Traming Centre there.
I wave at them from my window, and have long conversations with them. Actually, all the places are very
near one another. For instance, within rwenty minutes by tram here we can go through the following
suburbs: Ruchcutters Bay, Dading Point, Point Piper, Edgecliff, Double Bay, Rosc Bay, Bellevue Hill and
several othet places until we come to the end of South Head ar Watsons Bay. All the places along the bay are
beautifully situated, jutting right out into the open harbout, as are all the beaches.

The Australian people are real open-air prople. They 2o in for all sorts of spotts as, of course, they have ideal
weather condirions for them. Tennis is especially popular, as is sailing, and they are ericket mad. Fvery two
minutes on the wircless, the programme is interrupted to give the latest score of Test matches, while stores
which sell wirelesses have them turned on so that people in the streets can stop (and crowds do gather there)
to listen to the commentary on the matches. Sydneysiders' main sporting activity, though (dunng the summer
months) is swimming and surfing. Everyone here goes to the beach as Sydney has some of the most
beautiful, sandy, beaches in the world. This explains why the Australian girls have such perfect figures, They
nearly all are lovely and slender and beautifully sunburnt. They dress from one extreme to another. Even the
fattest of them, on a hor day (which is nearly every day for ninc months of the year) wear midriff dresses or
shorts, exposing as much of themselves as they can get away with, so as to keep cool and get sunburnt. |
don't mind going swimming in any of the swimming pools, which have shark nets around them, but I don't
think I'll ever pluck up courage to swim at the beaches, which are all open sea.

Australia is supposed to be one of the most shark-infested places in the world, vet people still go ro the
beaches and swim in the open sea. Somebody is stationed on shote to keep a look out for sharks, and he
rings an alarm when a shark is sighted, bur recendy the daily papers have, for the last fortnight, reported at
least one, and often up to three, shark alarms every day al most of the beaches and, in fact, in today's paper, it
said that the shatks are coming closer to the shore each day and vesterday a man was only standing waist deep
in the water and was just throwing a stick into the sea for his dog to retricve, when he felt a tug at the stick.
When he pulled his hand out of the water, it was bleeding from a big gash, and as he swam for his life back to
shote people saw a 9 foot shark coming after him. Also in this morning's paper it said that the water was so
muddy that the look-out didn't spot the sharks and that nine of them (the largest was 13 feet) swam to within
20 yards of the shore and the rescuers, who swim out to help those who are not good swimmers, said thar
although they didn't know it, six of the people who were surfing when they were warned by the rescuers,
were just in the act of surfing over the next wave straight into the sharks' mouths. Peronally, this isn't my
idea of fun, so I shall stick to the pools. Whenever they have a spare minute, the people flock to the beaches,
and every day there are about 20,000 on the big beaches. In the evening, the girls are the exact reverse in the
clothes they wear. Everyone wears beaded dresses with fancy frilling and fussy hats, etc. In fact, most of
them wear these clothes in the afternoon and look, in my opinion, ridiculously like tuppeny happeny ham-
bones! However, the really nicely dressed girls are lovely.



I have been dancing at Princes, the most cxclusive dance spot in Sydney (a guinea per person for the evening,
without food) but I must say that, although it is very lovely there, and at the other places here, the dance
floors are so tiny. ‘The one at Princes is no bigger than the lower office of Western Counties Garage, from
the steps leading to Mz, Parrott's office to the end of the toom. The people here can't dance; they just shuffle
along. I¢'s terrible to watch them. Tomorrow I'm going with mummy and daddy and an aunt and uncle to
Princes for a tea dance, which is only five shillings and should be quite fun. The cinemas here are beautiful,
like the big London ones, and you can book seats and there is no queueing. We have been to see several
good films, but the films here which are coming, I have seen ages ago in England (at least the majonty of
them). They come here much later than they show them in England. Unfortunately too, there arc no really
good theatres here. One funny thing about the cinema. They bring ice-cream and chocolates around during
the programme, but you're not allowed to smoke at all. They have a ten minute interval before showing the
big film, which is when those who want to smoke can retire to the smoking room for a quick smoke before
the big picture starts. It's a queer idea, but it avoids the rsk of fire.

Things here arc slightly rationed. We are allowed six ounces of butter a week each and two pounds of sugar,
which is more than enough for us. Norhing else is rationed, and yet you should hear people gramble about
the rationing. It makes me wild, especially with the selection of things they have, about 16 diffcrent varieties
of cheeses and meat. It's really a paradise, foodwise. The only things rationed in the clothes line are dresses
and matesiale, Shoes and underclothes are off the ration, and also woollen clothes, but cortons are heavily
rationed, a cheap cotron frock costing 13 coupons. However, both my uncles are in the clothing business
{one has a factory manufacturing clothes and the other a dress shop) and most of our friends are also in the
clothing business, so we don't worry about coupons. Mummy has bought me some lovely things. T've gota
pink linen suit for when I start work, and also a lovely yellow cotton dress with cape sleeves (the rage here)
and a white collar and brown and white patterning on it. I've also got a gotgeous silk dressy suit in brown
and white, and a lovely pink dressy costume (strawberry pink) with a pattern of little chess figures in blue,
green, red and white splashed overit. It is the most gorgeous and original thing, I also have a pale pink dress
with black beading on it, for parties. And I am having an evening dress in turquoise, with beading on it,
made for me. 1 also bought a white handbag, so T should be set for a while.

T am feeling very pleased with myself. Daddy has been treating me to a course of trearment at Helena
Rubinstein's beauty parlour, and after only four treatments my skin has improved so much, you would hardly
recognise it. | have only a few spots left, and no blackhcads, and after the course is finished, my skin should
be perfectly alright. So it should be, as each treatment costs a guinea. However, it's well worth it. Also,
you'll be pleased to know that T am steadily losing weight all the time, and mummy spends most of her time
taking in dresses for me. I hope to reduce to 9 stone, and then I shall buy myself a midsiff frock and a two
piece switnsuit. When we first arrived, Basil and I did nothing but car fancy ices and cakes. There are dozens
of cake shops with wonderful cakes, such a variety of cream cakes and iced cakes, and fruir and lemon
meringue pies. You can't imagine how tempting it all looked to us, but now I hardly ever touch cake; it's too
sickly. T only have an apple for breakfast, salad for lunch, and a cooked meal at night, with pleaty of
vegetables, and no eating between meals, and that's the only way to reduce, I've decided, so T shall keep it up.
At firs, it was very hard not to nibble between meals, but now I'm quite used ro ir. By the way, the shoes
here are all the toeless and heelless varicty, but they are not a patch on English styles, and certainly not in
quality. Fven the shoe-maker, who saw our English sandals, said that the English shoes were far superior.

Australians, on the whole, do not like the English, and spend all their time saying whar a terrible country
England is compared to Australia, However, I always stick up for England, and some of them are amazed to
hear that it is quite different from what they've imagined. It makes me wild when they talk about England
and yet have never been there, although I must honestly admit that Australia is a lovelier country in most
ways, but not necessatily all. Of course, Australia is only a new country, bur I'm quite convinced that within
the next 100 yeats she will be far ahcad of all the other countries. Given the men and material and capital,
Australia would be the most wonderful place, This is the Golden l.and of opportunity without a doubt, but
much money will have to be spent here, and much labour will be needed for the building up process, but it
will be done, I'm sure. That's why they want the immigrants here.

The weather in Sydney is most extraordinary. It is very hot now, much to my delight, but here in Sydney you

can have five different types of weather in one day. Yesterday is a perfect example of that. It started off with
a temperature of 90 degrees (Fahrenheit) and the air was so still and safling, without a breath of wind, and the
sun beating down very strongly until 12 o'clock. Suddenly, without any warning, the wind rose, and within
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two minures the temperature had dropped to 20) degrees, and down came great hailstones and lumps of ice
(some of them as big as 8 inches across} and the sky became overcast. Within 5 minutes the ground was
coveted in whire, like snow. Tt was a beauriful sight to sce the hailstones strike the water in the bay, and the
foam rise up. It hailed for no more than 5 minutes and then it suddenly stopped and no more than 10
minutes later, not a spot of white remained and the sun was shining and the temperature had risen. [ read in
today’s paper that the damage done in that 5 minute hail storm amounted to over a million pounds, and more
than 100 people were injured and taken to hospital. In some districts there wasn't 2 house that didn't have
toof tiles ot at least one window smashed, It's really freakish weather, but of course this only happens very
occasionally. On the whole, the weather is absolutcly gotgeous, that is if you like hot sunny days.

The radio programmes here are very funny. The stations have funny letters and numbers (such as 2B1,, 2K,
2FC, 2GB, etc.) instead of names. They don't have the same programmes either. Very occasionally they have
a play or a talk, but mostly it is advertising the whole time. Each adverriser has 20 or 30 minutes alloted ro
him and they either have a serial story or else a play, dance music or records, and after each record ot part of
a play (some plays have weekly episodes, and these plays often go on for years; mummy was watching Blue
Hills before she came to England to sce us, and it was still going on, with the episode number running into
the thousands, when she came back!) they talk about the advertisement. It's very funny to hear a Bing Crosby
record, and then someone saving "Are you cross and irritable? Then you need Carters Liver Pills, obtainable
at so-and-so in something strect” and then another record, and so on. What with this and the cricket scorcs
every few minutes, it is very strange. The news comes on three times a day. The Australians are very big
gamblers, and every Saturday afternoon they flock to the yachting races and horse races, and also they run
huge loteeries every day, with the first prize either a block of flats or anything upto 5000 pounds. They also
have competitions of vatious sorts advertised in the newspapers and on the radio every few days, with prizes
up to 5000 pounds and about 500 smaller consolation prizes. We hope to be able to win something some
day. ‘The newspapess here contain about 20 pages, half of which is sports news, and twice a week they
enclose 4 comic,

I'have made a lot of good friends, and last night I went to a patty that lasted from 7 p.m. until 3 a.m. And do
I feel tired today!! The people here are very friendly indeed, and within five minutes of meeting them you
feel as though you've known them for vears, which is very nice. There is so much mote social life here.
Undoubtedly, this is the land for young people. 1 have started two jobs (two davs at each) bur didn't feel roo
keen on them, so I've been doing nothing but enjoy myself, but now that the Christmas holidays and New
Year arc over, | am going to start work next week in earnest. Most of the offices here work Monday to
Friday, with the weckends off; hours 8:30 to 5:15, and the job hope to start is five pounds ten shillings a
week to begin with. Not bad, is it? Basil is going to Sydney U niversity to get a Science degree, which is a
thee year course. He's delighted, as he has always wanted to go to University, and has met a lot of the
students there through a young friend, the son of one of mummy's friends. Some of mummy's and daddy's
best friends have invited us to their homes, and what with all our relatives here, we are very seldom at home.
There ate dozens of people to visit all the rime and then, of course, we have to invite them all here in turn.
Its lovely. Because we don't have a car, one gentleman and his wife {their daughter is one of my best friends
in Sydney) took mummy, daddy, Basil and myself for a drive around Sydney three wecks ago on a Sunday. It
was a beautiful sunny day, and they have a lovely Bentley car, with a tadio, which was on the whole rime, and
we went to the real beauty spots of Sydney. It was breathtakingly beautiful in some places. First we went to
the Lane Cove National Park, with a lovely peaceful river (where people were canoeiny and swimming) and a
gorgeous display of native flowers. After that we went across Sydney Harbour bridge and drove to a place
called Bobbin Flcad, at the northern edge of Sydney. Itis a gorgeous place, with a lovely swimming pool and
surrounded by lovely palm trees and tropical flowers, and we had a look around and had a lovely rea at the
tea room, with a dance floor and a band playing there. We ended up at Manly beach, which is on the
northern side of the harbour and one of the best beaches in Sydney, and we walked right along the sea front
and then sat and ate ice-cream on the sand. Altogether, it was a really enjoyable day, and they have promised
to take us ro many other beauty spots around Sydney. Sydney's subutbs are really very lovely.

Well, I must end this long ramble or you'll never get to the end of it. T'll end up by relling you abour Mrs
Harris, the lady who came to our cabin for tea every day. She is a clairvoyant and, | must say, a remarkable
woman. She read all our characters perfectly, and everything she told us about ourselves that had happened
to us, was quite true. She even held a letter one lady had received that morning from her husband (this was
while we were docked at Cape Town) and told her exactly what was in the letter. The letter was in the
envelope and she had no chance to see what was in ir. Anyway, she told me that, during the vovage,
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someone who thought a lot of me would ask me to wear his ring for a few days and also that I would receive
a present on board the ship and that my first present in Australia would be a ring, buf not an engagement
ring. Then shc said that she could sec me surrounded by water and day boats and palm trees with twinkling
lights all round, which is an exact description of the view from my bedroom window. Also, Etic put his ring
on my finger and asked me to wear it the last few days we were together, and also he gave me a lovely present
he had bought at Cape Town, and the first thing T had when I got home was a lovely opal ting from daddy.
According to Mrs Harris T will meet my husdand-to-be on April 17th, dislike him on sight, and within nine
months, fall in love with him and be engaged and martied within eighteen months. She says I will have five
children. I'm just going to wait and see if anything else comes true. Whatever happens, T hope 1 don't have
five children, anyway. Of course, this is all very silly and 1 don't really believe in it, but it is strange that she
should be so correct, and it wasn't only me, it was all the people in our cabin; Olive, Stan, Eric, Basil and
about ten of his friends. Strange, isn't 1t?

New Year's Hve here was terrific. 60,000 people were dancing at the Cross, and sang Auld Lang Syne
together at midnight. You never heard such a noise. I am glad to say that I get on very well with all my
relatives, especially mummy's two brothers, David and Sim (who came to Sydney from Palestine in 1917 and
opened an umbrella shop - a typically Jewish thing), their wives (Hetty and Bessie) and Sim and Bessie's two
children, Shirley and Janice. Mummy's sister, aunty Clara, is also here with her husband George {whom
daddy works with in the diamond business) and their two sons, Herzl (who now calls himself Harry) and Leo
(who was the one who introduced us kids to smoking when we were young and still living in Penang). Harry
and 1co are leaving soon; one for Java (which is where his family managed to escape from during the war)
and the other to Palestine {whete the rest of mummy's family live) so I don't think 1 shall be sceing much of
them. Anyway, there are so many people here to see all the time that I won't miss them. Tt certainly is
marvellous to be a family again, surrounded by all our relatives, after such a long separation during the war
years, and my one wish now is thar Sylvia and Franek and darling Tony (whom we miss more than we like to
think about) will soon be able to join us to make our happiness complete.

Well, T really must end now. 1do hope that you won't forget me, but write me a letter, no mattcr how short it
is, just 1o let me know how you are getting on and what you are doing {as 1 do miss you very much, in spite of
everything, and fecl quite homesick for England sometimes) won't you? I haven't forgotten that I am going
to sead all my friends in England a little gift as a souvenir of my happy remembrances of them, but I can't do
it for a couple of months yet, not until I have carned enough to get something for everyone. But never mind
how long it takes, I shall send something. With best wishes for the New Year, and may it bring you and
vours all the best of luck, and may all your wishes come tzue.

Lots of love,
May



