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Saturday 22th June 1940
Somewhere at sea.
Just thinking as I came to my cabin No. 19 and now lying in bed 9 o’clock still thinking that as owing to censorship etc. I cannot write home and tell of my wanderings and all the happenings that are going on day by day.  I will make a few notes each day so when I get back home I will have missed nothing.  Well I must start at the beginning of the trip.  

Hobart to L’ton.  I am not likely to forget as rather under the weather I started off to drive a car from Hobart to L’ton becoming sleepy and not feeling so well I pulled up on the side of the road and had a doze.  I later continued my trip and arrived L’ton 5:30 am Friday 14 June.
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Friday 14th
On the last day at home with my wife and daughter, a day I wished would never end.  God it was hard to think of leaving them.  Friday night a farewell party and late to bed.

Saturday 15th June
Never to be forgotten, as long as I live.  Two things will always remain imprinted on my mind 11:30am saying goodbye to my daughter, I thought that I was tough but I could not keep the tears back.  My wife Dorothy, God bless her insisted on coming to Burnie to see me off and my good pal Peter and his wife drove us there.  No doubt Tassie’s weather God had been saving up for such an occasion as never in my life have I seen such lightning and rain.  1 ½ hours from Devonport to Burnie. 30 miles.

Arriving in Burnie just in time to go on board.  Dorothy not being allowed to go on the wharf rather took the kick out of things after coming 100 miles to see me off.  So I said au revoir because I am coming back and left Dorothy very upset.  That day Dorothy and Elvie-Ann are well imprinted in my heart.  10:00pm We sail.  Always considered myself a good sailor but was seasick 15min after sailing.  It was a very rough trip.  We arrived on Melbourne 12:30 Sunday.  The R.T.O. who met us was Major Mclean. Nothing like Bob who had stayed with us in Tassy in the wool season spent (???) 

We marched to Spencer Street Station and entrained for Caulfield Racecourse where we were encamped.  
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After drawing blankets etc. and shown where we were to sleep in the Members Stand we were granted leave until midnight.  Used the phone freely but could not find anyone I knew so wandered around Melb for a couple of hours and feeling thirsty I went to Menzies Hotel and consumed several pots.  Met a Mr. Matthews there and had dinner with him.
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20th June Thursday
Well day of embarkation has arrived we are early as sun at Caulfield stores to be returned etc.  We are to move out 10 o’clock and proceed to Port Melbourne and embark ton the Dominion Monarch 11.20.  We embark, quite a little affair checking off personnel etc.  I am the last aboard as I go on a Tassy comes off Commander Wilmot looking very resplendent in naval uniform.  Have a few words with him.  Much to my dismay found out that our first port of call is Capetown.  Expected to call at Adelaide and see Dorothy’s Mother also phone Dorothy from there.

Manage to scribble a few lines to say cheerio to Dorothy could not say much as all letters censored could not even let her know the name of the ship or where we were going.  (Didn’t know anyway) 12 o’clock.  Anchor up, we are off to who know what.  How many of us are coming back?  Some won’t.  God I hope I am lucky.  As we left Melb. alone unsung uncheered just quietly put on board without a murmur no one knowing that we had gone.  It made one think and feel lonely and a little bit homesick.  The weather as we left was as cheerless as the send off.  Not a soul at the wharf.
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(clocks back 60 min at midnight

As a matter of fact I believe that it tried to outdo the Tassy weather send off.  Putting it mildly, it was a lousy B day raining and before we cleared the heads we had heavy hailstone storm.  The only thing if interest was putting off the pilot after we passed out of the heads. Victoria.  We are all allotted our emergency station.  No. 5 boat is my boat I have 11 of my men with me and about 10 or the crew not feeling so bright have some throat and rotten cold and the boat is rocking a bit so go to bed before dinner.  Did not want any.

Friday 21st June clock back 40 min
Still feeling lousy.  Stopped in bed most of the day.  Got up for boat drill at emergency stations and then returned to bed.  Poor old Stratford, he has been terribly sick and still is.  Nothing happened.

Sat 22rd June clock back 40 min
We are starting to settle down and get some training started 2 day pay for the Tassy boys to bring their paybooks in AM with Q’landers.  Something about our crowd.  We are 150 strong all the number of troops that are allowed to travel without convoy.
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72 men are from Q’land
70    Tassy
3 officers Q’land
Lieut P Stratford (OC Ship)
    Kelly
   J Douglas
All damn good scouts
4 officers from Tassy
 Lieut P Coen
   S Pixley
   J Self
 and myself
1 officer from NSW
   Capt W H Campbell

23rd June Sunday clock back 40 min
Church service for the troops and then do what they like for the day.  I am feeling like myself again and indulging deck games.  Evening several crinks a little poker school.  I won about 5/- shillings.  Before going to bed do a turn out on deck a marvellous night at sea moon and everything I wish Dorothy was eith me.

24th June Monday clock back 30 m.
Training going what a real swing.  We are inot a regular routine.  Weather perfect but as cold as Tassy.  We train with tin hats and respirator on.  The tin hat is heavy and will take getting used to.
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Another inoculation today one for an tetanus.  The joke is on Peter Coen.  We officers decided on some pistol practice at balloon over the stern of the ship.  For a joke I told Peter C that shooting would be done with tin hats and resp on.  He arrived all dressed up for the occasion whilst we were in ordinary uniform.  Jack Self put the wind up us I doubt if he has used a pistol before.  Anyway we kept out of his way.  The Bass ale is excellent so we have more.  Night a picture show not a bad programme.

Picture show finished about 9.45 so come more Bass and a little poker school.  I win £ 2 pounds.

25th June Tuesday
Just a day at sea.  Drill – gas drill, anti-aircraft drill etc and boat drill.  Night Housie Housie I win  £ 15-0

[ Lotto or Housie Housie -  game of Bingo was produced for the troops.  See http://www.lib.monash.edu.au/exhibitions/ephemera/virtual/photos/photo19.html  ]
26th June Wed clock back 30 min
Just another day. Drill etc.  We are allotted action stations in case of air raid.  My platoon 20 men and myself are right forward in the bow.  Rather open but I picked it myself and consider it fairly safe. Evening Jim D and myself in the mood for drinking so start on a heavy session in which most of the passengers and other officers into the spirit
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of drinking and finish delightfully blotto.  At least ½ doz of us not even remembering going to bed.  Apparently I took a dislike which was shared by everyone on the ship to a worm of a fellow.  I took time off and then had a fight with him which I know nothing about.  Don’t remember going to bed.  Drinks are cheaper and stronger than Tassy.  Champagne dirt cheap.

27th June Thursday c back 30 min
Not even a hangover.  Drill again.  We have action station.  We all know our job now if we are attacked.  Here’s hoping for the best.
10.30 morning smoke
[bookmark: _GoBack]Jim Douglas not feeling so hot so I join him in a pick me up.  Brandy and cider a new one on me but oh boy how good.  We immediately start on another biano, but the bar is only open certain hours of the day so we cannot drinks to our hears content.  Jim has a brainwave and buys a bottle of whisky 1 doz Bass Ale ½ doz soda to be sent to his cabin No 23 so that we won’t be short of a drink unfortunately Jim fell asleep and we never saw him anymore for the rest of the day.  So I was able to go and work for the rest of day.
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Saw 2 things of interest today a school of porpoise and school of whales spouting.  Had dinner and was in bed at 8.15

28th Friday back 30 min
Our ninth night at sea.  Not even sighted land of any description.  Quite an uninteresting day.  The weather this morning was wet and miserable 10 O’clock we starting firing practice and confined Young Ball Ammunition until 12 O’clock then drill until 3.30 and then a very interesting lecture by NHO on hygiene and disease.  

4.30 emergency station and boat drill which was very interesting as they lowered the lifeboat hold 85 people.  Had 4 sets of deck tennis a hot bath some dinner and then to the talkies.  A short travelogue of Aussy which showed a bit of Tassy made me feel a bit homesick and realise that I was a hell of a long way from home.  It gets monotonous on ship nothing to see but water day after day.  There are only about 40 or 50 passengers on the boat and they are nearly all getting off at Capetown.
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Captain Sumner is captain
Captain Actison is staff captain
Ships Dr – Dr Kennets
Chief Electrician - Mr Shaw
Purser - 

29th Saturday June ( back 20 m)
Morning training as usual.  Afternoon deck games.
Saturday a little session of drinking at which we formed a club “The Cork Club”.  Any member found without his cork must shout.  We intend to carry it on right thru the war.  4 of us Capt. Campbell, Jim Douglas, Kelly and myself.

30th Sunday Beautiful day at sea.  Got to shout got caught in the bathroom without my cork,  Back 30 min.

Nothing of interest.  Sick of the sight of water.  Played deck games most of the day. Changed the guard at 4 pm and then fell asleep and missed church.  Slept until 10:45pm.  Got undressed and slept the rest of the night.

Monday 1st July Clocks back 30 min.
Just a day at sea.  Beautiful weather.  Has been a marvellous trip so far.  Beautiful ship.  Food excellent that much to choose from.  Have got to that stage of leaving it to the steward what I am going to eat.  Routine as usual.  Pictures at night:  The Saint in London.  a good show.
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Tuesday 2nd July Clocks 30 mins back.
Another beautiful day and getting warmer.  Routine as usual.  How sick I am of seeing nothing but water and more water.  Hurrah we are due at Capetown on Friday 5th July.  Consternation Australian money is no good there.  I have got 16/6 English money.  At least I will be able to cable Dorothy.  Practically every day we have seen whales.  Evening we play Housie have no luck.  Black as ink on deck.  Very weird and fascinating watching the water.

3rd July Wednesday clocks back 30 min. caught without my cork again.
Now I know what rough sea is.  It is also wet, blowing like blazes and waves are breaking right over the ship at times. Very quiet day. Pictures at night – Jamaica Inn.  J D. was sea sick.

4 July Thursday.
Sea has calmed down. A very nice morning. 8:15am Saw first ship since leaving Australia. 9:30 saw another ship.  11am Harrah first sight of S Africa.  We are a long way off but picked out what looked like a mountain range. One particular mountain looked just like a  (???) 2PM Pay day showery afternoon no further sight of land.  We start with the dice, very disastrous for me find myself almost broke. 
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Prospects not so good for leave in Capetown, short of cash.  Evening we play poker and I come good.  I win about  3 pounds. 
1:30 am Poker finished as usual we go out on deck for a breath of fresh air before turning in.  We see two lights from lighthouses so it looks as though we will be early in port in the morning.  Pitch black outside almost puts the breeze up you.  I like to see where I am going.

5th June Friday 
Although late to bed, I am up and on deck although not dress at 6 am.  It was well worth the effort although still dark.  I had my first view of Capetown (illuminating)  It is going to be very hard to describe my first impression of the sight of S. Africa
Silhouette again the skyline the colour of which is very hard to describe beyond the word beautiful was a range of mountains and hills the contour of which baked greatly in shape.  One particular hill looked like a (???).  Nestling at the foot of one of three mountains, table mountain, were a myriad of glistening lights our first view of Capetown.
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As the dawn broke one could see the buildings and the ships taking shape. Our first impression were what a beautiful spot.  We altered that opinion later but regained it again on our second day there thanks to the wonderful hospitality of the people who took us all out in cars and showed us all the beauty spots.  Some day I hope to take Dorothy to Capetown and meet some of the people again particularly Mr and Mrs Stephen.  An African sunrise.  I had often laughed at the colourful photos and paintings of the African sunrise but now I consider that photographers and artists have fallen down on their jobs and not put enough colour in it.  After giving us such a welcome with sunrise etc a sudden fog closed down and blocked the lot out worse than the Tamar.  It left again about 10:00am.  We anchored in the bay until we got our clean bill of health and then moved into the quay.  It was 12:30 before everything was in order to go ashore.  I could go on writing forever about Capetown and what I saw and heard there.  I will just put down a word or two to jog my memory when I get home you will never stop me talking. 

[scan14]
 
Clothes wet thru with dew.  Thom Cookes, French boats and hotel bar, 9 bottle Flower Nally scrolling traffic mules strand verandah, Waldorfs, Del Moniew, Woodstock Taxi fares, Golf Courses, Suburbs, road to seaside resorts, University, Cecil Rhodes Louse, Cartle, Police Station, Black Maria, Kinfinger District Requet and rounding up of our A.W.L.s (Absent Without Leave) and the stories and anecdotes of doings of previous troops.  Black Baby, breakfasts, prams etc.  One thing I nearly forgot our first meeting with the natives throwing pennies to them from the ship and watching them fight for them.  We got a couple red hot.  I still laugh when I think of it.
Clock 60min back
7th July Sunday 6 A.M. we sail quietly away and I go to bed after being up all night trying to round up all the A.W.L.’s.  We had about 100 AWL out of 150.  We got everyone back to the ship before we sailed.  I slept until 3 P.M. so did not see the coast as we left but I believe there was another fog.  Evening – Poker.  We have 16 passengers on the ship.
8th Monday 40 min – 9th Tuesday 40 min Just a day at sea.  Orderly rooms and fines. 
10th Wednesday – Quite interesting.  We fire ball ammunition in the morning.
40 min back
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Afternoon action stations and the anti air gun first 3 shells.  We passed a whale and a Thresher shark having a terrible fight.  I wished we could of seen the finish.  Had pistol practice then a few shots.  Poker and 12 P.M. Bed.
11 July Thursday.  Saw flying fish.  More ball ammunitions fired.  CPO Gunnery Officer is a Hobartian – Nobby Clark.  4 inch gun fired today.  More pistol practice.
12th Just another day
13th Same as yesterday
14 Ditto My word it is
15 Ditto Lecture by staff captain
16th July Tuesday Started submarine watch 6 A.M. We are now in the danger zone.  We have 8 men on for 1 hour at a time and an officer on for 6 hours.  My turn is 6 A.M. to noon tomorrow.
Wednesday 17th July 6 A.M.  My turn for submarine lookout.  We have turned back and going hell for leather in the direction we have just come from.  We turned back about 12:30 A.M. we don’t know why.  We are all guessing.  Action stations in the afternoon.  Nothing else to report.  We don’t even have pictures of a night since we are in the danger zone.
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18th July Thursday
Just another day at sea.  Routine etc.  I take over the submarine from midnight until 6 AM.  Will be glad of the job it is too hot to sleep.  Play poker until time to go on duty.  Luck dead out.
19th July Friday. Nothing happened thru the night went to bed 6:18am and slept until 2P.M.  4.30 Emergency stations.  Hurrah we will see land again tomorrow.  We have been called back 1500 miles to Freetown, Sierra Leone.  It is a naval base.  Don’t know why.  It is 15 days since we saw land.
If we had not been called back we would be in England by Sunday or Monday.  Listening to the news tonight.  We think we know the reason why we turned back.  There is a German raider in the Atlantic.  I played poker until 11PM.  Luck still rotten.
20th July Saturday.  Gee it was hot last night, I could not sleep so about 3am took a pillow and my overcoat and went out and tried to sleep on the deck but it was a bit too hard.  About 4am I gave it up as a bad job
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and had to walk around the deck 4:30.  I saw the lights of a ship and then another one.  We started going around and around in circles and I saw quite a lot of ships.  We kept circling until dawn broke then we saw land got our bearings and went into the entrance of the channel to Freetown.  The first thing that attracted our attention on the way in was two nine sweepers sweeping for mines.  They have a flag sticking out of the water 200 yards from each ship apparently to mark that drag.  We in our ignorance thought they were the periscope of submarines and were quite excited but we were soon disillusion looking around we discovered that there was at least a dozen or more ships waiting about outside.  Freetown harbour is enclosed with a boom which is opened at 6AM and closed at 6PM.  No ship is allowed to enter after 6 PM or before 6am.  6:3o AM we receive instructions to anchor just outside the boom as there is a convoy leaving almost immediately.  We have just dropped anchor when another ship drops anchor along side of us.  It is the Strathmore
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with about 200 Queensland troops on.  They are the reinforcements to the 3/9 Bn.  It was very interesting watching the convoy leave.  It was a 10 knot convoy and there were about 30 ships in it.  We were then allowed to proceed thru the 
boom and up to an anchorage in the bay.  No ships can birth at a wharf and I don’t remember seeing one.  It was an amazing sight.  I have never seen so many ships in my life.  I counted over a hundred.  At anchorage just near us was  a hospital ship.
The first that I have ever seen.  It was painted white with a green band right around it and 3 red crosses on each side.  It was called the Oxfordshire and had been there six months dealing mostly with cases of sickness:- Malaria and Blackwater Fever.  Another ship within about 300 yards was a troop ship just back from France with just over 900 Native and ??? troops on board.  They are going to fight in Africa.  I would hate to be in their ship as there was no portholes below deck and it was about a 6 or 8 thousand tonner.
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About ½ mile was a familiar ship to us Australians it was the Australian built HMS “Albatross” an aircraft carrier alongside her was the HMS “Hermes” another aircraft carrier which had played a big part in the sinking of the French ships Rickleau etc at Dakar 400 miles from here.  The Hermes had her bow completely smashed in.  Enquires soon let us know the reason.  Coming back from Dakar in the dark with misty rain she ran into a convoy of six ships severely damaging one of the convoy as well as herself.  
Another ship formerly well known as a passenger ship but now a depot ship fitted up with everything in the way of modern wireless capable of intercepting messages from all over the world was the HMS “Edinburgh Castle”.  I could talk of ships for hours.  They were of all nationalities and types.  The only other one I will mention was the “Hobata” so nearly spelt “Hobart” that it reminded me of Tassy.  It was a B and I boat and appeared to have quite a number of troops returning from India to England on her.  The Strathmore anchored about ¼ of a mile from us.
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by the time it was getting on for 11AM and was extremely hot.  No one was allows ashore as we were to leave again at 4P.M.  We had a visit from some of the officers of the HMS Albatross and Hermes and had a few spots together.  One of them looked only a kid but was an airman and had torpedoed and bombed the Richelea.  They were quite good scout but ok.  So very English.  They had all been at Freetown for 11 months and reckoned it was the last place on God’s earth.
We took on water here.  It was very interesting.  The water was brought out in floating tanks like a barge by a tug.  It tied up alongside and then the bartering for the water began.  The barge was controlled by natives.  When asked how much water he had in the barge he got a rather crude post of measuring stick out and dipped it into the tank and then did a bit of counting the notches on the stick a little bit of mental arithmetic produced a bit of chalk from nowhere and wrote on the deck of the barge in quite good figure 33000 gal
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After seeing the natives start to pump the water into the ship and the dirty looking hose it went thru and the general state of the filth that prevailed on the tank barge both in dirt and filthy habits of the niggers on it, I have decided to drink less water and more beer until I get to England.  If a native on the barge wanted to relieve himself he never worried a lavatory or who was looking at him from the ship.  He just done what he wanted to where he was.  A rather  smart looking military camp on a hill we found was the home of the W.A.F.S.  A large hospital was situated on another hill.  Another hospital near the waterfront.

Freetown itself is only a small seaport town with a very small white population and there was no single women allowed there.  There were no beaches and on the town side it is all hills right down to the water with a lot of tropical growth everywhere.  The other side of the harbour looks like a swamp as far as one can see and is no higher than about an inch or two above the water level.  The only other thing to mention about our visit here was the bumboats.  Before mentioning them I might point out that there are three races of natives here and 2 of them very XXX of the breed.
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I must find out their names some where but they mark their faces and bodies to distinguish them from the 3rd lot.  The 3rd ones are supposed to be descendants of the slaves and are a lowly type.  They are the natives who work and live around the waterfront and are the bumboaters.  A bumboat appeared to be and old tree hollowed out.  They were very crude looking things and if the tree that they were made of was not straight they were not straight.  They are anything from 10 foot to 12 foot in length and generally have 4 natives in them and leak like blazes.
Their wares are numerous.  Monkeys, fruit, slippers, baskets, coconut, birds, leopard skins, silk scarves and all sorts of junk.  They don’t ask for money for their goods.  Their cry is “like for like” “20 for 20” “exchange”.  They will take anything old books, socks, singlets, anything you like to give to them in exchange for their wares.  A bit of fun here some of the boys got hold of a fishing line.  Waiting their chance they drop the line and hook a leopard skin a beauty but their luck did not hold.  The nigger just spotted it before it was out of his reach and grabbed it and hung on for dear life.  His language in
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the meantime would have turned and Australian bullocky green with envy. Eventually something had to give and unfortunately for our boys it was the fishing line.  We had a lot of fun with this motley lot.  After the bumboats had had their turn another specie of crudely made native boats arrived.  This also appeared to be cut out of a smaller tree and was very much like a small canoe.  It is propelled by a diamond shaped paddle and is occupied by one native with only a loin cloth or a pair of shorts on.  They are diving boys and dive for pennies and any other money that is thrown over.

The way they know the various coinage is amazing.  One fellow who called himself HMS Blackout gave us some real good entertainment and his language where I think Australians must have been here before us.  Fortunately there were no women present.  Money would be thrown over and before it could possibly reach the bottom he would be up with and as soon as he reached the top he would inform us in no uncertain manner that it was Australian money and no B so and so good.  The favourite cry was “Liverpool Penny”  They would dive anywhere for English or S. African money.
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but they soon got tired of diving for Australian money as it has no value here.  One native sized it up nicely, he dived for a 6 pence and came up with it but much to his disgust he found it was Australian.  He used a few adjectives and then said “No B good.  Got to swim a B long way to spend this dig.  The way they dived out of the canoes and got back in again always on the one side was amazing.  They would then bail out by kicking the water out with their feet.  So good bye Freetown 5PM and we pass out of the boom and on to another adventure.

6PM Talking to the Staff Captain.  He tells me we are not going in a convoy.  We are going right up the west of Ireland around the North of Ireland into the Irish Sea and down to Liverpool that is our destination unless unforseen happens.  We do not start submarine watch again until Tuesday 6AM.  Since we left Capetown five submarines have been reported on the route that we are taking.  Would like a bit of a thrill getting fed up with the sameness of things.  Hope we are lucky and get there alright though.
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21st July Sunday
A wet miserable day.  Some of the boys find themselves short of pyjamas singlets socks etc.  Easy to guess where they have gone.  The bumboaters have good them “like for like”.  The joke is that nearly everyone is short of something so they pinched from each other pretty evenly.  Sunday night the boys are allowed to have an open go at the beer as the ship goes dry on Wednesday.  They got three 11.00 pint bottles of Bass and Guinness.  Aftermath – 4 or 5 in the guardhouse for getting over the fence and everyone of them having to pay 1/6 (1 shilling 6 pence) per head for damages.

22nd July 1940 Monday.
Another day at sea but much cooler.
23rd July Tuesday
Submarine watch started again at 6 A.M. 
11am Innoculation Tet
I go on submarine watch 6PM to 12 Midnight from now on anything might happen so we have got to keep our eyes open.  Have not worn my pyjama coat since leaving Capetown yet.
23rd July Tuesday
Just another day at sea
24th Wednesday ditto
25 Submarine Watch from 12 Noon to 6 PM.  Very cold and squally and a strong wind nothing to report.
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26th July Friday First signs of anything since we left Sierra Leone
4:30 am the lookout saw 2 red rockets about 7 or 8 miles away evidently a ship in distress.  We are not allowed to go and look for it.  We go the opposite way as fast as we can as it may be a decoy.  Between 10.30 and 11.30 saw 3 ships.  About 5.30 saw a dead whale.  It looked as though it had struck a mine.  It was a horrible mess.  A raft was sighted during the day.  Played rummy at night and won 12/6 English (12 shillings sixpence) 

27th July Saturday
I am on submarine watch 6AM to 12noon had plenty of thrills with whales and blackfish but saw nothing else though.  At times my imagination ran riot with me and I thought that I saw lots of things.  Sea like a mill pond not a ripple on it.  It has been the same for several days.  Sun shining but very cold.  They call it summer in these parts.  Give me a Tassy winter not half as cold.  12 Noon just finished my watch going to do some washing and start to pack this afternoon. We will be in England Monday morning.
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28th July Sunday.
A beautiful day.  Sun shining a real Tasmanian summer day.  Sea perfectly calm. 8.30 Once again we consider ourselves very lucky.  We have just received word that the Auckland Star was torpedoed at 4am this morning about 100 miles South of us and on the course that we were on. 9 O’Clock issue of blackouts to all of us (2 each) 9-15 Harrah we sight land.  It is Ireland all day we travel up the west coast of Ireland.  We see the hills of Donegal and all the cultivated fields and one is immediately struck by the wonderful greenness of the country. 1.45 we see an aeroplane flying South evidently a coastal patrol plane.  Next we sight quite a few boats continuously march up the Irish coast.  We approach the North Channell and now we get our first view of Scotland.  Just near to this I picked up a wireless station there in the glasses.  Approaching the North Channell we 
see a wonderful sight which makes one proud to be British.  We see a convoy of ships leaving for various dominions and all parts of the world.  I counted 54 all empty and very high in the water.

[scan28]

No fears so called blockade.  Makes one laugh when you see a sight like this having evidently been to England and discharged their cargoes and now off to another cargo.  Good luck and God speed to them.  They were escorted by 2 destroyers and 2 planes were flying overhead.  One plane a Anson Coastal Patrol plane flew over our ship and circled several times just a few hundred feet over our heads.  We could distinctly see the crew and their guns.  They gave us a wave and I cheered and waved back.  About this time our attention is attracted to an object in the water.

It is very much like a lifebelt but looking at it thru the classes I feel certain that it is a rafter collapsible boat like those carried by planes.  I may be wrong but I don’t think so.  Apparently there has been a plane brought down near here,  Five minutes later we see a few spare bits of wreckage.  So I must leave the rest to imagination.
5 P.M. We pass the giant causeway and pass between Ireland and Scotland.  It is only 14 miles across here Ireland to Scotland and with good glasses one can draw a comparison between the two and give you first impression
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Ireland with its green fields and sloping pastures and so wonderfully well set out fields and paddocks and here and there signs of harvesting which reminded one of Tassy and home.  Coastline appeared rather rugged and beaches not noticeable. The part I am referring to is apparently Ulster.  We passed within 25 miles of Belfast but saw no sign of it.  When I get a geography I will rewrite this and fill in all the details.  So much for Ireland for the present.  We will turn our eyes to Scotland first thing that is noticed is the lack of greenness and vegetation and we are impressed with the rugged grandeur of the hills and coastline.  A signal station miles away from all the other signs of habitation has a long winding road leading away from it right up through the hills so typical of pictures.  I have seen the Scottish Moors.  To top the whole thing off and to give us a welcome typically characteristic of all we read and here of the Scottish moors and highlands.  The top of the hills are wrapped in the traditional Scottish mist even on such a beautiful day.
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Continuing thru the North Channell. We come into the Irish Sea up to now 7.30PM.  We are still in the sight of land both Ireland and Scotland and small towns and farm houses are visible on both sides.  The seagulls here are very cheeky and lazy.  They are very large bird much larger than in Australia.  They have occupied every available spot on the ship and are having a free boat trip.  You can chase them off and they will come straight back.  The dinner gong has just gone.  I am off for a feed.  I get the last watch on the ship.  I am on from 12 midnight to 6AM.  We will be in Liverpool by 8A.M.  I don’t expect anything else to happen today.  If it does I will include it in tomorrows review  7.30 signing off.  
Monday 29th July Still Sunday evening 10 P.M.  Several interesting things have happened since dinner.  I have just seen the largest since we left Australia.  I could not make out the name on it but it was escorted.
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7th September Saturday
Have been very lax since arriving in country and have let my account of my travels go by the board.  Now that we are settled down to camp routine again I will endeavour to keep an unbroken chronical of all future happenings.  Today I received word that 180 men are due to arrive from Aussy tomorrow.  So for the next week I will be kept very busy.  We are very slack today as I am due for a few hours leave Charlie K. and myself decide to go over to the tank corp and have a look at a friend of his.  2.30 we get a lift over to Luggershall.  Unable to find the chap he wanted to see and after we had been shown a couple of places that had been hit by bombs.  One bomb had wiped out 2 officer’s homes and a few thousand gals of petrol.
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We started to walk to Andover about 8 to 10 miles.  After going about 4 miles and it being very hot we started the old Aussy habit of thumbing a lift.  It was successful and we got a lift into Andover.  In Andover I met about ½ doz. Of the boys I trained in Brighton.  After a look around the place and not being able to get a drink, we decided to get a bus and go to Salisbury.  Much to our disgust we got on the wrong Salisbury bus and went right back over the same ground that we had just covered:- Luggershall, Tedworth, Bulford and Amesbury arriving at Salisbury 6:10 PM just as the hotels had opened.  The first person I ran into was Rus Lyons.  He was just going to Andover and would not stop for a shot.  

We then went to the Cathedral Hotel and had a few pots.  Net an English Major there Major Swyer C.B.  He was a jolly decent fellow and before the last war was a professor at one of the colleges near London.  He went right thru the last show and after it was over remained in the permanent army in the Education Branch of the English Army.  He is stationed at Bulford Barracks only 10 minutes walk from us.  He is putting on a play at the barracks Thursday night and invited C and I along.  We left the Major and went to the Haunch of Venison for some food.  Here we met 3 more English Officers and went on a pub crawl finishing at the Rose and Crown.  We tried to get into a night club but no luck.  We returned to camp 1020PM
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Then our trouble started.  An emergency call had been sent out and we had to all turn out and man road blocks and trenches and the xxx stand for as it was thought the Hitler had started his invasion of England?  Got fed up and went to bed 4.30 AM.  At 10 o’clock we received word that we could stand down but no leave was to be given and that we were to be ready to move at 3 hours notice.
8th Sept Sunday 
A very dull day.  The draft did not arrive.  Wrote home and was in bed 8.45.  One thing whilst standing to during the night we could see searchlights by the dozens flashes of exploding bombs and antiaircraft fire also the bursting of shrapnel pretty well continuous for about 6 hours over Southhampton so apparently they received a rather heavy air raid.
Our first rain since we landed this morning but only a shower the rest of the day cold but fine.
9th Sept Monday
Nothing doing all day until 7PM when in marched 13 officers and 138 men all just arrived from Australia.  There were quite a lot of Tasmanians amongst them.  One officer was a Launcestonian Sammy Jack.  The rest of the evening was a very busy one allotting them tents blankets etc.  Then we all gathered in the mess to have a few and hear the latest from Australia.
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They were a lucky crowd.  They came on the Orontes and had visited every Australian port then to Singapore, Colombo, Capetown, Sierra Leone and had landed at Liverpool 7/9/40.  Spent the night on Aintree race course and been in 2 air raids before they reached us.
10 Sept Tuesday
Rather busy for me getting equipment for the new arrivals.  Had to visit Bulford, Amesbury Abbey, Tidworth and Ludgerstall.  Took some of the new officers with me for a run to let them see the country.  Whilst I was in Lug Ordinance, C Jones and S Jack had collected a couple of A.T.S. [Auxiliary Territorial Service - the women's branch of the British Army during the Second World War] and were doing pretty well for themselves what I reappeared and carted them off. 
On the return journey we visited 70 Bn.  I met Colonel Stratt and Major Jim Bain for the first time since I have been in England although I have been over often enough to see them Charlie Kelly was there also Phil Hart.  We came over on the same boat.  Charlie and Phil H was on Strathmore.  After tea I drove 2 of the new on over to the 2/3 Field Regt and to the 72 Bn.  I wanted to have a look at the 72nd as that was posted to a fortnight ago.  The only one I knew was Ron Dark.  He was posted to it the same day as myself.  He also came over on the Strathmore.  Returned home 1015PM
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11th September Wednesday 
9 o’clock this morning had the coldest drive I have ever had.  Don’t think that I will ever get warm again.  My truck is a Morris Commercial 15 cwt and has only two little glass shields in the front.  The morning was beautiful but a very severe frost.  Bill Preston (Strathmore) one of our officers, he is English and was in the A.I.C. in Aussy.  His mother lives in the East End of London had obtained leave to go to London to get his mother away from the place.  His only chance to catch the train to London was to catch it at Salisbury about 12 to 14 miles away from our camp.

I wanted to go to Amesbury Abbey (about 2 ½ miles) so decided that on such a morning a drive would be just the thing so drove Bill over to Salisbury.  A refrigerator would be like hell to driving in that truck on a frosty morning.  Nothing of interest for the rest of the day not even Jerry came over.
12st Sept Thursday
Never left camp all day.  Kicked a football about in the evening.  Most important of all received a letter from home.  Did not go to play as invited by Major Swyer.
Went to bed instead.

[scan36]

13th September Friday
When I awoke this morning it was raining like blazes and my tent had sprung a leak.  It rained until 11 O’clock (real Tasmanian rain too) and then cleared up but it has been blowing a gale since and has brought down a few of our tents.  Pay day today but I am just about broke again.  Just paid my mess account.  It does not look like any excitement again today.  A couple of decent bombs were dropped pretty close last night.  We drink Hammertons but here in the mess I call it Durrington Walls.  Yesterday afternoon to get some more.  There was a new manager there.  He told me that the previous manager (Major Parkes) plus a couple of hundred pounds had disappeared.







