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This is my diary on my visit to England 4th March, 1924
Alfred Brooks [aged 63 - K.B.]
I left my home “The Lindens” Barrengarry N.S.W. Australia, George
taking me down to the road, also my luggage in the cream cart leaving Olive
at home. Thus I started over 12000 miles journey and hope to get a pleasant
trip and build up in health on the trip that it will benefit me by my living so
much longer. On arrival at the road about one mile from home, I got
Charlesworth service motor car and saw several old friends who wished me
a pleasant trip and good health and a safe return. We arrived at Nowra at
11.30, doing the 17 miles trip over the mountain in about one hour and a half,
which I consider is very good. I got tea and scones at Graham’s refreshment
rooms and boarded the car again for railway station after waiting over an
hour. We started by train for Wollongong (about 60 miles) and arrived there
about 4 o’clock. I seemed to be in luck’s way as my grandchildren was giving
their Aunt Eva, my daughter, a birthday party, which I was pleased to make
one of. After tea I went to see my other daughters and arrived back at my
daughter Martha’s ready for bed.
I got up Wednesday morning and after breakfast, took train to Bulli,
arriving there 9.10 after seeing Mr. J. Bunker about selling my motor bike. I
left again by the 10.45 train for Wollongong. I went to see my daughter and
son-in-law Anne and Steve for dinner. After dinner I went to see Mr and Mrs
Collings and then to see Clara and Eva and had tea together. After tea I left
for my daughter Martha’s where I always like to sleep while in Wollongong.
Thursday morning I assisted Martha through her work and in the evening
both of us took train to Balgownie to our friends place in Fairy Meadow, Mr
and Mrs Grey and their two children. Mr and Mrs Grey made us very
welcome and had a very nice dinner ready. After dinner we all went and sat
outside in the cool. We were having a conversation on old times and all sorts
of topics when old friends of the Greys from Mount Pleasant arrived. We
formed a circle with our chairs and we had an hour’s jolly time together. All at
once Mrs Grey got up and said, “Oh come on, we must have a sing and a
little music.” Eva Grey played a few hymns which we all sang, too. When we
finished up with ‘God be with you till we meet again’, I believe the way we all
sung it that we wished from the bottom of our hearts that God would be with
us all till we all meet again, which I think God to be our best friend and
companion at all times. We parted from Mr Grey and our friends, Mrs Grey
and daughter Eva coming to railway station to see us off. We both got back
to Wollongong the better for our trip.
Friday, I had a good deal of visiting and good-byes to say, as I am leaving
for Sydney next morning. As some are my own children, I felt the parting, not
forgetting my grandchildren who I love very dearly and I felt love me. So I put
in a busy day, packing, visiting, saying good-bye to friends at night. I went to
Davis’s and talked about my journey and all sorts of things till Mr Davis came
home, he being away on business. I left then for my place of abode.
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Tired, I got up early Saturday morning, getting ready to leave by the 8.48
for Sydney. Martha and her little daughter, Eva, came to the station. I must
not forget Amy, my eldest granddaughter, helped me to carry some of my
luggage. Thus I left Wollongong by the 8.48 train. We waved to each other till
it was time to pass where my daughter and son-in-law live (Anne and Steve)
mid way between Wollongong and North Wollongong. On arrival at
Balgownie station Mr Grey was looking out for me. Mrs Grey very kindly
made me a cake to eat on the voyage. I think it splendid to have good
friends. I feel very grateful to my many friends for their kind wishes and
deeds to me on the eve of my trip. The compartment was comfortably filled. I
was the only man for a good part of the journey when a young man got in till
we reached Sydney. I began to wonder how I was to carry all my luggage to
the Parcel Office where I intended leaving all but my hand bag. I tried several
ways. At last I pulled a piece of rope out of my pocket and fastened my two
largest suitcases together and put them over my shoulder and my two
packages, consisting of hand bag and deck chair and cushion. I had a long
way to carry them and was about done when I got to the Cloak Room. It cost
me one shilling to put the three things in. I went and did several business
transactions and took a St Peters train to my cousins, the Jarretts, where I
always feel at home. Susie soon had me some dinner. I then went to where
they bought a piece of land and was laying the foundation for a house. They
had the walls of stables up. I watched them for some time. I then went back
to the house and rested. We all went to bed early. The Jarretts believe in
early to bed and early to rise.
I got up Sunday morning 7 o’clock and before I got ready, breakfast was
on the table. After breakfast, I got my things together and said good-bye and
went to Sydenham station and went by train to Belmore to see my old friends
Mr T. Edwards and family. Arrived in time to go with them to church. We had
a very nice service. After dinner, Mrs Edwards and I went to see my sister-inlaw, Mrs E. Brooks, and her sister, Miss A. Morgan. We waited for some time
to see my niece Alice but she did not come and we could not wait any longer,
so said good-bye and let after tea.
I left by bus and train for Burwood, where I got a tram for Concord, where
my eldest son Harry and his wife and child (me - I was 3 months old. K.B.)
live. I do not like travelling on a Sunday but if I wished to say good-bye to my
friends, I was compelled to do so. I arrived there before dark - I am not quite
sure but I think it was dark. Harry left for work at 20 to 9 as he was on night
work at the gas works. I had a very good night’s sleep.
I caught the 20 to 9 train from Burwood to Sydney and it took me 1-1/2
hours to get my gratuity bond fixed up so that I could leave knowing that it
would be all right while I was away. I bought 2 cwt drums of carbide for
home, paid Wm. Adams account, then went and said good-bye to my old
friend Tom Edwards. Got some refreshments and got a tram, went out to the
S.S. Moreton Bay, saw my cabin and berth. I liked the appearance and left
for St. Peters where I left my umbrella and then made for Concord. I wrote a
letter home and another to Mr. McDonough. I went to bed early so as to be
bright and rested.
3

Tuesday, 11th March. I was up early and commenced to get ready for my
long journey. We left Concord 10 past 8 and caught 8.20 train and was in
Sydney 10 to 9 and waited till near 9.30 before Fred came. We got my
luggage and went to get a tram to Millers Point. We had 15 to 20 minutes
before it came and, strange to say, there were several on it going by the
‘Moreton Bay’. We got off the tram and made our way to the ship and was
pleased to be told we would all be allowed on board. So we went and put my
things in my berth and as we had a good long wait till the boat sailed, we
went and kept watch to see if our friends came.
I wish I had taken Harry and Fred over the ship - it would have been
something they had not seen. The people began to arrive and about an hour
before we left, my old friend and late shipmate Mr. E. Lowe on the Aberdeen
liners when I last went to England in 1920 (the ‘S.S. Thermistoclese’ and
back in the ‘Demosticlese’). I was very pleased to see him as we were great
chums - I think one of the best. I took him and Mrs Edwards on board and
showed them my cabin and berth. They were very pleased and thought them
nice.
It was not long before it was time to sail. The streamers were very thick
and I think the cost must have run into many pounds (about 100). They were
very close together and the different colours looked very beautiful. The bell
rang for all visitors to go ashore, second bell went and at 12 o’clock rang the
third time. The whistle blowed. We began to move and we were soon out in
midstream. I think the amount for streamers would exceed 100 pounds. We
were soon out of sight - our ship must have looked a beautiful sight sailing
down the harbour. We were outside, the pilot left us at one o’clock, when the
bugle sounded for dinner. We made for the dining room. I had pea soup,
roast beef, roast and boiled potatoes, stewed fruit and custard. I had a good
dinner. On coming out I found we were a good piece from land and kept
course just far enough to be able to see land, yet not able to make out very
much.
We were off Wollongong between 4 and 5 o’clock. For tea I had macarony
and cheese, bread and butter and rock cakes - all were good, but as I took
the choice of second sitting 5.30 I thought it too soon to go to supper at 8. I
thought I would go to bed early, so retired 7.30 and had a fair night’s sleep.
I did not get up till the first sitting bugle sounded 7.45. (I forgot to state the
dressing bugle goes at 7.15) I washed and dressed and got ready for
breakfast, when the bugle sounded. Porridge, grilled steak, bread and butter
and coffee. A great many were too sick, so the tables were not filled but I am
pleased to say I did justice to the good things provided. On going on deck,
people were laying about everyway seasick - and some told me they had
travelled a good deal on the sea. The ship was very steady. I was wondering
how they would do if it had been rough.
On looking round, I found we were out of sight of land. I then thought it
time I looked round the ship. The more I saw, the better I liked her. The
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Social Hall was very nice, very comfortable. The sides were padded arm
chairs, nicely padded writing desks on two sides and envelopes and writing
paper with ship’s flag - and one had only to put the name of ship and date at
the head. The Smoke Hall was also very nice - tables every here and there
and arm chairs so that anyone wishing to play card games could get round
as the tables were screwed to the deck but the chairs were moveable.
Judging by the amount of smoke, there were plenty of smokers. So I come to
the conclusion everything was done for the comfort of the passengers. I
found at dinner time that there were 4 or 5 tables set apart for the children
and all children that half fare was paid for were to present themselves at
these tables. Those that were in arms were alone with their parents.
I am seated at a table close to the side of the ship as I thought there
would be more fresh air being close to so many portholes. My chair number
258. On one side of me is a lady with a baby 18 months old - a fat, lively little
chap - going to London for the purpose of bringing her mother out to
Australia. On the other side a Miss Street going to London. There is also a
very nice gentleman at our table and a family who come over from New
Zealand. They came over to Sydney in the ship ‘Niagara’. The gentleman
told me that she is not as comfortable ship as this to travel by. So I feel quite
satisfied with the fellow passengers at our table. In fact, I have come across
no disagreeable ones so far and seem mostly of the middle class.
We had run in 24 hours, 354 miles. Dinner at 12.30 - soup, roast beef, sea
pie and one or two other dishes, then plum pudding and custard. I was told
by one of my cabin mates that the sea pie was slightly burned, so I had roast
beef, roast potatoes, boiled potatoes.
I will now tell you a little about my cabin mates. First, a Mr. Rich - he lives,
when at home, at Penshurst on the Illawarra Line. His daughter teaches
school somewhere close to there. A young scotch man, newly married, but
not a great while out in Australia. His wife is in a lady’s cabin further aft. Their
name is Robinson, both members of the Methodist church. Our other cabin
mate, Mr. Peer, is going to London. He is nice but I don’t know anything
about him. I forgot to say Mr. Rich is only going to Fremantle - he is travelling
for his health, taking a sea voyage. However, we seem a happy lot and hope
if anyone takes the vacant berths at Hobart they will be nice.
During the evening we saw land but it was very hazy, too far off to make
anything out, even with the glasses. I thought it is time I looked up a Mr.
Vasey and his wife, so I went to the purser and asked him if he would kindly
tell me the number of their cabin, which he did and I found it close to my
own. I tried to find them but everyone I asked said, ”No”, so I asked a
stewardess if she would allow me to put a note in their cabin, which she did. I
wrote a note saying I had letters for them and that my cabin was 34. They
were not long before they paid me a visit. Mr. H. Collings, my late cabin mate
and shipmate on the 1920 voyage gave me the two letters for them. They
were very pleased to get them as one was from England , the other from
their home or thereabouts.
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The bugle sounded for tea. Macaroney and cheese, bread and butter and
seed cake. We have cake every day for tea - never the same two days
running. The menu is different every day. This is some of the dishes so that I
need not write anything more on that point: stewed rabbit, Irish stew, sea pie,
corn beef, roast beef, roast mutton, boiled mutton, cold roast and boiled
mutton, bacon and eggs, roast pork, bacon and sausages, meat cooked in
several different ways, fish cooked in different ways, porridge, boiled rice,
several sorts of puddings, fruit for dessert at tea time. So I think we fare well
for food. The beds are a little hard but I will get used to that.
Thursday morning. My mates reported we were off Hobart and would be
soon in. I got up, washed and got ready for breakfast and before long we
were alongside the wharf. On looking inside, I saw thousands of cases of
apples. I got ready and went on shore. I thought Hobart is a very nice place.
On talking to several people of the place, they told me that they had too
much rain. It was very disheartening to those who had orchards and that the
apple crop was partly a failure. They said, “You are lucky to get a fine day.” I
went up and down several streets looking in the shop windows. I thought
things in general were dearer than Sydney. I bought very little, some views
and one or two things not worth mentioning and came on board for dinner.
After dinner I thought, “I will write my diary and put in the afternoon.”
Friday, I put in looking round the place from the ship looking through my
glasses and making acquaintance of some of the passengers. After dinner, I
went on shore, then took a ferry boat and went across the harbour 3 miles to
a place called Belleview- a nice place. I went round a point which took some
time but as I was on my own I had plenty of time. I was about an hour. Got
the ferry boat back. I got into conversation with one of the passengers. I was
told it was 12 miles from the heads to the wharf, but forgot to ask how much
further the harbour extended which I think must be a good way as a steamer
came down and brought a cargo of apples for our ship. The harbour seemed
to be deep as ships drawing 30 ft of water got about all right. The harbour
was a good width in places - near the wharf , was across in (or about) 2
miles. I thought it a very nice harbour. I saw in the Hobart Mercury that the
large battle cruiser ‘HMS Hood’, drawing 34 ft, of water was to go alongside
the pier where we were loading, the other large cruiser ‘Repulse’ on the other
side.
Mount Wellington, several thousand feet high, has snow on the summit a
good while during the year. I could see many orchards around the shores of
the harbour. The grass and tussocks were brown, saying they had nice rains.
The temperature was cold night and morning but warm in the middle of the
day. I got my top coat out. I was warm then but plenty from NSW and
Queensland felt the cold. Saturday, there was light rain early in the morning
but it cleared off and fine the rest of the day.
I found out that our ship had taken in the following cargo: 300 tons of zinc
slabs, 5450 cases of fruit pulp, 32000 cases of apples and that 50
passengers booked to London or several to the different Australian states we
called at. As all the cargo was on board, we left at a few minutes past twelve
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for Melbourne. There were a good many people and friends of the
passengers leaving here to see us off. The amount of streamers were few
compared with what was at Sydney. We were soon sailing down the harbour.
I forgot to mention the Orient steamer ‘Ormuz’ left Sydney a day after and
arrived in Hobart a day after us and was due to leave two hours after us for
Melbourne. Just after we left, the Huddard Parks steamer ‘Riverina’ left also
but we were outside the heads first. As we were not due in Melbourne till
Monday morning, we did not put on all speed, so the ‘Riverina’ soon passed
us. It was then reported that our Captain sent a wireless to Melbourne about
making all speed to get in before the visiting British fleet, which was to arrive
at Melbourne Monday morning. The answer to the wireless was, “Come on!’
so as to allow the pilots to be free for the fleet. So we soon put on speed and
although the ‘Riverina’ was some distance ahead, we soon pulled up to her
and passed her. After dark, she looked pretty, lighted up with the electric
lights. When I went to bed, I looked to see if I could see her, and I could see
the lights in the distance astern.
Sunday 16th March. 10.30 we had service in the Social Hall. It was well
filled and a Presbyterian preached and conducted the service. The singing
was good and there was no text but on our voyage through the Red Sea,
passing Egypt and God’s goodness to the children of Israel. If there was a
text, it could be named God, the people and the Book (meaning the Bible). I
don’t think there were many who did not enjoy the service. Mr Vasey and I
took up the collection which was to go to the Seamen’s Mission. It was
£2/15/10. I gave it to the purser - he thanked me for it. Dinner. After, I wrote a
letter to my sister, Clara, lay down and had a sleep till near tea time. I got up
and got ready for tea. After tea, a party of us got together and sang hymns till
we were off Port Phillip heads and looking at the land on the Victorian coast.
The pilot came on board and we were soon inside about 7.30 making for
Melbourne. As the coming fleet were to berth at Port Melbourne, we were to
go to Williamstown. We arrived off Williamstown about 11 o’clock. I was in
bed then, the anchor was dropped till morning when we moved alongside the
pier and began taking in cargo. The ‘Ormsey’ came and berthed on the other
side of the same pier and the noise of several steam winches on both
steamers kicked up a noise. I thought about the mail and went to the Post
Office on board and I found a long queue. At last my time came. I found
three letters - one from Polly, my daughter, one from Olive, my youngest girl
and Mr. Williams. I then had breakfast and got ready and went on shore.
I got on the train at Williamstown - it was an electric train - and cost 1/2d
return. There was a good many stations before we got to Flinders Street,
Melbourne. I went to Customs House to try and get an Australian badge to
wear at London but could not find the place where they were sold as they
knew nothing about them at the Customs House but told me to go to the
British Exhibition office in King St. After a lot of enquires I found it but it was
so strange nobody knew such a place. I got the badge and also a booklet of
the Exhibition and how to get there. I then thought it time I got some dinner. I
went a bit higher up the street to the Salvation Army people’s place. I
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thought, while eating my dinner, “I wonder if my old pal of my boyhood days
was anywhere near Melbourne and if he would be coming in to see the
Fleet.”
The Fleet arrived in the morning - it was a very imposing sight - the four
light cruisers leading and the battle cruisers ‘Hood’ and ‘Repulse’ following.
They berthed at the Port Melbourne pier, where we ought to have been. I
went to the Enquiry Office but it was closed. I went to another office and
asked for Colonel T. Albiston. They told me to go up Bourke St to the
headquarters. I took the tram as requested and arrived at the headquarters.
After making enquires, I found him in the men’s Social Office and when I first
saw him I said, “Do you know me?” and he said, “No, I can’t say I do.” “Well,”
I said, “You and I have had many rough and tumble times together. I am Alf
Brooks.” He grabbed my hand and we were both very much excited and we
were relating for the benefit of another gentleman who was present and we
were reminding each other of the pranks we played on each other when
young. It was 41 years since we saw each other before. I left England 1 st
June, he left 4th June 1883, so we felt like boys again for a short time. He
asked me if I had any special time to be on board again. I said, ”No.” “Well, I
will close up and we will go to my home and have tea together.” So we both
went up to the station and he bought me a First Class return ticket to Coburg
where his home is. I found he called his house ‘Winsford’, after his English
town where he and I used to reside. His wife was pleased to see me. He had
two of his children at home - one a fine built man about 15 stone weight. He
was in the Army College learning to be an officer. Ruth, his daughter, was
the other, a grown up young woman. They prepared a feast for the occasion
and were all interested in our conversation of our old times. However, as all
good times come to an end, so it was time all too soon for me to go on
board. So Tom came with me to the station and saw me off in the train. I was
to change at Spencer Street station, so I got out and as I was getting in the
Williamstown Pier train I heard my name called and looking round, I saw Bert
Cox whom I have known from childhood. He shook hands and had time to
say a few words before the train started. When the train got to Williamstown
we had to change and wait a quarter of an hour. I arrived back too late for
supper but happy, thinking I had a splendid day.
Tuesday 18th. After dinner, I went on shore and bought several things milk condensed, biscuits, tea pot of tea, came back with an armful of
packages and most of the passengers were the same as myself. The Orient
steamer ‘Ormsey’ was to sail at 4 o’clock and the train was very crowded.
After putting my things in my cabin, I watched the passengers and friends
going on board and soon the ‘Ormsey” was under way and before long, out
of sight. It was soon tea time. We had a lovely tea and went to bed early.
Wednesday, our ship took in a great deal of cargo of several descriptions
and fancy 15000 cases of apples, leather, wool and a good part of it for Hull..
As we were to sail today, our passengers who had come from the other
states were arriving during the day and reported that the great crowds the
previous day that visited the fleet were too dense to see things with any
comfort and were crushed and it was dangerous at times. Looking through
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my glasses, the pair a moving mass of humanity. However, I thought it best
not to go. Soon after dinner, the passengers that were to get on board at
Melbourne began to arrive with their luggage and by the time we were to
leave (4 o’clock) there was a great crowd and the streamers were plentiful.
They had only one gangway till just near the last when they put another one
up. The congestion was very great and it looked as if someone would get
between the ship - the old and new passengers trying to get on board.
However, all got on board and we had a good send off.
The Newcastle Steelworks Band, which came on board at Sydney, played
a few selections. I don’t know if I mentioned it - the band gave three concerts
at Hobart and they played, giving 4 concerts at Melbourne. They are a
splendid band, giving us some good music every day. One young man
played after we left the pier ‘The Girl I left Behind Me’ and other pieces. We
were soon off on our voyage, which pleased many. We were not outside the
Port Phillip till after dark. We found on getting outside that there a lazy swell
on and soon many were very seasick.
Thursday. I took a dose of medicine and it made me feel not the best. I got
a sour stomach and I did not enjoy my meals very much. Although I did not
miss a meal, I went and laid down after dinner and had a sleep. After tea I
laid down again and after a while I got up and got ready for bed. I slept well
all night and rose feeling very much better and had a good breakfast. I then
went out on deck and found the ship alongside the pier at what is called the
Outer Harbour. There was another ship, the PandO liner ‘Barabool’ from
England. She had a few over 400 on board (under half what we had on
board). We were supposed to have 850. I thought I would do a bit of
washing, so I got my pyjamas trousers, flannel shirt, several pocket
handkerchiefs and I found every convenience - both hot and cold water. It
was very close in the wash house. I put my clothes line up and tied my
clothes on it and watched them till it was a few minutes to the bugle sound
for dinner. I then went down and took my clothes with me and got ready for
dinner.
After dinner I went to the railway station and found the train had left a few
minutes ago. We had near on an hour to wait. I went and weighed myself
and found I had gained 3 lbs in weight since leaving Sydney. I sat down on a
seat and presently two men, their wives and children came and sat down by
my side. I spoke to them and found they were off the PandO liner and one
couple came from Wigan. The other pair came from near to where I was born
- Rock Ferry - and we were soon talking about the old place. Then one asked
me where I came from and I told him. He asked me if I knew Albion Park. I
said I knew it well. He said he was going there to work for a certain man. I
did not know the man but had heard of him many times. The other was going
to Newcastle - he was an electrician by trade and was anxious to know about
Australia.
However, the train came in. I got a ticket for Adelaide, costing 1/11d
return. It took the best part of an hour to go there as there were so many
stopping places and we had to change at a place called Glanville. It was
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about 2.30 when we arrived there. I was on my own and I began to look
round and as I thought I had plenty of time as I got a letter from Arthur
Stubbs to say that Percy and he would be under the clock at night at 8
o’clock. I thought I would go and have a drink of kola and after finishing the
drink, asked where Nestles office was. Learning it was close to, went to see
if Arthur was at liberty. A nice young man told me he would find him for me
and he did. We were soon in earnest conversation. He told me that he had
half an hour off, so we went to a park and sat down and asked each other
questions. The half hour was soon up and he went back and arranged to
meet at 5 o’clock. He rang Percy up and told him I was there and arranged to
meet at a café and have tea together. We all met at the appointed time and
place and we had a dinner. We then went out to see the sights. We went to
New Adelaide and I was greatly impressed with the way the streets were laid
out. The roads were wide and well kept. We went into the market and what
met my eye was to tell me that the land in South Australia was good. I never
saw better vegetables - the celery was beautiful and I think it no use trying to
describe it but sum it up in a few words - very good. We thought we would
make our way to the railway station to catch the five past eight train to the
ship. On arrival, I got off a stall 5 lbs of lovely big lady’s finger grapes for a 1/and 2 lbs of tomatoes for 4d. We sat down and ate grapes till we thought we
had eaten as many as was good for us. The train came in and we parted for
the night with the hope we would see each other the next day before we
sailed.
Saturday 22nd. The morning was beautiful and fine, so I thought I would do
some washing. It was not quite dry before dinner but I brought it down. Had
dinner. A notice was posted up stating the ship was to sail at 12 noon. I was
very disappointed as I thought the Stubbs bros. could not get in time to see
me off. But later, as they could not get the cargo on in time, the time was
extended to 3 o’clock. I began to wonder if the boys would find out that the
time was altered, so I began to worry a bit about that. The passengers and
friends began to arrive and about 2.30 Percy, Arthur and their young ladies
came but the bell had gone for all visitors off the ship. So I could not bring
them on board and show them round. I got a few minutes to be introduced to
the ladies, but I was so pleased to see the four of them that I forgot their
names but I fancy one was named May and the other, Ruth but the
surnames I forgot. But one thing I didn’t forget and that was that they were
both nice, good girls. I hope all will go well with all of them. It was about 4
o’clock before we got away and they bought a streamer each and gave them
to me. I got my camera out and took their photos - I hope they will come out
well. Then we were away again. There were a great many streamers but I
had the honour to have the streamers which held on to the last - it must have
been up to 30 chains long before they broke. The passengers cheered when
they broke, which is generally the rule. We passed out of the harbour and
away to sea. Our ship got away very quick and when out at sea, was so
steady, one would never think we were on the sea.
Sunday morning - our ship still going steady and if it was no for the throb
of the engines, one would think we were on the land. At 10.30 service was
held in the Social Hall. It was well filled and the Rev. Fox, Presbyterian
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minister, preached on Egypt and God’s goodness to the nations which serve
Him. The collection, £3 and some little over, was for the Seamen’s Mission in
Australia. The service was very interesting and liked by everyone present as
far as I could learn. After dinner, there was a Sunday School held in front of
our cabin door, where the children have their meals. Some 30 children were
present - the Rev. Fox gave an address after singing and prayer. More
singing and prayer followed and the benediction brought it to a close. At 7.15
another service - the Rev, Fox preached from the text ‘David’s prayers were
ended’. He held his hearers spellbound. He was very good. We took another
collection up, although it was against the rules on board ship, so we were
given to understand later. £2/15/0 - all collection taken up on board are for
the Seamen’s Mission. Towards night, the wind began to rise and a swell
began to start, so the ship was not quite so steady.
Monday morning, the swell increased, causing the ship to roll a little,
causing some sickness and many chairs to be vacant at the breakfast tables.
Some considered themselves by taking breakfast on deck, although no one
is allowed to take the ship’s crockery on deck or out of the dining room. Many
have their own tea pot and cups and several articles of crockery. The
stewards are very good and the passengers can get hot water nearly at any
time during the day. As we were crossing the Australian Bight where it is
nearly always rough, we all thought we were getting off easy with a bit of
rolling, although it caused a nasty sensation. At 3 o’clock, a party of ladies
asked me to join them at afternoon tea, which I did and I enjoyed it very
much. I thanked them for their kindness - I hope they will never want. I think
Australia is a very sociable place and no matter if they come from England or
other places overseas, they get to learn the usual customs of Australia.
Tuesday, the wind increased to near half a gale. The ship was steadier
than when there was no wind and we were pleased at the progress of the
ship. She was doing 360 and 366 miles per 24 hours, which is not
considered bad. We were expected to be off Cape Leeuwin in the evening
and as it is only 170 miles from Fremantle, we know it will not take long to be
there. We passed several islands, some jutting up straight from the water’s
edge and some a fair height up. We were talking that any ship running
against one of them would be no more soon. Captain Mason seems to be a
careful man and gives them things a wide berth. As the evening came on, It
got cold with the increased wind blowing from the cold regions.
Wednesday morning. We were expecting to be in port at 7 o’clock but we
did not get in till 9.20. There were several ships in Fremantle, but the
Moreton Bay was the largest. She towers high above the quay, saying she
has a large cargo on board. I understand we have a large amount of fruit to
take in. We will have over 100,000 cases of apples alone, saying nothing
about other fruit and fruit pulp.
As soon as we were alongside the pier, some were making off to see
friends and some fathers, mothers and sisters. A great many had come to
see us come in. That is the benefit of wireless, knowing just where we were.
The letters came on board and people were collecting round the Post Office
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window. There was soon a great crowd, anxious for home news.. However, I
was told there was none for me. I cheered up and went ashore to the station
on route to Perth, fares 1/11 return. The carriages were like cubby houses
compared to Sydney trains and when loaded do not forget to rock from side
to side. On arrival at Perth I knew just where to go, having been there before.
I wandered round on my own and as I was close to the Government Tourist
Bureau and went in and bought two postcards. They gave me some little
books, advertisements of pleasure resorts in England, Wales and Ireland.
There were nice pictures, showing many of the places with their lovely old
buildings, telling some of their history and how to get to them. I found the
British Exhibition Office and begged a few plans of the exhibition and how to
get there, to give to my fellow passengers. I thought, “It is time I got some
dinner,” and looked up a restaurant and I got a good 3-course dinner for 1/3.
I thought I would start for the ship. I had spent most of the money I had
brought ashore, so I went to the station and found the train did not leave till
1.30, so I sat down and read my little books till the train came in. It was 2.15
on arrival at the Fremantle station.
When I got on board, I thought, “I will ask if there is any letters for me.”
Although I got a cabin mate to ask for me in the morning, there was two - one
from Anne and one from Clara. Anne’s was on board at Melbourne and
ought to have been given to me there when I asked for them. I thought, “I will
answer Anne’s straight away and put Mable Coomby’s letter in it. So I got to
work and wrote her and Steve a long letter. I got my tea pot and things for
afternoon tea all on my own.
After tea I read the paper and a friend told me he was going ashore to the
pictures. I thought, “If the pictures are any good, it will be a change to staying
on the ship,” so I made up my mind straight away and off we all went - about
6 and some children. We chose a place, paid went in and the pictures were
good morals, and if people would only profit by them, the pictures will do
some good. One was where husband and wife did not play the game fair and
when separated, went to places of amusement, taking partners of the
opposite sex. The result was nearly a divorce and when they saw their
mistake, the women especially let pride and a little stubbornness stand in the
way of healing the trouble, although in the end , love conquered. Why will
ones who dearly love their husband or wife let pride stand in the way? Why
not let love, or - to put it straight - the one they love the best in all the world
and would give their own life to save the other?
We all arrived home at a few minutes after 9 and went to bed. But as the
wharf labourers were working, I could not get to sleep. Then a Mr. Ewing,
next door neighbour, came home and he must bring in a piece of
sandalwood to show me and talked till it was late and I was sleepy. I must
have gone to sleep and did not know if he said anything.
Thursday, I spent writing. I wrote a letter to Anne and Steve and one to
Mrs. Grey. After that, I wrote up my diary till dinnertime. I had a lovely dinner
and then I went ashore to get a few things and post two letters. I came on
board again and looked round the ship. It was very funny - the first notice to
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be put on the board was that the ship was to sail at 5 o’clock. Then it was
altered to 9 o’clock. Then it was altered to 12.30. Some of us stayed up late it was about 11 o’clock - then went to bed. As they were taking in cargo, we
were unable to go to sleep for some time. We got two new cabin mates, two
left us on arrival at Fremantle.
Friday, we woke soon after 6 o’clock but we were still alongside the pier
and did not leave till 7 o’clock. The new cabin mates were asking all sorts of
questions about mealtime and where is this and that.
Saturday, a very amusing thing occurred. A lady, on learning that the
window of the Post Office was about to be opened, ran to it, so as to be in
good time, knowing the long wait of the day before. Being a bit excited, said
to the officer in the Post Office, “Quick, quick!” The officer looked angry and
said, “What name?” Then she spelled her name, “Q-u-i-c-k”. Then the officer
had a good laugh. He saw the humorous side. He thought she was trying to
hurry him up! The passengers who heard it had a good laugh over it.
We were soon outside the harbour of Fremantle and were passing
Rottnest Island on the left and Fremantle on the right. As it was just on
breakfast time, a great many of us who did not get up early through getting to
bed late were trying to get a turn at the wash basin at the lavatory and not be
late at the table - the stewards insist on being punctual at the meal table, a
thing I always try to do. After breakfast, when I came out of the Dining Room,
I looked all round and was out of sight of land. I was very surprised but
thought, “The captain is going to try and pull up some lost time.” The ship
rolled a bit and it was easy to pick out the new passengers - over 80, I
believe. One sick lady went to the Dining Room at tea time and tried to eat
but just got outside and dropped down on a hot steampipe shield and looked
very ill. I went up to her and asked if I could do anything to help her. She
said, “No,” but after a minute said, “Oh, if only I had my chair and cushion I
would be pleased.” So I asked what part of the deck they were on. On
coming somewhere about the place, off I went and after a while I found them
and brought them to her and made her comfortable. I then got her apiece of
dry bread and she ate it and felt better. I think I am voicing the opinion of
most of the passengers - we were all pleased to be on our way again.
Sunday - Divine Service on the Promenade Deck. The band played the
hymns. The amount of people present was very pleasing. The Rev. Fox
preached from Revelation but the theme was ‘The Book, the People and the
Land’, giving us a bit of the place we were sailing through - Egypt on the one
hand, and the Promised Land on the right. It was very interesting. I was
asked to take charge of the collection which amounted to £5/12/10. The
hymns played by the band were very nice. Service was to start at 10.00 and
close at 11.30 but it’s very wonderful what can be crammed in an hour.
After dinner, the Sunday School at 2.30 I went to assist. The children did
some singing and saying their pieces they learned during the week. I do not
know the lady who led the school. She asked me to address the School. I
told them a short story on faith. The children brought pennies and they took
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up a collection of 4/1-1/2d which I was asked to take charge of. I forgot to
mention that the food was very, very good. We had for dessert, water melon
which was very nice but where they were got on board I do not know.
At 7 o’clock, the evening service. The band played the hymns again, a
different minister preached, but I do not know his name. He preached a
beautiful sermon from the 123 psalm, very much similar to the morning
service. I again took charge of the collection and am proud to say the grand
total for the day was £9/12/- which was very good.
Monday, 31st March. I thought it time I did some washing, so I got some
things together and went to the Wash House and as the tubs of enamel were
in use, I started in a was handbasin. Being in the tropics, it was very hot work
- I was bathed in perspiration. I was very pleased when I had finished and
got it out to dry. There was one man stripped to the waist washing clothes
and the perspiration was dropping off him. By the amount of clothes he
washed, it must have taken some time. I asked how much they charged to
wash a shirt at the laundry. They told me 5d per shirt to wash and iron, but
they had so many to wash, that they could not take on any more. So I
thought I would have a go myself at it.
After leaving Fremantle and the sick people better, they selected a Sports
Committee. They selected a man as President - he was the late Mayor of
Collingwood, Melbourne. He was very unpopular and a loud voiced man. The
Sports Committee gave it out on Saturday that a subscription would be taken
up next day. It was a mistake - they forgot that it was Sunday - and when told
about it, the President said all those who did not like it and went to church
could give their shilling next day. They had arranged it for everyone to give a
shilling each towards the prizes. However, a good many took exception to his
remarks - some made humorous remarks such as ‘Here comes the
gramophone’.
Sunday. The service was held on deck and the band played for the
service. The Rev. Fox again rook the service. Similar to before, he preached
from the words ‘The Book, the People and the Land’ and it was very
interesting. Once again I took up the collection. I find that I have written
Sunday transactions before I have written several letters and thought I had
put the things in the letters where as it was in my diary. I joined with some
friends and had afternoon tea - we were a jolly party. After tea I went to the
barber’s shop to get my whiskers trimmed but it seems that the barber
shaves and cuts hair for men till he gets his tea. After tea, he again attends
the men’s need.
It was no time before the tea bugle sounded. After tea we all went to
where the band was to give a concert and then it rained, the only time it
rained during the day since we sailed. But the crew put up an awning all over
the decks other than the Promenade Deck which is permanently covered.
But as the concert did not start till 8 o’clock we had nearly two hours to wait.
But as all things come to those who wait long enough, the concert
commenced. As I was alongside the band, the noise was rather deafening
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and helped to spoil the music. 34 pieces make a big noise. The band gave
several selections which were well received. Then a gentleman gave a solo.
At the finish, someone dressed up a turnip with different coloured crinkle
paper to represent a kelpie. There was a great deal of amusement at the
incident, then the band gave another piece or two and an old man over 70
gave a recitation called ‘The Day’. It was on the late Great War and return.
For an old man, he did well and it was very well put together. It was his own
production. I liked it better than any of the items. He was clapped up and
given great applause. I consider he deserved it. The band gave another
piece, then a lady solo ‘Because’. She was encored and she gave a
recitation ‘Brahim, Paradise’, which was well received. The band gave
‘Macgregor’s Wedding’ which was all done by the musical instruments,
excepting putting the ring on and the supposed bride kissing the bridegroom,
which caused great merriment. A gentleman sang a song, ‘The Mountain
Lover”. “God Save the King’ brought the concert to a close after 9.00. there
was a great scatter for bed. It being a very hot night, there was a good many
sleeping on deck, the men on the Well Deck, the women on the Promenade
Deck. I slept in my cabin - it was a Turkish bath - my clothes were wet with
perspiration.
Tuesday 1st April. I got up and got ready for breakfast. Several tried to
make a fool of each other. After breakfast, I got my diary and tried to write it
up to date but did not succeed but got within a day or so. On several days
before breakfast, the Captain gave 4 short blasts on the whistle (which
means ‘man overboard’). The crew rush the accident boat, put on their life
jackets and everyone at their stations ready to lower the boat. Then the
Captain gives the ‘dismiss’ signal and all disperse. After dinner, the Sports
Committee had some sports for the men, pillow fights, several couples to
part, causing great squealing, laughing and shouting. An old man stuck it till
near the last, which made it very exciting. Then ‘Grab an Apple’ out of a
bucket of water. I went over to where it was and was just in time to see the
President of the Sports Committee pulling his shirt off and then kneeling
down on one side and another gentleman of the Sports Committee on the
other side, kneeling down. The President pit his head into the bucket and the
other man put his hands on his head and pushed it to the bottom of the
bucket, causing screams of laughter. Being a man with a big mouth, he got
the apple sure enough. As he had a big moustache and hairy face, the water
streamed down his face and in my opinion, did not need a drink with his
apple. That part of the sports ended for week, from that day.
Wednesday 2nd. A change of winds was expected by those acquainted
with these parts. During the day, several of us old men passed our time away
playing quoits, passing the time away very well. Mr. Edge, I think, is a very
good player and hard to beat. If beaten, he is a sport and shakes hands with
his opponent who beat him. Several of the ladies had a desire to try and
play, too. They were very funny throwing the quoits but not in the direction
they wanted. I do not intend commenting further as it would be
ungentlemanly to criticise ladies, especially as they tried to do their best.
Towards evening, a change came up, a wind in the opposite direction to
which it had been blowing, making it cooler, although getting close to ‘The
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Line’. As it was so close and stuffy down in the cabins, I thought I would try
sleeping on deck. So at a quarter to nine I went down and packed up my
bed, came up and got a good place on the hatch. I was not long before I
turned in and was getting to sleep (about 10.30 to 11 o’clock) when down
came the rain, very heavy. I was wondering if the awning would keep the rain
out and on looking up, congratulated about my post being good. I need not
move as it wasn’t very bad. I heard loud laughs, someone saying, “It is
running down under your bed.” Then a bit of lightning, packing up of beds
and looking round for a dry spot. Soon it began to come through all over the
place and it was not long before I packed up and went down to my cabin,
made my bed up and I was soon fast asleep. I forgot to mention that the
night was very trying to those who were sleeping out, men and women
running about in evening dress (night dress) with their beds and bed clothes
rolled up in the front of them, coming down the stairs and the stairs being
very steep one had to be careful. Some dropped their beds in the passages
and spread them out and lay down. Anyone having a hasty call to the
lavatory during the night would have to step over some and would need to be
careful or he would be tumbling over first one and then the other. The women
on their deck had a lively time to get out of the water and rain.
Thursday morning. A great deal of excitement was in the air, as it was
given out by the Sports Committee that at 2.30 Father Neptune would come
on board and anyone volunteering to become Father Neptune’s children
were to give their names in and appear at 1.30 to be got ready for the
occasion. Then the guessing who was to be the Father! However, after
breakfast, a good few went to the quoit pitch and as it was given out a Lady
and Gentleman tournament would be pitched, some of the ladies were
anxious to learn how to pitch them, so several sets were formed. I had the
pleasure of going in with several ladies - one we lost and won on all others.
After dinner, a couple of sets were played, then the preparation for Father
Neptune commenced. I had the honour of making a wedding ring for his
bride out of a piece of spun yarn. I made two, a Turks Cap ring and a
grommet ring but whether they wore them I do not know.
At the appointed time they were all dressed up and a rum looking crew
they looked! Father Neptune was well got up, dressed in rope yarn down to
his shoulders for hair, a bright crown, long whiskers and rope yarn 18 inches
long from the waist down. Four of his satellites were dressed likewise, except
crown, a doctor (old man) with tall white hat with the words ‘Sea Pie Doctor’
on the crown, a tall commanding man dressed in red (and red and black
paint on his face) assisted the court. I forgot to say, Father Neptune’s wife
was dressed up in rope yarn something lovely (if I might be allowed the term)
and coloured crinkle paper, a cabbage and artificial flowers for a bouquet,
rope yarn waist petticoat. I thought all was got up very nice. I tried to get a
few photos but am afraid I could not hold the camera steady enough.
On approaching the railing of the forecastle, he (Father Neptune) hailed
the ship, “Ship Ahoy!”. He was answered from the bridge. He then called out,
“What ship is this?” The answer was, “The Moreton Bay.” A procession was
formed and all the court went aft where a table and everything was got
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ready. But before arriving quite on the scene, the Chief Engineer, on behalf
of the ship, received His Majesty, reading a great address of welcome from
all his dear children. Father Neptune then made a speech which was written
out for him which was very amusing as it was written to amuse.
On arriving at the court, Father Neptune and his wife sat at the back of the
table, the Clerk of the Court on the left hand end of the table, a big man
dressed in a white helmet with the words ‘Chief of Police’ in front. He read
the charge brought against the prisoners trespassing in Father Neptune’s
domain. A police sergeant dressed in proper uniform brought the prisoners
forward. Two men stood near with a thick rope’s end and if the prisoner said
anything he was hit on the head with the rope’s end and it was best to say
nothing at all. The first was charged with shooting kangaroos between
Fremantle and Columbo, found guilty and ordered to be tested by the doctor
to see if he was in good health. The doctor had the nozzle of the fire hose for
a stethoscope and he said his temperature was high and needed cooling,
gave him a dose of stuff out of a bottle, vinegar and 3 or 4 different stuffs
mixed. If they did not take the medicine, 4 men held him and it was either
poured down him or on him and a pill of some reddish rubbish. He was then
placed on a form well lathered with a large paint brush, the prisoner’s face
lathered out of a bucket and the barber with a large razor made out of iron
hoop and wood like a real razor but 4 times the size. After being shaved, he
was lifted up and dropped into a canvas tank filled with water. The 4 men,
Father Neptune’s attendants, which I have described, were in waiting,
received him but did not treat him roughly. They ducked him once or twice
and lifted him out. There were 3 men dressed in pyjamas and then dressed
like women and then Father Neptune would get up and look at them and tell
the court officials to treat them kindly.
When any young men were tried, Neptune’s wife would smile on them and
stroke them very affectionately. Father Neptune would get jealous if he
spoke to any of the supposed young ladies. There was a great many to go
through, some of the ship’s officers volunteered to go through, the Chief
Engineer for one. He was charged with making the engines go slow,
prolonging the voyage, found guilty and sentenced as the first. The Chief
Steward was next. He was charged with pinching passengers’ tucker, the
Baggage Room Officer next. His charge was that he did not get the
passengers’ baggage any time they wanted them, found guilty. They got a
couple of the apprentices, I could not hear the charge but he was allowed to
pull his boots off. After he was put through, he went near to get his boots.
One of the attendants pushed him head first into the bath again. He was very
careful next time in getting his boots.
One of my cabin mates, Mr. Robinson, was charged with being found in a
lady’s bathroom. They would bring forward any charge, whether there was
any truth in it or not. They treated him very easy. I believe they will present
all with a souvenir, presented by Father Neptune to show he, along with all
who went through the ceremony, are his children. I have seen some very
nice cards.
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You have it said, “It never rains but it pours.” There was a Fancy Dress
Ball at night, all with the fancy dresses to assemble in the Dining Room at
7.15 so that a procession be formed. As a little child with a broken spine
brought on board at Fremantle was on the Promenade Deck in a large
basket carriage, so they wanted her to see all the dresses. So they filed past
her to the ballroom (at the after end of the ship) which was dressed up with
flags and coloured electric lights. A large number of people and the different
colours of the dresses looked very beautiful. I was told that a tall man and his
wife dressed as a French artist and his wife, won first prize. Second prize - a
lady as a bottle of lemon squash, third prize - a Hawaiian maid.
On my former voyage, I saw several fancy dress balls but I heard there
were over 60 characters taking part. I think all the dresses were so good that
I think the judges would have a hard job. After the prizes were awarded, I
went and had supper and then had a walk for a while with one of the sailors
up and down the deck till I thought my supper was well digested. I went to
bed. It was a hot night. My pillow was very wet and my pyjama coat wet also.
Friday 4th April. This is the morning after the night before, so the jokes go
and a great many versions re the judging of the costumes at the ball. Many
thought the dresses made on the ship ought to take first place and those
dresses made by professionals should not get a chance. That is the way with
the world - always something wrong, no matter how hard one tries to give
justice. However, as it does not concern me, that is their lookout.
As this is a week today since we left Fremantle, the time is slipping by.
Funny, we have not seen a sail of any sort, nothing but the ship, sea and sky
for a whole week. Wonderful, when we know the large amount of ships
sailing to and fro from Australia. A good many are disappointed at us not
being in Columbo tomorrow. It means being in on Sunday. I would have liked
to have bought something there.
I am thinking of going on shore. A party hired a car to go out several miles
and see the sights and see the natives. They hired the car by wireless before
the ship arrived. They paid the purser for the trip - 3 hours run round the
sights. The ‘Get Up’ bugle sounded 6.45 and the ‘Breakfast’ bugle went 7.15
and I took my passport to be stamped. All going on shore were compelled to
do so. As I am second sitting, I got dressed ready for to go on shore. After
breakfast, we went on the Promenade Deck where the long gangway runs
down to the water’s edge and the motor boats were filling up very quickly as
some 750 passengers went on shore. As we got to the gangway, a black
native policeman was there and he asked all to show their passports, with
the stamp. As soon as he was satisfied the stamp was right, he said, “Right”
and I, along with the others, passed down the steps. There was a steady
stream from top to bottom, some 30 feet, and the motor boat men (all
natives, more a copper colour)kept them moving. One was no sooner full,
then it was off and another alongside and they were kind and one on each
side helping to get on board safely and so as to fill up quickly.
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We were told all sorts of yarns. One was that we were to change our
money to Columbo money and the Customs had a man to change the money
for you. There was hardly a case but he took you down for a few rupees. We
made a mistake - we found we could have paid all in our own money and not
be taken down. As soon as we got on the stage, I took the receipt from the
Purser for the car and on the top a man named Armstrong I was to see. So I
went up to a man and I asked him if he was Mr. Armstrong. He said, “Yes.” I
said, “Well, we had arranged for a car for six.” He looked at the receipt and
looked round and a driver asked him if he wanted him.
He said, “Yes, get your car,” and he was only 2 or3 minutes before he was
there ready and we all got in and away. As we passed the buildings, the
driver told us what buildings they were and he did try to get too far in a short
time. The roads were very well formed and beautiful - not the slightest bump
of any kind. The natives were so thick on the roads and traffic of all sorts plenty of push bikes. Very few of the natives wore trousers, but a piece of
cloth of some sort lapped round from the waist to the knees. Some have a
singlet, others polish themselves with coconut oil. The more respectable
have a jacket and a tortoise shell which comes 3 parts round their heads,
coming to two points in the front. The jackets are white. The gentlemen wear
helmets and either dressed in silk or white.
In the daytime till about 4 o’clock you do not see any horses of any kind.
Their mode of transport is a small sort of bullock, short, chubby horns, black.
I don’t know the breed, as I have not seen any only in pictures and they have
a small sort of cart. Two saplings, very light and a small sort of yoke bolted
the ends of saplings. The poor little things trot along without it has a load on.
If big loads, the cart is bigger and like our bullock drays - a pole and yokes but seem lighter and yet the have what seems a short round log, without any
pretence at neatness. As we went along, a boy or two ran alongside the car,
presented each one with a flower - both very pretty and of lovely perfume,
but expected sixpence for his trouble. There are many beggars all along the
route but the motley crew all along the road will live in my memory as long as
I remember.
Columbo. After going along for a good while, we came to where an
elephant was fastened to a tree by the hind leg. As soon as the crowd round
it saw us coming, they undid the rope and walked away, calling the elephant
by name. It followed him and the car driver pulled up and the driver of the
elephant put him through several performances. First, the thing bowed to us,
second, he put his trunk out and the man got on it and said something to the
elephant. He lifted him up onto his back. Then he got off and lifted up his leg
and the elephant opened his mouth and the man put his leg in. The elephant
closed his mouth and the man held on to the trunk and lifted the man up a
good height. Then several boys of all ages came round but the motor man
said something to the elephant man and he cleared them from the car. Then
a girl about 10 years came along with a little black baby able to sit up and full
dark eyes. I said, “Look at the little chap.” He was naked and I told the man
to tell the girl to come to the car and several of us gave the little thing a
penny each. The little chap and girl smiled and thanked us.
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I told the motor man to go on, which he did. We passed stores, butchers,
bundles of firewood. The women put a betel nut and some sweet, sticky stuff
between a broad leaf and squeezed it together. The rickshaw boys bought
them and chewed them up for a while and spat the lot out, giving you the
impression that he had been chewing red raddle and looking as if all his
teeth were bleeding. However, we were at our first destination, Mount Livina,
a beautiful, large hotel done up so that we went up steps. The dining halls
were open to the outside through porches from several sides, pot plants up
both sides of the steps and round the hall, little tables with chairs round
them. We did not go inside the halls but went round a large sort of verandah
to the seaside of the hotel and got in the shade.
We no sooner got to the top of the hotel steps than a black man was in
attendance and got us a table and chairs, asked us what we wanted to drink.
We all wanted lemon squash. He soon brought them on a tray and pieces of
ice in every glass - fourpence each. I gave him a two rupee note and the
black rascal expected the change for a tip. I did not let on I saw him. He
stood at my side for a while but as I did not take any notice of him, he went
away. But several others came with necklaces, rings and all sorts of jewellery
to sell. Women brought table centres, lace of all sorts, doilies and such like,
beads, seeds (several colours) and pendants for sale, post cards of all parts
of Columbo and Ceylon, but they came to the wrong crowd for buying much.
After looking about for a bit, we went back to the car and the driver then
took us to the greatest and prettiest Buddha temple in the whole of Columbo.
It was very wonderful. The driver told us to go up the steps. On the top, I
being first, there we met a young man. He escorted us to an old man who
asked us to pull off our boots. We sat on a stool, he unlaced our boots, then
put them in a row. Then a guide came along, all smiles, and asked us to
come along and he showed us a big figure lying down. Another sitting with
crossed legs was the first God who had been on the earth. Then he showed
us the God that was to come. He showed us the present Buddha from a
young man. There were 6 or 7 figures each one a year older than the other.
Then he showed us large pictures, first the King, then the Queen lying down
and later a baby boy. All were painted most beautifully. As we went round,
the boy was shown as growing up to manhood and lastly where he gave up
his wife and cast aside the positions and cut off his hair and put on a yellow
coloured piece of cloth, becoming a priest and gave up his life to his religion.
The whole pictures were well conceived and coloured, the ceiling and
walls are pictures and as you go round, the right hand side is images so
high. The floor is spotless and clean. There does not seem a speck of dust
anywhere. There were several praying to Buddha while we were there. They
put a white cloth on the floor and kneel down on it, prostrate themselves
before one of the images and mumble their prayers out, or drone them, like
the hum of bees. After seeing all, we came to where the guide had finished
telling us, we gave him 3 or 4 shillings. He then showed us a building that
was away from the temple - some 30 yards - and said, “That is where the
preaching is done.”
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On going to where we started our round, our boots and shoes were put in
a row in front of a form, very neatly placed and he put my boots on and laced
them up. I tied them and assisted some of the others. Then he wanted a tip. I
consider they are the greatest beggars I ever saw. However, we got away
again and were taken around the cinnamon garden. I expected to see the
cinnamon trees growing, but very few were to be seen. How it came to be
called that, nothing but cinnamon shrubs grew there. Now there is nothing
gentlemen’s houses for the Civil Servants live, according to the different
posts they occupy and are called A, B and C grade.
There was the Ladies’ Golf Club and links, parks, tennis courts to the
number of 34, one alongside the other and then running back, each court
with plenty of room and beautiful and level. The driver pointed out several
gentlemen’s houses, clubs, native clubs, all the different churches both
Protestant and Catholic, bringing us back to the Bristol Hotel. He said, “You
will be able to get a good feed and a cheap one.” He got a tip for his care
and giving us so much information.
We went into the hotel. An attendant took me and a lady native took the
ladies to have a wash, which was very acceptable. We were conducted to a
table to seat 6 and the menu was something out of the box. One lady very
kindly offered if I would go with them, she would pay for my dinner. The first
course was Scotch Broth, then fish cutlets, second, roast chicken with
different bread crumbs and plums. After that, roast pork, ox tongue and roast
beef, potatoes. I asked if they had any new sweet potatoes, so they brought
some and we had some each. Then sauce and pudding and to drink, iced
lime juice. We made a big feed but the cost came to 4/3d each. Then the
chap who waited on table wanted a tip and to get rid of him who pestered
me, I gave him a shilling. They knew we were going to the Great Exhibition
and made out we were millionaires. As we walked down the street there
seemed no end of the black scamps all calling out to "come in, father” and
others, “Papa” and it did amuse the party who were all middle age except a
girl who is about 13 years old.
After going looking round a great many shops who were selling all sorts of
things and no trouble to get anything you would want, we all went up to the
Women’s’ Christian Association for tea. I thought of H. Collings, who told me
to think of him when drinking tea in Columbo. The ladies in charge were very
nice. I said, “I have been told that the best of tea was to be got to drink in
Columbo.” She said, “We get our tea from Kandy and picked specially for
us.” So, being put on their mettle, we got a cup of tea worth drinking that we
enjoyed. We sat there for some time after having tea. Several of the people
from ‘Moreton Bay’ were in while we were there.
They were kept very busy all day. The lady came to have a talk with us
and she said, “I have just been reading the thermometer and it is 120
degrees in the shade”, and I could believe her as it was a melting heat and I
was wet through my underpants and flannel shirt. We made it to the
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Governor’s public gardens and sat down there for some time and went down
to the pier and got in the motor boat and it was just about 5 o’clock.
We did not bother about our tea on the ship, as we were in time on arrival.
Although we had a good day, we were all pleased to be back on board but it
did not seem so cool as being on the green in the shade. All was bustle and
hard at work discharging flour and other things and taking in oil fuel and
water. All day, two floats with 4 inch pumps were pumping all day on each
side of the ship for the passengers’ use and it was said that a hundred tons
were used per day. Over 800 persons use a lot of water for washing. There
are a few faulty plugs which waste a good drop.
There were lying two British warships not far from where the ‘Moreton
Bay’ was. Some of the jack tars came visiting our ship to see if any of their
relations were on board and some of the Newcastle Steelworks Band went
on the man o’ wars and played. It was put on the board that the ship was to
sail at 10 o’clock at night. Judging how the amount of boats to get cargo on
and other boats full of water to be emptied and the cargoes of oil to be put in
for fuel, all were of the opinion it would be morning before we left. The
amount of black men up and down the different parts of the ship that plenty
did not care to go to bed and a great many slept out. There was no room and
instead of all passengers being in bed at 10.30, there were plenty on deck at
11.30. I went to bed a little after 10. I was soon fast asleep and when I woke I
knew the ship was at sea.
Monday 7th April. On coming on deck, I learned the ship passed out to sea
at 10 minutes past 2 o’clock in the morning. The sea was very smooth. A few
came on board to go to the British Exhibition and I believe a few went off.
Their place was filled. Everyone was very pleased that we were in our way
again. With the exception of a few games of quoits, there was not much
doing. Most of the passengers seemed languid and sleepy after the hot day
on shore. The Band gave a concert at night. I felt I would sooner not go but
sit about forward of the bridge till bed time.
Tuesday. 8th April. The sailors took down the awning for some reason or
another and rigged up the tank to fill with salt water and placed a pole across
for the boys to have pillow fights. The one knocked off fell into the water and
sometimes they would fall in with a great splash and the water would go on
the people looking on, causing a great laugh at the expense of those who got
wet. The semi-finals of the quoits were to be pitched off. I went several times
to try and get a bit of exercise. I got hold at last of one set and was throwing
when the man who was arranging the games came along and said, “We will
make a start.” I thought he meant our set, as he told me to be ready after
breakfast. I went several times and someone was practising. So when I got a
chance, he barred me, although I only wanted to throw the 4 quoits which
would take, at most, two minutes. He threatened to throw up the job, so I
handed him the 4 quoits and walked off. So he decided to put on two ladies
and two gentlemen, then 4 gentlemen. He put them on and after the game
had proceeded a while, it was found out one of the gentlemen was in his
wrong place.
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It was the set I was to play in. I was sitting down near and did not call my
name out. So I started, knowing I had not a chance to throw off, all the others
having had a chance and all good players. I started badly but soon began
pulling up and, had I had another throw or two, would have won. I only lost
by about 2 or 3 points. I watched the few games and then went and sat down
and talked to my friends.
Wednesday. I forgot to say I rolled up my bed and clothes and took them
on deck and two of my cabin mates, we lay side by side and slept well all
night. I thought it very nice, much nicer than sleeping in my cabin. At the
breakfast table, the head waiter came round with his bell. He asked that
passengers do not empty their teapots through the portholes, as the contents
often go in through the next porthole. In this weather, everywhere is open so
as to let every breath of air come in. It seems someone emptied their teapot
near the hospital and the whole contents went in onto a patient, which was
not nice. As it is a close, muggy day, everyone was sitting about taking no
exertion, except a few playing quoits.
Thursday 10th April. We who slept on the forward deck were awaked by
the shrieks and splashing of water. I first thought, “My, the boys have taken
possession of the baths.” But on opening my eyes and looking round, I saw
the big canvas tank and it nearly full of boys and a man or two swimming and
diving and shouting to one another to get out of their way. I believe, during
we are in the tropics, this bathing is to continue.
I would like to say a few words about the way the men and women sleep
out on deck. The men go to their cabins, undress, get the pyjamas on, roll up
their beds with their pillows and sheets and counterpane inside, then come
on deck with them in their arms, select a place on the forward deck, roll out
bed. If you are careful, everything is quite already to lay down, as the
stewards place everything right for it. The women have to go on the
Promenade Deck. They go down to their cabins, undress, put on their
nightdress and put their kimonos on and get their husbands or friends to take
their beds on deck. Some take their deck chairs, put them flat on the deck,
then place their beds on that. It is a bit off for the women as they are not
allowed to go to their deck and go to bed till 10 o’clock. They have to be up
before 6 o’clock as the sailors begin washing their part of the deck at that
time and they are very punctual. The men can often roll out their beds about
9 o’clock and lay there till close on 7 o’clock, roll up their beds and get to
their cabins.
Friday 11th. The bathers woke me at 6 o’clock. I lay there till 6.30 then I
got up, rolled my bed up and went down, got my towels and things to wash
my teeth, had my bath and a good wash and went down and dressed. I got
my deck chair and sat down on the hatch and watched the sailors wash the
decks. At breakfast, we had kippered herrings, along with the usual menu.
There was a new game of billiards, but instead of round balls, round rings.
They seemed very popular. There is a game played on the Upper Deck
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called Deck Billiards. Three rings chalked one inside the other and 25 or so
feet away, 3 more rings and 4 white and 4 red, flat, round pieces of wood..
The players have a cue with a half-round piece of wood on the end. The
players push the round, flat piece of wood along the deck and try and get
them into the rings. If they get the wood in the centre ring, it counts 3; if the
next bigger ring,2 and the outer ring only counts one.
During the morning, we passed islands rising out of the sea and they were
near 1000 feet high in the highest part and some places not so high. They
must be over a mile long, the longest. As I was looking at them, I saw a
school of porpoises. I saw a flying fish fly a log way before it dropped again.
During the evening, we saw Africa and before we went to bed, a lighthouse
was seen. Also, what seemed a strange sort of lighthouse as there were 3
different lights at different distances away from each other and the centre
light flashed twice to the others’ once. We must be in the track of steamers
for we saw about four during the day. At night, the Band practised for a while.
There was also a concert in the Social Hall, but it was so hot and the hall
was crowded. The items were fair, a few good songs but I was told some
were very poor.
After supper, I saw several people getting their beds up and placing them
into position on the deck for the night. So I got my bed and secured my
position and went down and undressed and got ready for bed. I came up and
lay down but there were so many on deck walking about and their talk was
so loud, I did not go to sleep till late. It did look curious to look round, men
laying all round on the deck.
I was awakened about half past 5 Saturday morning, the 12 th. The sailors
started getting the swimming bath ready for anyone who would like a swim.
There was a nice breeze of wind got up during the night and it seemed nice
after the dead calm of the day before. It seemed to keep the heat down a
good deal but below it was very hot. All are longing for the cooler weather
and we are told we will be in London a fortnight today. During the morning,
we passed ships going in the opposite direction. We had lime juice in iced
water for dinner and it was just lovely. Although there were 3 water bottles
full on our table, all were emptied. After dinner, we met a motor boat, the first
one I saw either at sea or anywhere except on a picture.
Many are anxiously looking for land. We should son see the entrance to
the Red Sea. We did, on several days, 364 miles (sometimes more,
sometimes less). After breakfast, the islands called The Brothers hove in
sight. We sailed not far off them, just craggy rocks jutting up out of the
ocean. There was a quoits tournament and the semi-finals were thrown off
and then the finals. I ran up close but seemed to go off at the last. The quoits
seemed to roll, no matter how hard I tried, and I lost badly. However, all
cannot win, but a friend of mine, Mr. Edge, won the prize, whatever it was - I
did not hear what the prizes were. Several of our friends were very excited
when our friend was throwing off and all were pleased when he won.
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We must have passed about 12 steamers during the day. Some were
going the same was as our ship and some going the opposite way. Some of
us were looking forward to Sunday, to the services. I think they are like an
oasis in the desert, although we are on the ocean.
Sunday morning, a strong wind blowing the same way we are going, so a
fair wind, means a help to get along. I am expecting we ought to have a good
24 hours run. Breakfast was very nice. We usually have eggs and bacon for
Sunday morning. The bacon is cooked very thin and two eggs. I made a
good breakfast.
One thing I forgot to mention that on Saturday night at 7.30 there was a
lecture on the ‘Tasmanian Aborigines’. There was a good congregation and
they gave the lecturer a good hearing. He commenced when Tasman left
Batavia and was sent by the Governor to try and find a new land. He found
Tasmania, planted the Dutch flag and, after staying a few days, sailed away
back to where he came from. The Governor was very pleased at his success
and called the new country by his name and put part of his daughter’s name
on the end of it. I understood the Governor gave Tasman his daughter. The
lecturer gave an account of what the blacks were like and the numbers of
them and dates of two French explorers and English explorers and how the
blacks received them. Then again, he explained how, through mistakes, the
poor blacks were killed. One mistake was that they were hunting kangaroos
and as they were running in a mob and shouting and gesticulating, the officer
in charge of the military ordered the soldiers to fire on them, which they did
and some 50 were killed.
He also told us how the Governor did not want to exterminate them and
tried several ways to get in touch with them and explain how he wanted to be
kind to them and would build them places to live in and do anything to help
them to live. But as the white people had done them many wrongs, some
unintentionally and at other times intentionally, and all the overtures were
looked upon by the blacks with suspicion. The lecturer pointed out that some
thousands of the soldiers were arranged in extended order to round up the
blacks and put them on a piece of land down south, which was connected by
a narrow neck of land to the mainland.
Before he began this roundup business, a bricklayer named George
Augustus Robinson offered to go and bring the blacks in. All looked on the
idea as a mad scheme and the Governor turned it down. However, as the
roundup was a complete failure, and Mr. Robinson offered to do on his own
what about 5000 men had failed to do, the Governor gave his consent. So
Mr. Robinson went into the blacks’ camp and gained their confidence. He
learned the blacks’ language and told them that the Governor wanted to be
kind to them and would give them a piece of their own land in some place, if
possible, where they could be by themselves, and, if possible, an island.
So they (the blacks) chose an island between Bass Strait and Australia
and the Governor put them there, built houses and did everything to make
them content. But the people, who loved to be free and roam about and hunt
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for their food, got very discontented and pent up. Civilisation, instead of
keeping them in existence, was the means of exterminating them. There
were only a few left, that was about 1860, and when the Governor found that
they were fretting, he had them brought back and put on another place. But
they still continued to dwindle away. When the Duke of Edinburgh came out
to Australia and Tasmania, there was only one black (or I ought to say, true
Tasmanian black) left. They dressed him up in a new blue serge suit and put
gold braid on his cap and he walked with the Duke. He had a plate with the
words ‘King Billy’ and he told the Duke that the two of them owned
Tasmania.
The last Tasmanian black, King Billy, died in the sixties and the last true
Tasmanian black woman in the year 1876. The lecturer spoke quickly and
got through a deal and gave us a very interesting lecture. The Chairman then
spoke at some length at the splendid lecture we had listened to and asked
some gentleman to move a vote of thanks to the lecturer. A Tasmanian got
up and praised the lecturer for the able way he had entertained the
passengers and he also threw some light on what way the Governor’s drive
had proved a failure. Then another gentleman seconded the vote of thanks,
which was carried by acclamation. We all went back to our parts of the ship
feeling we had spent a profitable time.
After breakfast, on Sunday, we had a Divine Service, held by the
Methodist minister, Rev. Heath from Adelaide. He preached a very nice
sermon. As we only have an hour, he gave us a good hour’s service. I took
up the collection, which amounted to £3/11/6. I do not know if I ever
explained that when Divine Service is held on board ship at sea, the Union
Jack is used as a tablecloth. The table was an English oak one and heavy.
Soon after Service, the first sitting for dinner takes place. While the Service
was on, the Orient steamer ‘Orvoter’ passed us on the port side and was
quite close for two big mail steamers to pass. The passengers waved to each
other - it all helps to relieve the monotony. We passed a number of ships
during the morning, some small islands, a part of North Africa. Part of the
stern of a steamer lay with her stern to the beach - some said it was an old
PandO liner wrecked many years ago. Some of the higher rocks had
lighthouses on and it is called ‘The Strait of Bab le Mandeb’ (should be Hab
al Mandab - K.B.) - the sailors call it Hell’s Gate.
We were soon out of sight of land again, as this is a good traveller. When
the card with the length of running was put out, it was found we had done
380 miles. After dinner, we had Sunday School. It was very hot down below,
so we got away out of it as soon as we could. Two ministers gave addresses.
There were some 60 odd children present. After tea, we had a service again.
A Mr. Lloyd from South Australia took the service and preached from the
words ‘Christ giveth the victory’ - it was very good. The collection for the day
was over £6 - very good, I think.
Miss Stout, a lady that sits next to me at the table in the Dining Room,
caught a nasty cold and went to the doctor. He told her she ought to go to
bed as she was ill. She told him that she could not stop down in the stuffy
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cabin, so he told her to go on deck and sleep there. She is very plucky, trying
to keep up and trying to eat at every meal. Another lady, named Mrs. Taylor,
from Western Australia, who joined with a company of other ladies - they
always sit together on the deck and have afternoon tea together. All are from
Sydney (except the lady mentioned) - Mrs. Greathead, Miss Lee - that is the
company. They are kind, good natured and I am always welcome at
afternoon tea. I forgot to mention that Mrs. Taylor was also ill with the cold. It
is very easy to catch colds on board, as we are bathed in perspiration and in
going down to our cabins there is a door at each side of the ship leading to
the stairs and the draught blowing through goes through one. I hope they will
soon be all right.
Monday 14th. We were wakened at 5.30 by the sailors getting the canvas
tank ready for the bathers but I did not get up till a little after 6 o’clock. I went
down to my cabin, taking my bed and bed clothes. I got dressed and getting
4 dirty pocket handkerchiefs, a pair of socks and flannel shirt, towel and
soap, off I went and washed both myself and things and hung them out to
dry. It was late when we had breakfast this morning. Some way or another,
several ships passed, going both ways but so far, no land in sight. We are
looking forward to seeing the Suez tomorrow, which is a sight many of us
have never seen. It has also been a nice day, just enough wind to take the
edge off the heat. It increased as the day advanced. As we are getting near
the Suez Canal, we sight many ships coming and going.
The President gave out that the Newcastle Steelworks Band would give a
concert, giving an entirely new programme. I did not go to it, but stayed
forward. At supper time, got my cup, and went into the Dining Room and got
a mug of cocoa and half a ship’s biscuit and a piece of cheese, sat down and
had supper on the deck. Mr. Edge called me and gave me some potato chips
- he is a very good natured man. We were told that no beds would be
allowed on deck till after 10 o’clock. So we will have to wait with patience but
I made up my mind that as soon as I could I would sleep down in my cabin.
Tuesday It was blowing a head wind and it was getting colder. We are in
the Red Sea and many wonder why it is called the Red Sea. It certainly looks
different at a distance, but looking straight down in the sea, it looks the same.
We saw a place, very mountainous, and tall rocks a few hundred feet high
and lighthouses on the top. One looked like a large flat house and a
lighthouse in the centre 50 or 60 feet high. There was a place built on the
side, an obelisk and I was told that was the place where the Israelites
crossed and that was a mark. But on a ship, one has not got to take notice of
everything said - if we do, well, we would be off our heads.
There was a flat rock, very level on top, it seemed to be nearly 200 feet
long and another, about 7 or 800 long, and a light in the centre. It being a
good distance away, I was looking at it through my glasses. An old lady, who
sits at my table, said to me, “That is a battleship laying there, isn’t it.” I said,
“No, it is an island with a lighthouse in the centre.” “Well,” she said, “A man
told me that it was a battleship.” I told her to look for herself, so she did and
said, “Well now, look at that. What did he want to tell me that for?”
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I smiled at her and said, “Don’t you believe everything you were told.” So
she said, “No, I won’t!”
I often take a turn round the different decks on the ship and it is a
wonderful sight - so many people and every day we see people we think we
have never seen before. A the day waned towards night, it got colder, so I
made up my mind to sleep in my cabin. So I went to bed early and I was
soon fast asleep. I slept very soundly.
Wednesday 16th. I woke up about 6 o’clock and went back to sleep again
but did not get up till after 7. All of us slept down in our cabin, which had not
occurred for nearly a fortnight. We all liked it very much. I forgot to mention
that last night there was a Mock Wedding, some 26 men took part, several
dressed up as women, representing bride, bridesmaids, sisters of the bride,
mothers-in-law and lady guests, with rope yarn combed out to represent hair.
The bridegroom’s name was Rudolph Simpleton and bride Phyllis
Fewclothes. The ceremony was a silly, made up arrangement of words and
both bride and bridegroom had to jump the broomstick. The broom was
presented to the bride to keep her husband in order. The ring was a great big
one with a large piece of glass done up to represent a large diamond. A large
table was nicely arranged and water bottles were there along the table with
water in and some lime juice in to make it look like whisky. Several sorts of
eatables and a large wedding cake, feet high and nicely decorated. Three
waitresses (young men dressed up for the occasion), the antics of which
caused a great deal of laughter. The fathers and mothers-in-law kissed the
son and daughter-in-law and caused a good deal of merriment.
Then, as they all sat down to the wedding breakfast, presents began to
arrive. First, a pair of baby socks, then a radiogram from Mr. Bruce, Prime
Minister of Australia, one from Ramsey McDonald, Prime Minister of
England, a bill from some tradespeople for payment of a motor car and
several telegrams for one and another, causing the fathers and mothers-inlaw to protest that their son or daughter was either better or worse than
represented - all causing laughter. They had been practising their parts and
speech making for a few days.
The toasts of all and sundry were proposed and when they seemed to be
getting merry a man dressed up as a woman and two children came along in
company of a policeman (who is taking a trip to England - he is a sergeant
and had his clothes - or ought I say, uniform). She had an umbrella and on
seeing her husband, the ‘newly wedded’ man, began to abuse him and give
him in charge for bigamy. So ended the Mock Wedding. There was, of
course, the usual pretend hysterics and fainting among the women.
We are nearing Suez and during the day we sighted land on both sides of
the ship. I heard one man say we have passed 12 ships, all going the one
way, in two days. Since we left Sydney, no ship has passed us going the
same way at sea. The Orient steamer Ormuz left a day ahead of us at
Melbourne and we did not overtake her as we stayed a day and a half longer
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than she did in Adelaide and a day longer at Fremantle. So we are not
expecting to overtake her, as she has too good a start on us.
We are expected to be in Port Said in the morning and many are the
stories told. Some say we will be in at 2 o’clock, others, 5 o’clock. However,
before dinner, Suez hove in sight and many were the wonders first seen.
There were big round white things seen - some thought they were tents and
when we came close, they were round concrete places to put in oil and
petrol. When we got a half mile away, we dropped anchor and soon boats
came alongside and were warned off by the officers but they would not go.
So he got a bucket of water and threw it over them. Then they soon got and
soon a steam launch came alongside and brought the harbour or port doctor.
Then all the crew were mustered and had to parade before him and a list
was given him of all the crew, and, I expect, a list of the passengers, as a toll
has to be paid for all on the ship.
Then the police belonging to the port centre came on board and kept the
natives who might have got on board from going down below - they are such
thieves. There were near about 20 boats with all sorts of things for sale,
especially beads, necklaces of all sorts and they ask 5/- for many and if
anyone offers them 3/-, after a while they will take it. They have cigars,
cigarettes, dates (this is a great date growing country) and all sorts of things.
The bugle sounded for the first sitting and soon 360 people trooped into
dinner. Then half an hour later, the second bugle went for the second sitting
and soon the last sitting were going in to dinner. After dinner, we were
beginning to get restless, wanting to be off again on our way
At 2 o’clock the anchor was lifted and we were off to go through the canal.
A German ship, the ‘SS Freidrichaven’ of Bremen, went just ahead of us and
we were entering the canal at 2.15. It is a funny looking place, judging by a
European or Australian point of view. You might say all the windows are
doors and one storey high is very high. Doors are high to admit plenty of
fresh air. The roofs are generally flat and most of the trees are date trees
growing round the houses. I saw some grapes growing in one place. We are
not allowed to go faster than 5 mph and as the canal is about 80 miles long,
it will take a while to go through it. At the lower end, it is narrow and only
small steamers can pass our ship.
We had only gone a short distance, when we got word that two steamers
were coming through from Port Said. So we had to tie up at a place for the
purpose. A telephone is along the canal side and when there is another
steamer coming in the opposite direction, a telephone message is sent to the
next section - it may be a mile ahead. The steamer is signalled to stop, from
a mast at the place, made for that purpose. Then the captain stops the ship
and two boats (which are taken on board before the ship enters the canal)
with two Egyptians in each boat take a rope on shore and the ship is hauled
close in till the oncoming ship passes.
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We were tied up two hours when two French steamers belonging to the
M.M. line came past very close to us. We were able to call to them and a
great many ‘cooees’ were called from our ship. There were great waving to
each other. As the last passed us, the Steelworks Band struck up the French
national anthem and their ship struck their flag in recognition of the honour
done them - we thought it very gracefully done. While we were tied up, a
good few hoppers loaded with mud and sand, dredged up from the bottom of
the canal, went past to be emptied out at sea, besides some small steamers.
Then we were off and we did not stop again while I was on the deck. We
did not seem to be going very fast and were surprised by a native boy and
dog going along the bank. The boy had to run to keep up with us - if he
walked, he would drop behind. After we had tea, it soon got dark and on the
top of the stem of the ship a searchlight was put. It throws a light a long way
ahead of the ship, so on the darkest night, a ship is able to go straight on.
Just before we went to bed, we entered a small lake. Then we are allowed
to go a little faster. Then we entered a narrow place again and had to slow
down again. I thought I would go on deck again and have a last look before
retiring and I was pleased I did, as we were in a large lake and were going
along at a good rate of speed. At a little distance a large PandO liner, I think
it was one of the last new ones - 20 000 tons, she was a beautiful sight, a
blaze of light. It is a sight never to forget - a large liner with all the lights
going. I thought, “I will now go down and turn in.” I was awakened at 10 past
2 o’clock - the ship ran aground. I went on deck and she was hard and fast. It
was a clear moonlight morning. I went back to bed and was a little while
before I went to sleep.
Thursday, I heard they broke two large hawsers getting off. Some of my
cabin mates got up early, thinking of seeing Port Said but came down
disappointed. I did not get up till 7 o’clock. I washed and got ready for
breakfast. I came on deck for a few minutes before going into the Dining
Room. I saw a sheet of water the other side of the canal bank, reaching a
long way, and nothing but sand and mud on the other side.
I went in for breakfast and, on coming out, found we were not far away
from Port Said. There were several steamers unloading and loading,
engineering yards, curious buildings. Being near the Persian oil springs,
there were storage tanks belonging to several firms. One steamer was
loading salt, one taking in coal for bunkers. We threaded our way through all
sorts of crafts which would open the eyes of plenty of either English or
Australian people. We pulled up not far from the quay, two large buoys
placed there for the purpose.
There was the German steamer ahead that had gone ahead of us through
the canal and at our stern a PandO liner from Bombay, or some other Indian
port. There was soon a swarm of little rowing boats putting off from the shore
to our ship, some to barter a lot of things and many kinds of fruit. Policemen
were stationed from on shore all over the ship to see that they do not go
down below as they are such thieves. If any boys get up from the boats, the
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policemen have pieces of wood and they let the boys feel it till they get over
the side into their boats again. Oranges were sold at 12 for a 1/- and they
were very large and very nice looking. Lemons 10 for 1/-. I did not get any
but I went on shore with a party, some of us in one boat and some in
another.
It cost 5d and we were to pay on shore, the boatman saying all the time,
”Give the poor boatman something.” I offered him 4d but he put it down and
wanted more, so I picked it up and put it in my pocket and he kept on saying,
“Give the boatman something.” I said, “I offered you something and you
would not take it,” but he said, “It is not English money.” So I said, “We will
give you a penny each.” He said, “All right, thank you.” So we collected a
penny each and gave him. On landing, we had 5d each to pay. We had to go
through a Customs place and anyone who had a bag or case of any sort had
to let the Customs Officer look in.
We were soon into the street and then the fun began, street beggars and
pedlars no end. They were calling me - Mr. MacGregor and Mr. Johnson ‘father’ - our party did laugh. One chap wanted us to go into an enclosure just
off the sidewalk where a few little tables and chairs were placed. They went
through the number of things in the shape of drinks, ice cream and eatables
for sale and made us all laugh when he finished up with the remark, ‘All very
good for the belly, Mr. MacGregor!’
We all went to the Post Office and asked if the English mail was going out
and they told us ‘yes’, there was a mail leaving via Brindisi. I was told the
mail would get there two days before us, so there were a good many letters
and postcards posted. I posted one to Lydia Moss, which I hope she will get.
It will explain when and where we are to land. It cost 2-1/2d per letter and 2d
for a postcard. I bought a spool of film for 2/-, a tin of milk (condensed) for 1/. Several of our party bought silk shawls as presents for their loved ones in
England, and several other things. Some got fruit and we made for the
landing stage. It was getting near 12 o’clock and the first sitting being a
quarter to 12. We all got on board safe and sound, having gone through the
same experience as going ashore. The boatman wanted a penny each as
well as the usual fare, making it sixpence each way.
We were on board in time for dinner. I got some views on board that they
were asking 1/- for at Suez and on shore, for 6d. each. One was views of
Jerusalem and Suez and Egyptian views. It is wonderful how money goes
and nothing for it.
We were to sail at 1.30 but it was 2 before we got away - we were all very
pleased. Just as we were starting, men were in the water and the
passengers were throwing money into the water. Men and boys would dive
under and get it, place it in their mouth and call out for more. One man
collected a little on the ship and when we were several hundred yards away,
dived off a high part of the ship and swam towards the shore. We soon were
a good way out when the Pilot Boat came along and took off the pilot. We
were away - next stop, England, Southampton.
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One funny thing I forgot to relate. Several of the ladies in the boat, the
boatman was calling one, Mrs. Langtree, Mrs. MacGregor, Mrs. Melbourne
and some names I forgot, but it was very funny. After leaving the port, we
saw a large English ship coming and found it was the ‘City of Nagpur’, one of
the Dominion line (there were a few passengers on board) and an oil tank
steamer with the boilers and engines in the after end of the ship. She left
about two hours before us but we soon overhauled her and left her behind.
Everyone felt after the trip ashore and knocking about the ship that they
were tired and were going to bed early. It was dark early, about 7 o’clock,
and before 8 were off to bed. I went into the Dining Room, had a drink of
cocoa and nibbled a little biscuit. I then had a walk about the deck for 20
minutes and went to bed.
Friday 18th April. Good Friday. Breakfast as usual, then service on the
after end of the Promenade Deck. The band again played the hymns. I saw
to the taking of the collection, which was over £3. We all who wished went
down under where the service was held, the Social Hall, and a Communion
Service was held. The hall was nicely filled, about 140 partook of the
communion, which took up some time. A very nice way the wine was
partaken of - all had a spoon and the wine was taken round in a silver
communion cup and each one had a teaspoon and took a spoonful. After the
service was over, I saw to collecting the books and spoons, some of the
ladies and one or two gentlemen helping me.
Then the bugle sounded for dinner. Fish was served, in the shape of
English kippers for breakfast, boiled codfish and sauce for dinner, for tea,
baked codfish and when a little butter, salt and pepper put on, it was all very
nice. Hot cross buns were very nice - the whole day seemed like Sunday.
We only did 320 miles in the 24 hours, but all are hoping we will pull up a bit,
so as not to be too late in reaching Southampton. I thought we only did 320
miles in the 24 hours, but when I came to put it together, I found we did not
get clear of Port Said till 3 o’clock. So that would be 21 hours. After supper,
two other passengers got chasing each other up and down the deck till we
were all very warm. I thought it was good enough to go to my cabin and not
sit till I got cold. So off went and went to bed.
Saturday 19th. On rising, it was on everyone’s lips - a week today we will
be in Southampton. I did not get up and dress myself till the 7.15 bugle went
for the first sitting to get up and dress. I got ready for breakfast, which
consisted of sausages, curried rice, porridge, bread and butter and jam. After
breakfast, we were told to be in readiness for boat drill. All were to be at their
respective boats with their life jackets on. My boat is S.4, which means
starboard boat number 4. At 10.15 the ship’s whistle blew a long blast. We all
put our life jackets on and were at our boats and we did look a rum crowd
and we played larks on each other. The life jacket seemed to me to be kapok
or something soft like that and is supposed to keep anyone afloat for 24
hours, but I question that.
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The Captain and one of the officers went through, inspecting all the
passengers to see that all had their jackets on right. I think the drill quite all
right, but think it ought to go further. I think everyone ought to be asked
where their cabin is and check everyone to see if any boat has more
passengers than they ought to have. Our boat must be a big one to hold all
the passengers who arrived where the boat is. I drew the 3rd officer’s
attention to that fact - he said S.4 was a very large boat. After the inspection,
the whistle sounded a short blast, which means ‘dismiss’. We all put our life
jackets away. We are supposed to put them under our pillow, so they are
handy. Anyone not having one must report at once.
Some of my friends and I had a discussion on the chart, I could not see
how we could be in Southampton at 6am next Saturday. However, everyone
is in great spirits that a week today we are to be in London. After dinner, the
crew, stewards and all, had boat drill. I was told there were 3 steamers
passed during the afternoon and in the evening we passed two more, one
going the same way and one in the opposite direction. After tea, it being a bit
cold, a lot of us started up a game of Jolly Miller but played it a bit different to
what I had seen it played before, the ladies were outside, the gentlemen
inside. We marched round, arm in arm, singing Jolly Miller and at the finish of
the word ‘grab’, the gentlemen released arms and marched in the opposite
direction to the ladies singing ‘Rule Britannia’. At the words ‘never shall be
slaves’, grab a lady’s arm. There is a general rush and the other passengers
looking on got excited and some squealed and clapped their hands and
shouted “Quick!” if it happened to be one of the children, or friends, who they
thought was going to be left in the middle.
After playing for an hour and a half, I began to get giddy and some were
so giddy that they were sick. Those who were looking on were more giddy
than we were. As we were playing close to the bridge, the officers on duty
would look down and laugh at the antics of those trying to get a place. Round
the front of the Promenade Deck was crowded with people watching the
game and laughing at the fun also. After supper, I had a walk round and went
to bed.
Sunday morning. This is Easter Sunday. On waking, I found it blowing
hard and a sea getting up. It was blowing from the north, nearly dead ahead.
It was very cold and, my word, the rugs and top coats soon were coming out
of the boxes and suitcases. People who were complaining about the heat
were complaining about the sudden change of weather. I fished out of my
suitcase a warm suit and after my morning wash and getting my teapot ready
with the tea in and milk, (I got 3 tins of milk in Australia and one in Port Said
of condensed milk, cutting out the ship’s milk altogether) I went on deck.
Although the ship is so far out of the water, the spray was coming over her
and wetting some of the passengers, to the amusement of others.
There were many very hungry, and somehow, the breakfast was a quarter
of an hour late. After breakfast, we were rounding an island named
Pantelleria. It is used as an Italian convict settlement. There were many
white houses, no verandahs - they seemed just square built flat top houses,
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did not seem to be any gardens, streets or any formation of villages. There
were several mountains and the shore rose abruptly from the sea. However,
the wind was blowing a gale, causing many to be sick and feeding the fishes
with the very nice breakfast that they had eaten.
I made the remark that, seeing we were so far on our voyage, it was
strange that so many were sick. They ought to have their sea legs and ought
to stand a bit of tossing about. He said, “We have had no tossing about - the
ship has gone along so steady.” One and all are loud in their praise of the
‘Moreton Bay’ as a steady ship.
Dinner time was very much different to breakfast time. In the morning,
everyone was complaining they were hungry and at the Dining Room door,
waiting for the bugle to go. At dinner time, the doors leading into the Dining
Room were locked and all the passengers had to go downstairs and go
along the alleyway and come up into the Dining Room. The wind was so
strong it would be impossible for all to go through the doors of the Main Deck
without breaking the glass in the doors. Oh my, the tables were only about
half filled. I said to my next door neighbour, “My, what a difference to
morning!”
We had the usual services, the Rev. Crowe preached in the morning, the
Rev. Fox gave an address in the Sunday School. It was very cold through
the wind coming down and two ventilators being close to beside. We were
looking for a warm place. There being so many children sick, that there were
very few at school. The Sunday before, were about 60 odd and today
somewhere about 11. A few more came just as we were closing.
We had a lovely sing-song in the Social Hall. Mrs. Robertson, one of my
cabin mates’ wives, played the piano and Mr. Robertson, Mr. Arnold (a
member of the Church of Christ) and I were singing. I forgot to say, another
passenger joined in and was singing tenor and several of the other
passengers helped at times, all making the time pleasant.
At teatime, the sea was a bit rough and our good ship was bowing to old
Neptune, making the tables poorly attended by the passengers. At 6.30 I
went to the Social Hall, where the service was to be held and there were a
few. The Rev. Lloyd was to preach - he made a mistake, though, it was 7
o’clock instead of 6.30. We had a splendid service and we had a good time.
After we got the books collected and I had taken the collection to the purser,
I came back and the Rev. Lloyd played the piano and we sang a good many
hymns, both out of the Church and Sankey hymnbooks. We all went to our
respective cabins. When I got to mine, I found all in bed but two of us - they
had put over the side their teas and had gone to bed. I was soon asleep.
Monday 21st April. I got up late, in fact, all of us kept our bunks till the get
up bugle went. Then the steward came in to make the beds and, on entering,
he stood, looked around in astonishment and said, “Hello, got a lazy turn this
morning!” After our morning wash and ready for breakfast, there were more
passengers astir, as the sea had gone down a good deal. On going to the
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tables, near all were there. I think there were 4 away out of 16. There were
the usual salutations and “How are you? Were you sick” and “How much
more of this will we have?’ and the usual tale of storms retold and how the
wireless stated there were storms in the Atlantic Ocean.
I tucked in a good feed and left the table well contented. I went to my
cabin and I was putting some things away and getting others out. Just as I
had finished, Mr. Robertson came down and asked me to come on deck as
we were about 5 miles from land and would I bring my glasses up with me. I
soon complied with his request and found that the land was the north of
Africa, Algeria, a French colony. The grass was very green and the hedges
were to be seen around the fields. On one end, there were large fortifications
and high walls running from the water’s edge, right up to the top of a high
ridge, to the top of a mountain. On the top, there seemed a lighthouse or a
lookout house used during the war. Judging by the appearance of the whole
land we could see, one would think the inhabitants were industrious people.
The sea was gradually going down.
The head waiter gave out that anyone not taking advantage of the special
train up to London to please give their names to the purser so that he will be
able to make arrangements for just the number of passengers going up. That
caused a stir. Several came to me, asking if they could go back to Plymouth
instead of going to London and would the ship pay their fare back, seeing
that they booked for Plymouth and the Agent told them, when booking, that
this boat was to call at Plymouth. I made it my business to make enquiries
and found that they had no redress. I told them that I found out that a
Railway Agent would come on board at Southampton and if they found out
the number who wanted to go to Plymouth and along that time they could
make arrangements for 2 or 3 carriages to convey them at a reduced rate.
They thought it was a good idea and were going to try it.
It was given out in the Dining Room that there would be a Masked Ball
held on the Promenade Deck at 7 o’clock. I thought. “Well, the time is
drawing to the close of our voyage.” As I had taken several photos, I wanted
to print some to see how they came out. So, instead of going to see the
Masked Ball, I would try and do some printing. Mr. Arnold, Mr. and Mrs.
Robertson wished to see the printing by electric light, so we got to work and
printed 11. Then I found that the dish that had the hypo in (to fix the prints)
was getting fuller. The dish had a partition across the middle - water on one
side and hypo ion the other - and the water was leaking through, weakening
the hypo. So I had to knock off. I do not know if I will be able to do any more
printing as it is very difficult to get a dish or other thing to put water or hypo
in. After attending to the prints, I went to bed.
Tuesday. I got up, had a warm salt water bath and wash, got ready for
breakfast. Breakfast was 10 mins late. There was land in view on the
starboard side and on us getting further round, saw high mountains covered
with snow. I asked what land it was and was told it was the Sierra Nevada
Range, but it looked a brown, barren looking place. I was also given to
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understand that where we are is in the same latitude as Sydney - the
mountains look very imposing.
At 2 o’clock a lecture was to be delivered by the Rev. Fox on “The Man,
the Book and the Land”. It lasted near on one hour and a half and a great
deal of clapping the Rev. gentleman received during the lecture. He paid
Great Britain a great compliment and tried, by Scripture, to prove his
assertion that Great Britain was the nation that God told Jacob he would
make his seed of many nations. He thought Great Britain was one of them
and, in fact, quoted passages of Scripture to prove it. He enlarged on several
things that God had done to carry His promise into effect. The way he traced
history and quoted Scripture to prove what he said made it very interesting.
There were many who did not agree with him but there were more (by a
great many) who agreed with him.
As soon as I came out from the lecture, Mr. Edge was waiting for me to
take me to afternoon tea which Mr. Edge and several other kind friends had
got ready. One thing that I did not say was, on getting up in the morning, the
sea was like glass, it was that smooth and the ship just ploughed through the
water. I was talking to a minister, Mr. Crowe. He told me the height of the
mountains where the snow was is 11,400 ft. and the highest peak is called
Matacha, which we passed the day before, in Spain. We passed 10 miles
from shore, making the mountains about 40 miles away.
Tuesday, we saw a great deal of land all day. The sea was very calm. We
were informed we would be off Gibraltar at 10 or 11 o’clock at night. We were
very much disappointed as we wished to see it, knowing we would be
passing close to it. However, the captain gave permission to stay on deck to
11 o’clock so as to see it.
There was a concert held in what is known as the Ball Room. I went and
the Chief Engineer took the chair as the captain was on the bridge as we
were close to land and the safety of the ship and passengers were more to
him than a concert. There were a good many items on the programme, which
was good and well received. At about 8.20 I left and made my way to the
Dining Room as I understood there was supper at 8.30 for performers. But
there was no such thing, so, as I got some of the table at tea time, I went
down to my cabin and got some water and put some lime cordial in and had
my supper there. We (one of my cabin mates and I) sat up talking.
At 9.20, I thought I would go on deck to see if Gib. was in sight and found
we were just opposite the Rock, and, being close in, although dark, we could
see the Rock against the sky. We could see the lights of the both towns, the
British and Spanish. After looking for a while, I thought, “Well, there is not
much to see, as we were soon past the Rock. I am off to bed.” I forgot to say
we could see the lights, not far away, of Morocco.
Wednesday. There is not much to record further than at the breakfast
table, the head waiter stated we had to go to the Purser’s Office at 9 o’clock
for our landing cards (those who got on board at Brisbane and Sydney).
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Those who got on board at any other ports were to go to a window where the
letters were given out. At the given time, we were all there and what a lot of
people there were and they got through them in very little time. There were
many anxious to know what was the mileage run in the 24 hours. When it
came out 377 miles, leaving 902 miles to go to Southampton. During the day,
we passed Cape St Vincent, Lisbon and land I did not get the name of. As I
said before, we are in the highway to all places in the East, Australia and
places too numerous to mention. It was estimated we passed fully 40 steam
and sailing vessels.
It was given out that there would be two lectures in the morning. The Rev.
Fox would give one on the death of Christ, Mr. Parberry to give one on the
ways or habits and things in general of the Aborigines of Tasmania . Also,
the prizes were to be given out, won by those taking part in the Sports getup
by the Sports Committee. So there was to be a busy evening. At 7 o’clock,
the prizes were given out and some of the prizes were not too bad - several
fountain pens and several things the persons seemed pleased with what they
received. One prize I thought was badly chosen but there is no telling. The
Committee may not of had any other choice but I would have thought that
anyone selecting a brooch for a young man was not good choosing. The
excuse the Chairman of Sports made was he could give it to his girl. Mr.
Edge got a fountain pen, the name is Jackie Coogan. I don’t think it cost
much but it may be a good pen.
Nevertheless, I attended the prize giving out and forgot the lecture on the
birth of Christ till I thought it was about time to go and met some coming
back. I waited and heard Mr. Parberry and was rewarded, for it was very
good and shows that Mr. Parberry knows what he was talking about. A
gentleman proposed a vote of thanks and another seconded it. Both praised
the manner it was given, another gentleman from Tasmania got up to
support the motion and he went at it in such a manner that everyone thought
he was going to give up another lecture on the productiveness of Tasmania,
pointing out the many things produced from wool, grain, metals and many
other things. When he finished, which I think he was sorry to do, the people
assembled clapped him up as he seemed so worked up trying to show that
Tasmania was a splendid place to live in. However, N.S.W. is for me, the
place I like.
We all began to make for our cabins. It often put me in mind of rabbits
making for their warrens. I got to my cabin door, I found on the Children’s
Dining Room close by that a birthday party was in full swing. I got ready for
bed and then, as we always do, put out the light and hooked back the door,
so I could lay down and see all the fun, singing and reciting, which was very
good. I could not get a wink of sleep till they cleared out - it was near 11
o’clock when I went to sleep and I woke about 3.30 and did not get to sleep
till just getting up time. I could have slept then.
Thursday. The time this morning is two more sleeps, then off. Packing and
getting things ready for going on shore will be the order of the day, today and
tomorrow. At 10 o’clock, we passed Cape Finisterre, then we were soon in
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the Bay of Biscay, the place where so many dread to go through as it is
mostly rough, although every time I have gone through, it has been all right. I
noticed land on the starboard side and I think we will not loose sight of land
altogether till we land. Through the Bay, the ship rolled a good deal, towards
the middle of the Bay, making a few sick and causing the table to be thinly
occupied. I think there were either 11 or 12 out of 16 at our table away.
We did not see land again during the day. There were few passengers on
deck. After supper, I had a walk for a while, then I thought I would go to my
cabin and turn in. On entering, I was surprised to find 4 of my mates in bed, a
thing that was unusual, as I was mostly the first to turn in, so no wonder I
was surprised. I gave vent to my surprise by saying, “Heigh up, what, am I
the last?” One of them said, “We were sick, so thought we would turn in.” I
was soon ‘in’ too.
It is wonderful to think that, although there is nothing to bother one about,
only eat, sleep, keep oneself clean and have enjoyable times, yet so many
things happen that I, for one, can’t think. One thing I forgot was, I got a group
of friends together who were my kindest friends and took a picture of same,
so that all could see, in days to come, some faces to remind us of each
other.
Friday 25th April. At the table, the word mostly talked about that only one
more breakfast and tomorrow morning we will be on shore for good, to go to
our friends. You talk about confusion, packing! Our cabin being a six berth
one, we arranged that we would not all be packing at once. At noon, many
went to the chart to see how far we were off Southampton. We found that we
were 211 miles away. Then the paper and pencils were soon at work figuring
out about the time we would arrive and most came to the conclusion that we
would be there about 2 or 3 o’clock on Saturday morning. I went to bed early,
thinking that some would be up early and no sleep for anyone. I was the first
in and soon all but one was in bed. I was wakened up a good few times and I
learned that several were going to shave and have their bath during the
night. One of my mates said, “I will be up at 3 o’clock to pack, as my wife is
unable to do any packing in her cabin.”
Saturday 26th. We were wakened by someone kicking a tin along one of
the alleyways. I found that the mate who was to be up early had nearly
finished his packing and had been on deck looking at Southampton. The ship
arrived at 3 o’clock and dropped anchor at 10 minutes past three. I heard the
anchor go but thought, “No good getting up in the dark - I will see the place in
the daylight.” But at 6 o’clock, a gong was sounded and a few minutes later,
the ‘get up’ bugle sounded for first sitting and there was a small stir. The
wash basins were rushed and it was hard to get a place. All in the best of
humour and jokes but all came to the one conclusion that the English were a
bit keen. Most were on deck to view the harbour, many not having seen
England before * the comments were many. One was uppermost, “I wonder
what time we will be on shore and how long before we will arrive at London.”

38

Then the ‘breakfast’ bugle went and the first sitting was making for the
Dining Room. I thought I would try and get in the first sitting if it was possible.
So I went and asked the 3rd Steward if there was any chance but he said,
“You had better not,” as any out of the vacant chairs, the owner might come
along just as I was ready to eat my breakfast. So I got out to wait patiently till
the bugle went for second sitting. It soon came round - they gave us a good
breakfast for the last. I thought, as soon as I left the table, I would go to see
about getting my laundry card stamped and my passport attended to. On
going to the Social Hall, I found some 250 before me, in a double queue
several yards long.
After a long wait, my turn came to receive attention and they gave me a
ticket (railway) for London. I then thought, “I had better see if there was any
letters for me” and, to my disgust, I found, in front of the Post Office, a queue
2 deep from 20 to 30 yards long. I took my place and was waiting for about
15 minutes when a friend, Mr. Edge, came along and we both began to let off
steam at the long wait we would both have before we would be able to get
any letters. I said, “I have left my luggage in my cabin and all the others
would have their luggage away and anyone wishing to pinch anything could
do so without anyone being the wiser.” He said, “You go and attend to it and
I will get your letters.”
So I was relieved and went. I found my cabin in confusion and only my
luggage, as I thought. I got it out and on deck, I found a great crush. I put my
luggage down to wait till the crush went down the gangway, as they had just
commenced to go. After about 10 minutes, I got my things on my shoulders
and two in my hands. I put my Landing Ticket in my coat pocket with a part
showing. I told the man on the gangway to pull it out when I got to him, which
he did, and on I went.
We were then thronged together in a warehouse, waiting till all the
luggage was on shore, so that the passengers could claim their goods and it
would be carried to a platform by themselves or one of the porters waiting, as
there were plenty. So as to get through quickly, I said to Mr. Edge, who was
with me (he had given up the thought of letters, having so long to wait), “I
would smile if I got to London by 12 o’clock.” He said, “So will I.” One of the
Railway men in charge of the luggage came close to us and I asked him how
long it would take the Customs to go through our luggage and get away on
the train. He said, “All will be through in an hour and the train away.” I smiled
and thought it about out of the question but I found out he was about correct.
I did not see very many of my friends - everybody was anxious to get
away. I got through splendid and one of the first in the train. We left at 9.35
and it soon began to rain. It rained till we got nearly up to Waterloo, London. I
got a porter as soon as the train stopped and he carried my heavy luggage to
a taxi and I said, “Euston station” and I was off. After a bit of threading
through the traffic, missing some by an inch or two, we arrived at Euston and
ran into the station. It is very handy, not like Sydney Central. A porter was
there ready and got my luggage out and waited on me, hand and foot. The
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taxi took me a little over 2 miles, I was told - 3/6d was the fare for my
luggage and self.
The porter carried my things to the Cloak Room and got me the ticket and
took me to the Dining Room. I had a good dinner - it cost me 2/8d. I then
sent a telegram to Lydia, telling her I was leaving by the 1.30 train and arrive
Winsford 5.28pm. I watched the traffic for half an hour, then thought, “It will
take a little while to get the things and me to get my ticket,” so I attended to
all things and went onto the platform. Owing to a railway collision, 2 being
killed, 25 injured, inside a tunnel between 4-1/2 miles out of Euston, all the
services were disarranged and our train was nearly 2 hours late. I was
wondering if Lydia would be tired waiting and her and the cart gone home
again, or if she would think I was injured in the accident.
When the train got to Crewe, I was in another fix. The train for Winsford
was waiting for our train and as it was time for the next London train to be in
Crewe, and it was waiting. After waiting, one of the porters came running and
was asking, “Any passengers for Winsford, Hartford or Acton Bridge?” I said,
“I am for Winsford.” He said, “Get out, and do you see that train in the
distance?” I said, “Yes.” “Get in it.” As the trains are so long, the platforms
are a great length also. I got my things and found them both heavy and
inconvenient to carry. But a porter, seeing my plight, ran to my assistance. I
thought, “My Word! This is not Australia! Fancy an Australian porter running
to help a passenger in trouble!”
He put my luggage in and was going to help someone else from the same
train as I had come from. I said, “Here.” He turned to see what I wanted. I put
3 pence in his hand - I was so thankful. He thanked me and the train was off.
Winsford being the second station, were soon there and I found Lydia still
there waiting with a taxi and we were soon on our way. It being Saturday,
many saw me going through the market place and it spread like wildfire that I
had come. I soon had visitors and welcomed on all sides.
We did not go to bed till late and Herbert Oakes was up to see me before I
got out of bed. I got dressed and had a talk with him, had wash, breakfast
and got ready for church. Went to bee my Aunt Martha Oakes, who is 90
years old (all but a few months) and several of my cousins and then to
church, where I saw many of my old friends and relations who welcomed me
back to my old home (the church). After church, I went to Aunt’s for dinner.
After that, I went back to High Street.
Monday. I was asked to take the Chair at a Home Missionary meeting at
night. I did not want to take it, but thought, “All right, I will it and do the best I
can.” I got through all right, different ones congratulating me at the close. I
will now give you a rest from my diary and only put things of importance in
during my stay in England.
I am making a start to enter up a little after a space of days, so will not put
in much detail. During the week, I went to see my cousin, Sam Royle, and
cousin, George Bratt who are ill and not expected to live, and visited several
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of my relations. I went for a stroll down the River Beaver and I was surprised
to see several of the old barges, steamers and sailing flats dismasted and
some of them very much the worse for laying up doing nothing, the sun
opening the seams, as most of them are made of oak(wood). I saw a young
man named Reuben Aiken who knew me and was a young boy when my
father left England and must not have been born when I left. He is only forty
years old and it is 41 since I left. He was asking me about my brother
Richard.
Tom Moss and I went for a walk down Green’s Lane and round up the salt
works. Coming back up the offside the river, we got caught in a heavy
shower of rain. But I took my umbrella with me and my top coat, so was all
right.
Sunday 4th May. Went to our church, commonly called ‘Wharton Road’.
There was aloud preacher and he was very good - he gave us a good
sermon. I was sorry there were so few to hear him. I went home for dinner
and called at Moss’s home at 74 High Street. I was expecting my cousins
Martha and Herbert Young from Fenton over but it rained too hard for them
to venture out on the bike. I thought I would go again to hear the local
preacher at our church. He was again very good and I had a very good time.
When I got back, Lydia had gone out to my cousin, Ralph Moss’s daughter
Edith Newhall, so I got supper ready so she would not have to get it ready
when she came back .
Monday 5th. I thought I would write some letters and Tom Moss and I
talked photography.
Tuesday 6th. I got up a little earlier and got ready for breakfast and it was
raining pretty heavy but while I was getting ready, it stopped. I started for the
Winsford and Over railway station and booked for Liverpool. I could not see
very much difference since the time I left the first time till now, 41 years. The
train left at 9.12 and I was soon at Hartford. While crossing the viaduct at
Vale Royal, I looked both up and down the river Only me being in the
compartment, I could not inconvenience anyone. I had to change there and
wait 10 minutes for the Crewe to Liverpool express.
It stopped nowhere till it got to Edge Hill and then Liverpool - it seemed no
time on the journey. I took notice of all the different old places going and
fancied I was young again. I did not know just what to do - whether to leave
my luggage in the Cloak Room and go around and go to Aintree or go
straight to Aintree. It was raining so I decided to go to Aintree. Went down to
Scotland Road and got an Aintree tram and was soon there, although it is 5
miles away. I knocked at cousin Clara Stubbs’ house and she was surprised
to see me so soon. I told her in a letter I would be along in time for tea. She
soon got me some dinner ready. We spent the rest of the day talking and
looking at photos. Charlie came home and talked about Australia and their
going out to see their sons who are out there, till late.
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Wednesday morning, got up late, thought I would answer a letter or two till
dinner. I went after dinner to railway station close to landing stage by tram. I
took a return ticket to Seaforth Sands. It is an electric train running the full
length of docks. It is a fine lot and all classes of steamers and sailing craft
going to all parts of the known world - some very large, some very small.
There are steamers going to several parts of Ireland and Scotland every day
but Sunday and I think a few on that day.
On returning, which I did straight away, I thought of the times I would and
sometimes with heavy loads from I was way too young to be trusted in so
crowded a street and though it did not take any harm. On one occasion a boy
about 10 years my father put me on shore at one of the docks I had not been
at before. He told me if I got lost, to ask for dock -, telling me the name,
which I forgot. But I went and brought the things he wanted and got back
without asking anyone for the dock. I very soon found out the names of all
the docks but could not repeat all from memory, but as I went by each one in
turn, I knew them all and several incidents in connection with them from time
to time right up till I left for Australia.
I thought, as I did on many occasions, that Liverpool is the greatest
seaport and the most trade done than any in the world. It took close on an
hour to do the round return trip. A funny thing occurred - I only got out of the
train when it started to hail and came on very heavy and continued for about
a quarter of an hour. I sheltered under the railway bridge till it was near over,
then it eased off. I then went on the landing stage and looked up and down
the Mersey and along the stage and back. I thought, “I will go for a sail” so
went on the Rock Ferry boat and went on the top deck. It was blowing very
cold. I took notice of what we called ‘number one’. There used to be a good
many tug boats and other sailing craft of several sorts and there was not
one. I thought, “What a difference!” I again wondered what made the
difference and it dawned on me that there were so many less sailing vessels
that there was nothing for the tug boats to do.
Then, in looking round the ferry boats, there were no paddle boats except
two and they ran to Eastham. They were not large boats and there were no
tug boats, except one of the Bridgewater Navigation Company. They still had
the old St. Winifred - I knew the old boat again. How old she must be, I do
not know, but I think she must be somewhere near as old as me. All the
Birkenhead side from Woodside ferry to Rock ferry belongs to the one
company.
I was soon at Rock ferry. We were no sooner on shore than it began to
rain. The approach to landing stage from the shore is a long way but the
Rock ferry of my boyhood days and the present Rock ferry are quite
different. Where there were fields then, and brickfields too, are now are
homes and shops. I went along the old Chester road and walked through
Lower Tranmere to Birkenhead. I found Laird Cammels shipbuilding yards
have swallowed up the old Tranmere ferries and a good deal other ground,
too.
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I began to get tired by the time I got to Woodside ferry. I found the fare
was just the same as Rock ferry - two pence half penny. We were soon at
the Liverpool landing stage, the tides were very high and it ran very quick
and muddy. I found that there were no trams for Aintree for some time, so I
thought I would walk to Scotland Road, but found it further than I thought. It
came on to rain again and as it was the workmen’s knock time, I was unable
to get a tram - every one was full. I did not get back to Aintree till 5.30, but
considering the trip and the round I had gone, I did it in not too long a time. I
was very tired, though.
I had a good wash and sit down. The tea was soon on the table and a
good tea, too. After tea, Charlie and I went out, got on the tram and went to a
Baptist church to hear a lecture given by an Australian - I think his name was
Norman. After a bit of enquiry, we got to the place and it was filling up, but
got a good seat. They made good arrangements - the choir gave two
anthems and there were several solos and one duet before the time for the
lecture to start. The name of the lecture was ‘Romance of Failure’. He spoke
a good while and handled it very well and put several humorous things in,
causing roars of laughter. All seemed to vote it very good and I know we two
enjoyed ourselves and were ready for our supper when we got back.
Thursday 8th May. I did not leave the house till after dinner. I then took
tram for Liverpool - 5 miles for twopence. I think it is the cheapest trip I have
travelled on so far. I made straight to the landing stage. There was a large
Atlantic Ocean liner for Canada named ‘Mont Clare’. The passengers were
going on board. Before she sailed, she was crowded and the landing stage
crowded with friends to see them off. I went to a policeman and asked him if I
would be allowed to take a photo. He said, “You can take a photo but you
must not put up a tripod to take it.” So I thought I would try a snap but it did
not turn out any good, so thought I would go by the Seacombe ferry boat and
take a photo when passing. It turned out all right and I took another returning,
which also turned out well.
I forgot to mention there was another large Atlantic Ocean alongside, too.
Fancy, it must be a long stage to accommodate two such large steamers and
then plenty to spare besides the usual ferry boats and luggage steamers. I
waited till the ‘Mont Clare’ sailed. It was blowing cold then, so made my way
to the Aintree trams start from and got a tram after waiting for a while. When
I got back, Charlie told me that the cold during the day was the coldest for
that time of the year for some time - the highest during the day was 50
degrees. I was in time for tea, so did not go out again at night.
Saturday 10th May. Charlie had a fortnight’s holiday, so him and I went out
together. First, we went to the cathedral and went through a park below St.
Georges Hall. A good many beds were planted with tulips and they were all
in flower - they looked lovely. There were a good many seats and many old
people were sitting down out of the throng and bustle of the great city. I
thought the cathedral was a little out of the way. There is a portion finished
for Divine Worship which is very fine, the stained windows showing our
Saviour as a shepherd and in many forms. But, like all other cathedrals and
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other Anglican churches, dismal and dark, nothing light or bright about it. The
walls are very high and the ceiling very high and when we spoke, the sound
of our voices seemed funny. There were several women, dusting and
cleaning. We went out and went round the grounds. There is a high wall
round it and the burying ground seemed pretty full. I was told how long they
have been building it and it will take many more before it is finished. When it
is finished, it will be a beautiful structure.
We then turned our footsteps to look at the Central Hall, built in memory of
the Rev. Charles Garrett. He was a wonderful man and did so much good in
his time that anything done or given in his memory, he was worthy of it all. I
said, on going inside, how different it was to the cathedral - so light and
everything looked so bright. The Hall was made to accommodate a large
congregation. The seats were chairs and under the chair seat was two bars,
made so that anyone sitting down put their hat along the bars and the rims of
the hat kept it there. Also, there was a place for an umbrella. You then put
the seat of the chair down and it stopped down.
When you wanted to go, you lifted up the seat, took your hat and left the
seat turned up so as to walk along. All seats were turned up. I do not know
how many people the Hall would hold but all the space was so taken up that
it must be a few thousands. The name of the street is ‘Renshall’. I thought,
on coming out, that I was pleased to know Charles Garrett - he was a lovely
saintly man and a great friend of the children. He was the founder of the
British Workman’s Public House, where anyone could get a pint of either
coffee or cocoa for one penny and a cup of tea for a penny halfpenny. Many
poor people would go there and rest and get a warm drink, knowing it was
very much better than a beer house.
We then were passing Rodney Street when Charlie said, “Oh, this is the
street where the Right Honourable W.E.Gladstone was born. Come on, we
will find the house. You can then say you saw where he was born!” We found
it - No. 62 Rodney Street, Liverpool, born December 29th, 1809.
We both made to Lewis’s for dinner. It was served up in style and we had
three courses for about 2/-. I am not quite sure just how much it was but I
know it was a good feed. We then walked up Lord Street, Castle Street and
Water Street, down to the landing stage and on to the Seacombe boat. We
crossed the Mersey, got on a Bolton car and went to see Mr. and Mrs.
Stocton - we stayed there for an hour or two. Miss Stocton went to tell a Mr.
Owen Atherton, who I know before going out to Australia. He was soon
round and we were soon talking of old times till we were compelled to go so
as to be back at Aintree for a hot dinner my cousin Clara was preparing for
us. We were loth to part so soon after not seeing each other for so long.
However, the best of friends must part. We got back just in time, so that was
all right.
Sunday morning, we both went to the Aintree Wesleyan Church. We
heard a good sermon. After dinner, we went for a walk to a place called
Fazackley. It was a nice walk out from among the houses alongside the
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green fields. After tea, we went to a large Baptist Church to hear the Rev.
Morriss - he preached a very good sermon. We stayed for the Sacrament,
then went home, had a good supper, went to bed.
Monday, I took both Charlie and Clara Stubbs photo. After breakfast, got
ready to leave after a week’s entertainment. I think my cousins did all in their
power to give me a good time during my stay. Charlie and I got a Fazackley
tram and arrived a quarter of an hour before the train left - the ‘Bolton
Express’. We did not stop anywhere till we arrived at Wigan and only there a
few minutes. I got out at Bolton and had a stop over half an hour. Got into a
train for Blackrod, change there, went over a bridge spanning two sets of
rails and down on what seemed another station going a different way
altogether. I got in the train waiting there and was soon on my way to
Horwich (it is commonly pronounced ‘Horrick’, for why I don’t know).
On arrival, I found my cousin Sarah’s boy, Arnold, waiting for me.
Although never seeing me, he knew me. It is a good step from the station.
He carried my suitcase, which is very heavy, all the way. I was welcomed
and began to make myself at home. I stayed there a good while and
interested them, telling of my voyage and about my brothers and sisters.
Cousin Sarah Scott has two sons, Samuel and Arnold, four daughters, one
married and living with her mother as there is no empty house. They are a
happy family. I slept at my cousin Joe Oakes’ next door but one higher up.
Had my breakfast there and would go to my cousin Sarah’s every other day
for food and Joe took me about.
Wednesday, spent resting. Thursday, after dinner, I went to Bolton by
tram - 7 miles for 4d. The trams hold, when filled, about 80 or 90 persons,
being a top decker. I fact, very few are single storey teams. I looked round
and went out in another tram to a place called ‘Darcy Lever’ to try and find a
place called ‘Little Lever’ but when I found out where it was I gave up as it
was too far to walk, and came back home. I had a nice run and it is very nice
country between Horwich and Bolton. When I arrived, they were surprised I
got on so well without being lost. I told them it would take more than that to
lose me! I had tea at Sarah’s and it was a jolly time I had. I went to the
Horwich Market and bought several things for Oakes and I. It is a good walk
during the day.
Friday 18th May. Cousin Joe Oakes got his son-in-law to get me a pass to
go into the Works. They belong to the London, Midland and Scottish Railway
Company. They make their own engines from A to Z. I was to go at a quarter
to two in the afternoon, which I did. I had to show my pass at the gate, then
present it at the office, then sign a book. I was taken to another office and the
Manager gave instructions for a young man to be sent up to take me round. I
was half an hour before he came. I was then told to go with him. I thanked
the manager for all his trouble and kindness.
I then commenced what was an eye opener in machinery. First, I saw
ships’ propellers made for their steamers which trade to Isle of Man and
other cross-channel ports. The difference in wheels, the old type and
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modern, the fire boxes of engines, all made of copper even to studs and
rivets. I saw the men rivetting with electric hammers and the rivetting by
hand. Then a piece of hot steel which a few hours before was a mess of
molten liquid, and when cool enough, put under a steam hammer striking a
heavy blow of 40 tons which drove a large punch about 4 inches thick trough
the centre, leaving a rough looking lump of steel with a hole in the centre. It
was put on one side to cool out itself slowly.
I saw one of those rough pieces taken out of a furnace and placed under a
machine and a very nice tyre made for an engine in a few minutes. It was
then lifted off the iron stand from under the machine and put away to cool out
on its own. A little further away, the inside of an engine wheel was laid down
on its flat and one of the said tyres pulled out of a furnace and placed on the
outside and shrunk on, making an engine wheel, only needing the axle and
truing up on a lathe, all done in a short time.
I was taken to see a furnace where so much scrap iron, pig iron and other
mixtures put in and below the molten liquid, run out into moulds, making
some part or another of an engine. One shed, or engine shop, I had to be
very careful - there were so many belts and machines. There were what is
called ‘automatic bolt making machines’ - they put a piece of steel so long
and start it and it turns a bolt with a countersunk head ready to put a thread
on or to be used as a rivet, cuts them off and pushes the steel into place
ready again for to turn another.
One man looks after three of those machines, walking backwards and
forwards. Arnold Scott, cousin Sarah’s boy, is in charge of several to repair
them, anything going wrong during the night. All the different movements are
done with cams. I saw the most wonderful machinery and the thought which
enters one’s mind is how man can devise all the wonderful things - every
piece is made to size and fits when put into its place.
I was looking at the different parts till 5.30 and I saw from the rough pieces
of rough molten liquid and rough looking stuff to the finished, lovely looking,
powerful engine. There was one finished, or needing very little doing to it
before taking it on its trial trip. There is a short run from Blackrod to Horwich
and they are tried on it. I saw other engines to be repaired and others being
set up and in all stages of building.
I was taken on the one that was finished and I saw some of the workings,
how they reversed it, how the throttle valve worked, how they let down on the
scoop to take the water in to the tender. I might say the engine was the first
tank of its class. It was very powerful, 4 cylinders, 10-1/2 inches in diameter
and some wonderful patents. I was told she was so powerful that one of the
same power, only made with a tender for long distance, could, on its own,
what the old class, two of them to do, and this one did it quite easy! The take
up was just wonderful, whichever way the engine was going. They could let it
down and pick up the water in a short space of time while the engine was
going.
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What I saw was a eye opener in machinery and what could be done in
producing engines in a short space of time. I felt bewildered. I also saw an
engine they had spent a great deal of time on, trying to perfect it. It is a
combination of electric and steam but I did not see anything, only the outside
of it. It was as long again as any of the steam locomotives and what I saw
through the window in passing was gauge glasses, any amount of them. I
was told that it was not a success.
I saw an engine standing with steam up and a carriage of some sort with a
large pump on it. I was told it was in case of fire. While we were there, the
large whistle on the works blew and the young man with me said, “Hello,
there is a fire. You will see the firemen come along,” and, my, they were
soon along, getting into their firemen’s clothes and fastening the helmets on.
The driver was soon on the engine and the fireman ready to pull out, all in a
few minutes. I believe in the space of five minutes, the train would have been
off when word came through that the fire had been put out. You would have
thought the whole thing was done for my benefit to show me how quick it
could be done. I thought the afternoon was well spent, and when I got back
to my cousin Joe’s, I was tired.
Saturday, had a rest till evening, when we went into the park and took
some photos of Joe, his wife and family. At 4 o’clock, took Sarah and family
on the steps.
Sunday, 18th. It was the Wesleyan Methodist Sunday School anniversary
sermons and we went in the morning and the children sang and the choir
sang and the minister gave an address and we were let out early so that all
could go home, get their dinner and get back. When we got back, there was
a procession and walked through some parts of the town. I forgot to say, the
Horwich town band played at the head and an invitation given to people at
two ( I went along with the church people) places on the march to come to
the services. The church was filled. The children singing was good and the
services were all good and I attended the services and had an enjoyable
time.
Monday 19th May. I sent word to my cousin, George Brooks in
Manchester, to say I was coming by a train arriving at about 11.30 and was
to leave Horwich at 9.30. Before leaving, I must say that I forgot to mention
that the large Works giving work to a large number of men is a place where
each man, on payment of a small fee, can either bring his dinner and leave it
with some women on a sideboard, receive a tally, and put it in a tin and the
dinner is placed on a table, with a tally nailed on a part, big enough for him to
eat his dinner with comfort. Each table seats a good number, each man has
a number, so that there is no falling out about places. His tea is brought to
him. If he desires it, through another door, by paying a little (me, I just forget
how much) he can get a dinner already cooked, and tea with it. I thought it
very reasonable and I must say, on inspecting it, I found everything very
clean and spotless, a credit to those who looked after it.
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At the time I was to leave, Arnold Scott and George, his brother-in-law,
both thought they would like to go with me on the tram to Bolton. So we got
ready and caught the tram and went on the top and the run, about 7 miles,
was very interesting and very nice. Along most of the way, the well-to-do
class of people in the different industries in Bolton lived out there - it was
easy to get home and back to work. But in Bolton, it looked an old place and
there were many cotton factories. It is a large place and the Railway Station
is a good age and needed a lot of paint and cleaning up.
We found that the express I was to go by did not leave for half an hour, so
we went out of the cold wind into a Waiting Room. The express was soon in
and we parted, me very thankful for such good relations to pay so much
attention to me. We were only a short time before I arrived at Manchester. As
soon as the train got into the station, I saw my cousin, George Brooks. I
knew him at once, although I had not seen him since a boy. I failed to catch
his eye and when the train stopped and the crowd began to pour out of the
carriages, I was unable to find him. So I went to the Way Out and waited till
the crush was past. I saw him then and he saw me and he knew me at first
sight.
We had a long way to go to the tram and, as all cities look the same,
Manchester being an old place, well, the buildings looked old, the streets
were thronged with people and traffic. If the streets were wider, one would
think they were in Sydney, except the buildings looked older. One thing I
could not help noticing, the trams were not handy to any of the stations from
the suburbs. I was pleased when I got to the tram. We had a long tram ride. I
forgot, but I think the fare was 2d to Lightbourne, Moston.
As we had only about 50 yards to go after getting off the tram, we were
soon there and dinner was ready. After dinner, I sat down and rested for the
remainder of the day, writing. I wrote to Mrs. Gretton (Minnie Young, as was)
and several others. I was to go to try and find Minnie but I did not know her
married name but I thought I would find the house, anyway.
Tuesday. George and I started off and on arriving in Manchester, I found
that I had left the letter with address where I had come from. “Well,” I said,
“George, Here’s a go!” I said, “What will we do?” He said, “Here’s the tram.
You might think of the address before we get there.” So, on the tram we got,
to look for a woman we did not know the name of and where she lived and I
only just recollect her as a little girl, living next door to us when a young man.
While on the tram, I said to George, “It is Church Road, I think.” So we asked
the tram conductor but he could not help us any but said, “I will put you off
where I think you will not have any trouble to find.”
So he did. We saw 4 men on a seat who looked like as if they belonged to
the place. We asked them if they knew Church Road. One said, “I know
Church Lane.” I said, “That is where we want to find.” He told us to go down
the road of the main road and turn to our left and we would come to a park
and cross it. As we got to the park, we saw a boy delivering parcels and
asked him about the place. I suddenly thought of a Terrace and asked him
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how many Terraces there were and he mentioned the names. About the last
was St. Margarets, so off we went. As children say, when ‘seeking the
button’, we were ‘getting warmer’ every step. As we got to the Terrace we we
wanted, Mrs Gretton opened the door and saw us just opposite and knew me
from my photo!
We were made very welcome and stayed for 2 or 3 hours, talking of old
times but we had to leave before Mr Gretton came home. I thought Ashtonon-Mersey was a very pretty place, a little out in the country and fields here
and there and plenty of market gardens and acres of rhubarb growing, sold
at a penny a bunch of about 5 or 6 sticks, and not little sticks, either. While in
Ashton-on-Mersey, I thought I would go into the old church not far from Mrs
Gretton’s. It was very old - it was built of stone and very dark inside but one
would not think it as old by appearance. It was erected in 1304, the first
rector in 1305 and there were 27 rectors up till the year 1632. The 30th rector
was dismissed for non-conformity, the 38th rector was rector for 61 years. He
was born 1749 and died 1835. His name was the Rev. R. Popplewell
Johnson M.A. I forgot to state he became rector in the year 1774. The
present rector was made in the year 1910, but was unable to get his name.
We found gravestones with the date on in Old English lettering - 1340. It
was a bit interesting reading some of them, they were so quaint in the old
lettering. The ‘S’ is quite different, besides other letters. I found the large
Bibles different to ours, more books written by other men we do not read
about in our Bible. Another thing I found different was that I could not find the
Ten Commandments, which is usually cut in tables of stone, but I learned it
was there some place we did not look in. I was given to understand that part
of the church was burned down but I think it was a part we were not in.
However, as far as I know, it was, or is, the oldest church I was ever in.
After we had tea, we left for Moston. We both had enjoyed the outing and
also felt we had seen something many would have given a bit to see. We
arrived back in time to have some more tea and go to a service held at 7
o’clock, which was led by my cousin, which I fancy I said was the
Manchester City Missionary. It was very well attended and had a good time,
came back to his house tired.
21st May. I arranged by letter to go where my cousin Alfred Hanson
worked and to accompany him home to dinner, so rested till it was time to
go. On arriving, I found him out on business. He is under-foreman for a
second hand bag, or sack, dealer. They buy many bags which are brought
over from Australia with wheat and flour in. He showed me round and they
have a bag shaking machine and he told me they get a good deal of money
for the different stuffs out of the bags. They employ a good few people in the
business.
We caught a tram and went into Manchester but had a long walk from
tram terminus to station and I think it about the worst city I have visited for
getting to the different railways. We arrived at his home at last - it is in a
place called Weaste. A very nice dinner was waiting for us and we done
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justice to it. We spent our dinner hour talking over different matters, then he
(Alfred) went to work again. Mrs Hanson was Jenny Smith - she was a little
girl when I went out to Australia and I used to nurse her. Jenny and I talked
and looked through the photos fetched from home and put in the time till my
cousin George came to fetch me in the evening. Alfred Hanson did not get
home till late and was just thinking of starting away. It was late when we got
back to Mosten.
22nd May. Thursday. We started early, my cousin George, his wife and I went first by tram, then by train, to Leigh. We first went to see my cousin
Lydia. She lives in a small but cosy house not far from one of the many
Lancashire canals. She is a good, matured woman, very fat and big like all
the Brookses. She soon got us a good feed ready. We spent about a couple
of hours there, then left for George’s sister Liza’s. They were expecting us
and another sister, Martha Jane, the oldest sister of the Brookses, was there.
We spent a while, then dinner.
We then went to spend an hour or so at Martha Jane’s place. I found she
was married to a George Barrett, a herbalist and kept a little shop selling a
variety of things and so cheap that they would have to sell a good deal to
make ever so small a living. As I am a great believer in herbs, we were soon
very interested in each other’s talk about the several herbs and the time went
so fast. They came for us to go - we next went to Atherton to see George’s
only brother, Ben. He is a collier and was home on sick leave. We spent a
while there, had tea, had a look in his garden and made back to Leigh and
then back to Manchester - it was late when we got there.
25th Friday. Caught an early train and was in Winsford at the Over and
Wharton station. I went and saw Aunt Martha and, after a talk, went on to
High Street and found letters waiting from Australia. I was soon reading the
news.
Wednesday. We had a great bit of fun. Several of us decided we would go
to the Motor Boat and have a trip up the Flashes, so sent word along to say
we would be along at 2.30. We were on the mark early, the boat was there
but there were not quite enough, so waited for a while. They asked two
ladies living in the bungalows to accompany us, as they have the option of
going in the Motor Boat any time they like. Well, we got away and we were a
merry party till we got near a mile away when the motor stopped and it could
not be got to start. So we turned it round and pulled back. We were told that
they would soon have the other motor going but it was as obstinate as the
other. So they decided to overhaul the one and would have it ready in an
hour and a half and we were to go to tea and then come back.
After tea, Tom Moss could not come as he had work to do, so Lizzie
Breeze and the little niece came along. We got in the motor boat no. 1 and it
took us a quarter of a mile and gave up again. They brought the other one
and met us and we were off again. That was the 4th attempt. We were
successful that time. We had an enjoyable time, nevertheless, as we were
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out for the trip and instead of getting angry, we all took it the right way and
laughed and joked and had an enjoyable time - we got back about 9 o’clock.
Thursday 29th. Lydia and I thought we would go to Sandback market, so I
went and booked our seats to Sandback to leave at 12 o’clock. Got tickets,
we had a good trip, we enjoyed it and when we got there some of them were
only setting out their wares for sale and I am sure if any Australian saw a
market like Sandback, they would never forget it. Everything one could think
of is sold, a piece of music to a lb. of fish, fruit of all sorts, a cup of tea, toys,
sweets of all sorts, pot plants. I bought several things - an armful of rhubarb
for a shilling. I tried to see my cousin, Martha Latham but could not hear
where she lived or see anything of her, so had to content myself by seeing
everything in the market. It was an eye opener and great experience.
The car started back at 4.30, or ought to have done, we were 10 minutes
late before we really got away and on the road at Elworth I saw a young man
driving some cows. I asked him if he knew Richard Latham. He said, “Yes.” I
asked him to say I had been looking for their place and I found out he lived
just close by. We were soon at Winsford after a lovely ride through lovely
country roads, some places the trees nearly met overhead.
Saturday 31st. My cousin, Jim Carter, came and asked me if I would go to
his nephew’s up by Over old Church to see him. I said, “Yes” and after
dinner, we both started. On getting to his nephew’s, George Oakes, my
cousin Walter’s son, we found he had gone out but it was not far away and if
we went through a lane over a stile, we would see him, so we did. “The
procession will not be long,” I said. “What procession,” he said. “The Dean of
Macclesfield and the Vicar of Chads choir and the different people concerned
with the church.”
They had a band and the procession was a good length. We went by a
near cut across, some fields along a stile road, as there were so many
people we thought we would have no chance of a seat. As I got to the gate
leading into the church ground, there was a man at the gate. I met him some
time before but I had forgotten who he was but thought I knew his face. He
welcomed me to the church. I found out his name was Samuel Blackburn. I
got a good seat but the old church is very dark inside and what I thought was
very good a thing, part was railed off for all taking part in the procession. As
soon as all were in the choir, I marched in and the Vicar followed and the
Dean of Macclesfield along with other clergymen.
The Vicar read the lesson, read the prayers, the Dean preached the
sermon. Then at the close of Service, all went outside to see the stone of a
new portion laid, as the church is so full on Sunday night that they have to
increase the church in size. The collections taken up totalled up to £335/15/0
- not bad, I thought, it came mostly from a few rich people who are greatly
interested in the old church. I thought the singing beautiful - the choir were all
men and boys and the several parts were taken and I thought “That is about
one of the first male choirs I have heard for a long time.”
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The age of the old church, I think, is not known. I asked for some
particulars but was promised full particulars but they have not come along. I
learned, however, that they have records of 600 years and that it once
belonged to the Romish Church but was taken from them. The parts of wood
are mostly oak and is in a good state of preservation. The stone is showing
signs of decay - in going through the graveyard I saw many of the stones in
memory of my relations, many laid away since I was here before. I also
found that the first graves were so deep that two coffins can be placed in the
one grave.
I spent a while with George Oakes and James Carter, my relations who
were responsible for my being there. They asked me to come, thinking I
would like to be there, seeing over the church and grounds. I was very much
interested and I was pleased to know that I had seen one church which
needed to be made bigger. I told my relatives I wished there were more like
that.
It started to rain in earnest, so we made for George’s home close to,
where tea was prepared for us. Jim and I stayed for a few hours, had some
music and talked about many things in general. It was raining hard but as I
had my umbrella with me I did not get wet. It was very late when I got back to
my lodgings.
1st June Sunday. I went to my own church, the Wesleyan Methodist at
Wharton Road both morning and evening.
Monday June 2nd. Went to Fenton (to the Youngs, my cousins),
Staffordshire where there is a great many potteries and several coal mines.
What seems a strange thing, cups and saucers and other china are dearer
than in other places in England where they are not made. Coal is dearer than
in Winsford where there are no coal mines - I wonder how that comes about.
I did not tell my relations what time I would come, so no one met me but
thought I would come about 4 o’clock but I was there before dinner.
I did not have much trouble to find them. I took views of different parts of
Australia and photos of parts and my relations were pleased to see them.
Tuesday 3rd June. The owner of a pottery came to see me and asked me
to come and look over the works. My cousin took me and I was greatly
interested, watching the work people making cups, saucers, dishes, jugs and
several other wares. The handles are made in a novel way, many pressed
out at a time and the way they put them on there again. The jugs, some are
cast and it seems a wonderful way they are done. The mould is in two pieces
and are taken out of an oven not unlike what a cold room is like, only it is
heated instead of frozen and it has shelves all round . They take a mould out
of the heated room, they have the clay made like thick gravy (it is composed
of several sorts of clay and flint) and placed into a machine which agitates
the lot and mixing it ready for to be poured into the mould which, as I have
mentioned, is warm.
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It is allowed to remain 3 or 4 minutes, the mould is turned upside down
into a drain which drains back again into the mixing machine. It is not allowed
to remain in that position for more than about 5 seconds, when the mould is
separated when the warm mould has dried so much of the thin clay. A jug is
placed on the table not needing much work before being put to dry, ready for
the kiln or oven, where all the crockery is baked. It is brought up to a certain
temperature and kept for so long. But first it is put into an oval pan and it is
not easy to an onlooker who does not know anything about packing mugs
how many different things they place in each other so as not to waste space.
When the pan is full, a piece of clay is put round the top of the pan and the
next pan is put on top of the last inside the kiln or oven. I might say the oval
pans are made half an inch thick and are bigger at the bottom than the top,
but not a great deal.
The ovens to bake the ‘crocks’, as the pottery people call them, is not
unlike a brick kiln but is capable of great heat being got up. A man pulled a
piece of clay from over a hole and I looked through into a part of the oven
and it looked white heat. It took a greater part of the half day to see what we
looked at.
In the evening, a woman came from a china pottery to say she had asked
the manager to show me through their works and I was to come the next day
at 2 o’clock. I felt very thankful to her and told her so - me, being a perfect
stranger.
Wednesday 4th June. 53My cousin, her daughter and I were on the spot at
2 o’clock. “All right,” I thought, “The other pottery was wonderful.” But this
one was as far above the other as it was possible to be. The clay is very
much finer and whiter and what seemed very strange to me, a large amount
of ground bones was used in the making of the mixture, along with the
different clays, flints and other things to make the clay ready. The several
machines mixing and sieving, straining and so on till the clay is perfect for
the making of chinaware. Everywhere and everything was very white and
clean.
We were then taken to see a man who is called ‘a thrower’. He was
making things by hand - it was wonderful what he could make, every piece of
clay being weighed by a girl and thrown to a place close to him and he
placed an article ready to be taken away to the oven and the quick way he
made each article, you would think his life depended on him getting through
so many before dark. But he very kindly made several things for me to show
me just how many things he could do. I thanked him and passed on to see
the cups, saucers and the hundred and one things made in the factory.
I saw a man, or ought I say artist, making flowers, roses and every flower
one could think about, ornaments of all sorts. It was a work of art to see what
he could make. He made flowers and put on a tie pin. One had only to ask
for a certain class of flower on a pin and it was there. We passed on and saw
every sort of chinaware used in a house - we saw right from the beginning
the clay to the article ready in the oven and I went into the oven, saw them
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placing them ready to burn and I saw the finished, or burnt’, pots. Then they
are glazed and the glaze dried and painted by hand and also the stencil
brands and flowers or animals put on. The quickness they can do the
paintings bewildered me, the quickness they put the gilt edgings and rings
around cups and saucers was amazing and the amount of people doing the
several work and so many works of art, it took all afternoon.
He took us to the packing room and warehouse and, let me say, I never
dreamt of ever seeing the beautiful things - everything that heart could desire
in chinaware was there, things made in china that I would never thought
about, beautifully painted. I saw cup and saucer, hand painted, the price was
£7/10/0 and £5/10/0. So when they were that price, what would breakfast
service, dinner service total set cost. I bought two cups and saucers. I hope
to be able to get them to Australia sound and I shall be pleased. We got back
ready for tea and thankful to the ones who had given us such a treat.
Thursday 5th. In the evening, Martha and I went to the cemetery and I took
a photo of Frank’s grave and Herbert brought two cups and saucers and
some gold paint for me to put my name on and he would try and get them
baked for me. I found out then the hard work the pottery artists had to do but
I could not do the painting as quick as they could and thought I would soon
‘get the sack and no string to tie it up with’. However, I did them at last and it
was bedtime soon after I finished.
Friday 6th June. I thought I would go to Longton for a walk. It was a nice
step and got back in time for dinner. After Herbert came home at close of
day, we had tea and got the motor bike and sidecar and went for a long tour
in Staffordshire. I did not think there were so many beautiful places about
there. I thought where there were so many potteries’ smoke stacks belching
out smoke and soot that one would have to go very much further away
before there were such lovely glens and avenues formed by the leafy trees
overhead. We went out and took a way to the left and went out some miles
and worked round and came back from where we started from a circle. I
enjoyed it very much and had a good supper and got to bed.
Saturday 7th June. After tea, we left by motor bike, me in the sidecar, Dick
on behind, his father making three of us on and round the little bike - it is an
Ariel 3-1/2 H.P. We came through some very pretty places. It is between 25
and 30 miles from Fenton and Winsford. It rained a good bit of the way, so,
instead of taking our time and seeing a good bit of the country, we came
pretty quick to Elworth. My cousin, Martha Latham lives there, so we went to
see her and her husband and Richard. They were very nice and hospitable they got us a cup of tea and something to eat. I got a lb. of butter, their own
make, it was very different to what we have been used to getting, although
we have no occasion to grumble. I also got a lb. of cheese - we all know that
Cheshire cheese is a good name all the world over. We stayed near an hour,
then made off again, reaching Winsford High Street about 8 o’clock. They left
for Fenton about 9 or a little later.
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Sunday 8th June. This being the Anniversary sermons Whitsunday, there
was a sermon in the morning and a service of music and a soloist from
Runcorn. I went in the morning and the children sang very well. The solos
were very good, too, and the sermon, but I was not quite satisfied with it. I
always think that the services on occasions like this one are for the children,
but the preacher gave us a sermon that I am afraid very few of the children
understood. Us big people enjoyed it. After dinner, I went to the service of
music and it was very good. The children sang well. I went again in the
evening and I thought it was better than in the morning.
Monday 9th. Whit Monday. I went to Bostock - the Wesleyan Methodist tea
party is held there (or the Sunday School Treat, as it is called). It rained a
greater part of the day, so it was wet underfoot and sloppy inside the large
marquee. They boiled the water and made the tea at the farm of Mr.
Sumners. I met quite a lot of people I knew before I left for Australia and
many others who I have got to know and my very many relatives. I had a jolly
time, wet and all as it was. It cleared off during the afternoon.
Tuesday. Herbert Oakes and I went for a walk and in the evening I said, “I
want to see Sam Royle.” So we both went and when we got there, he had
just died. It was a happy release, poor chap, he had a cancer over the right
eye and lingered a good long time. I was pleased I saw him before he died. I
helped a bit with him - it was a terrible thing.
Wednesday lightninged and thundered a great deal.
Thursday. I went to Sam Royle’s funeral. I thought the way a funeral is
conducted in England is quite different to Australia. Here, invitations are sent
out and those invited assemble in the house and the undertaker has a list of
the names and calls out the names after the coffin leaves the front door and
the ones who have been called follow on. Although Sam was a Methodist,
the Anglican minister living close to was kind to him and Sam wished him to
bury him. So as the cortege got started, the bell of Wharton church began to
toll. We stopped in the front gate till the bell stopped. The vicar came out and
walked in front to inside the church. The coffin was placed near the front - it
was a very nice coffin and a good few wreaths were on it.
After the church burial service was gone through, the coffin was taken out
and all followed out as before stated. Everyone, after the service at the grave
side was ended, took up dirt and threw it into the grave. All left then, but
Herbert Oakes and I were looking at the gravestones of some of my relatives
and his. Then we suddenly thought, “The others are all gone!” We made our
way to the Sunday School room where a spread was prepared for all invited
and a beautiful funeral bookmark in his memory. I thought, “How different our
way.” Herbert and I went to his home and I stayed for a while.
Friday. In the evening Herbert Oakes and I went to his brother John’s at
Middlewich and we stayed there for a while. We then went to a place called
Cledford, a few miles further on, to see a nephew of his, Waler Oakes
youngest son, William Oakes. Nothing would do but he must get his wife to
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make some more tea for us. So we tried to do the best we could with the
good things provided. We were soon on the way again for Winsford - it would
be 5 or 6 miles.
As soon as we got back, Frank Carter came up and said, “Alfred Oakes
wanted to see you. They are going down the River Weaver with the steamer
to Weston Point in the morning and thought you would like to go." I said,
“OK, Yes, that is just what I would like to do.” So I went with him and met
Alfred coming to meet me. I thanked him very much and thought it would be
a treat and one I had looked forward to for some time. I was to be on the
Winsford Bridge at a quarter to seven in the morning.
Saturday 14th June. I was up early, and down at the bridge just at the time
appointed and Alfred was coming and we both met at the steps where we
would have to go down to the river. We had a good walk to the steamer,
which proved to be the old ‘Persia’. I knew her over 49 years, but she was
not as long as she is now. She had, I believe, 320 tons of fishing salt - it is
very big grains and very strong. I will just say here that the salt was to be put
into a Motor Ship to go to Norway to salt fish caught there in the North Sea.
Well, on arriving, the second engineer, who is an apprentice, had steam up
and all the hands were on board , except the captain.
Alfred Oakes (who I say here was called after me by his father, Walter
Oakes, who was my pal as well as my cousin) is the mate and Mr. Arthur
Walker is captain. It seems they had been talking about me and Mr. Walker
could not remember me personally but recollected me leaving for Australia.
But after seeing me and asking me a few questions and me him, we both
knew each other.
Well, we were soon under way, they were towing a barge, which had
about 270 tons of the same sort of salt for the same ship as the Persia. The
barge’s name is the ‘Westmoreland’. When I was on the river working, she
belonged to John Thompsons, but she was not very old then but she is made
of iron but the ‘Persia’ is made of oak.
We started with a beautiful sunny morning and the river, as we went, had
many memories for me. The sides of the river were very nice, plenty of grass
everywhere we went, buttercups and daisies and several sorts of wildflowers.
We met some steamers and barges at Vale Royal lock. Hartford lock is done
away with - I fancy it was done away with either about the time I left for
Australia or soon after.
I found a shipbuilding yard between Barrows lock and Hartford lock. I was
told they make small steamers and small barges to go to sail up some of the
inland rivers in Africa. They got them all finished, then the Salt Union
steamers towed them down to Liverpool and they were lifted on the deck of
the big African liners and taken over to Africa and lifted off again. The rivers
are shallow and the boats are made on purpose. I saw several in course of
construction. Below Barrows lock, I saw a large ship or boat building yard
able to build anything from a small boat to 500 tons, if not a thousand tons.
56

When arriving at Northwich, I noticed many changes since 1883 when I
left - many works pulled down and not many to take their place. The old iron
stationary bridge across the Weaver had gone and a large turn bridge in its
place. I thought and told Mr. Walker, “That ought to have been done many
years before I left,” and another at Hartford stone bridge. I found great
changes at Andertone Brunner and Mond and Co. Ltd. They have very large
works and must employ 2 or 3 thousand men and have a good many
steamers and barges carrying the vast amount of things to and from their
chemical works. I have seen their soda, baking soda and many other
chemicals in Australia and I believe they send many things to a great many
parts of the world. But with all the changes, I could pick out some landmarks
of the old times of many years ago.
As we were passing a steamer, a captain called out, “Hello there!” Mr.
Walker asked him if he knew me. He said he did. I said, “I don’t think so.” I
said to Mr. Walker, “He thinks I am John Henry Brooks, my cousin.” He said,
“Yes, I think he does.” I knew him as a young man. He is somewhere near
my own age, his name is Mills, I forgot his Christian name, but his father’s
name was Thomas and they went with the flat Fairy and this young man and
his brother went with him, or, to make it plain, the 3 worked the flat.
I did not see any more changes till we got near Weston. Of course, I
admired some of the cattle. I noticed they went in for the milking shorthorn
and the Holstein. There was plenty of grass and the cattle were lovely and
fat. Weston soapery was very little changed this side, or, to be proper, the
south side of Weston docks. There were several lots of works, the
Manchester ship canal went on the Mersey side of the Weston Old Mersey
wall. It seemed that they built another wall about 4 or 5 chains all round the
old land in the River Mersey.
Well, we got to where we were going to and we saw the ship they were to
discharge their cargo of salt into. As soon as we tied up, I took a photo of the
crew, the captain’s wife, Mrs. Walker also. The Chief Engineer’s grandson,
Alfred Oaks, took me to see the vacuum salt making plant they have there. It
is very massive and complicated and I was not allowed to be told the
process. I was told they bring the brine from Northwich in pipes. The plant is
from 110 to 120 (feet?) high and it is principally hotted to boiling by pipes steam going through them. I was told there are some 3 600 of them and the
amount of salt made in the 24 hours is wonderful. Alfred told that there was
no salt in the storehouse at midday one Saturday when he was there and on
Monday he saw 1 200 tons loaded. It is conveyed on a large wide belt, I
believe it is 5 feet wide, and it is tipped onto another belt, the same
dimensions, and it conveys it into the vessel’s hold.
We then made our way back to the steamer, had some tea and went to
Runcorn and got a train for Winsford and Over station, arriving about 7
o’clock, the end of a perfect day. It was warm, too warm for the English
people. I enjoyed it right through and another like it would be welcome.
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Sunday 15th June. It was the Sunday School Anniversary, so I went to the
three services during the day. The children sang very well but the tunes were
not as catchy for children. At the Wesleyan Methodist Chapel, they had solos
as well as the general children singing. It is nice to live close to church and to
be able to be there. The old saying, that ‘a Sunday well spent brings a week
of content’ often comes true.
Monday 16th June. I left the Cheshire lines station (Winsford and over) for
Cheshire at 9.25, got there something before 11 o’clock. I went to the L.M.S.
station which is near ½ a mile away, put my bag in the Cloak Room, sent a
telegram to Mr. S. Edwards to say I was leaving Chester by the 4.30 train for
Rhyl. I then made enquires about seeing the different parts of Chester. First,
I thought I would see the cathedral. I was told to get on the tram and get the
conductor to put me off at the place where the city wall crosses over the
main road and I would be able to see the different parts of interest. So he did
and on getting off, he very kindly pointed the way to the cathedral, so I
thought I would go there first.
I went through the iron gates along the walk. The door leading into the
inside had a large card with the words in big letters, ‘Please close door’. So I
opened it and went inside. The ceiling was very high and as all the windows
were stained glass of different figures, of course they were very pretty but
inside was not very light. The inside was a wide part but what it was just for
beat me. On the right hand side was roped off with a rope of what looked to
me coloured cotton, a sort of altar of some sort. On the left hand, a tomb
raised about 3 or 4 feet and a figure laying on it with these words on the side
- ‘Tomb of the Bishop Pearson’. He was bishop from 1613 to 1686. On going
further, there was a place where anyone could kneel down and pray for the
missionaries in their several spheres. I did not have time to make too many
notes, so made my way on.
I entered another part, the one I came up ran into the centre of another
part. (Here, Alfred made a rough sketch. K.B.) I saw the following on the wall
of a memorial plate or tablet of stone in the Old English lettering,
‘Underneath lyeth the body of Mrs. Mary Lloyd of Halghton, in the County of
Flint E.f.q. Who for her most affectionate deportment to her relations. Highly
Merited And was most entirely beloved by them in testimony of her practical
affection. This was erected to her memory by her sister Mrs. Martha Lloyd.
She departed this life the 28th of April 1722 Aged Years.” It did not tell her
age but just as I wrote it, there were several such stone tablets on the wall
but this is one.
There were many old books written many years ago, some by kings and
bishops and men of renown. They were in glass cases with cards on them.
One manuscript written 1543, another 1555, a small book written by Henry
the Eighth 1521, written against Martin Luther. ‘An indulgence of 10 years is
granted by apostolic authority’ - I suppose it was for writing the book. There
was a book printed 1575 of the accession of Mary of Tudor R.C. 1533, also
an injunction by Queen Elizabeth, also a sermon preached at Paul’s Cross
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by William Barlow, Bishop of Rochester on Sunday Nov 10 th 1600, being the
next Sunday after the discovery of the Gunpowder Plot.
Having given a few things I saw, it is certainly a place for any old historian
to pick up plenty of history and where anyone could spend a day in it. It is so
large and there were plenty of people, some resting and out of the roar of
traffic and it was cool in there and quiet. Some were there to spend a short
time in prayer.
I went out and made for the wall. There are people selling postcards,
some blind and so on. There is a tower about 16 to 20 feet high built on the
wall where King Charles stood on top and watched his armies defeated and
is called ‘King Charles Tower’. I went on again and it is nice walking round
the city on the wall. On one side, a stone wall is built 4 feet high, on the other
side, hand railing of iron pipe - where you walk is flag.
I came to the Cobbin Tower - it was rebuilt and part of the wall reflagged
in the year 1701 by the Mayor of that period. A little further on and yet not far,
there is another old tower . There are rings in the wall and I was told that by
raising something in the river which has been removed, all the land round the
tower was flooded and the rings were to tie the boats to. I was told there
were Roman pillars and baths built in the year 1200 but were pulled down
many years ago. In one tower which was used as a lookout tower, it cost
£100 to rebuild. One of the 2 towers was used as a hiding place by Queen
Ann. It was also used for military purposes - it was built in the year 1322.
I went along further and came to the Chester racecourse and a large
bridge across the River Dee. The trams cross it and after crossing the road I
went round the Military Barracks and came to the weir. By part of the river
being turned off, it turns many dynamos, by means of water wheels, to light
up the city by electricity. I thought, “A cheap means of getting light!” A little
higher up, there was every sort of pleasure boat wanted to sail up the river.
On the left hand, there was a park bowling green, botanical gardens and
goodness knows what.
I thought, “It must be getting near to the time for my train to leave for
Rhyl,” so began to make my way towards the station. I saw a constable and
went and asked him the nearest way to the station. He directed across the
gardens and said, “You are only 5 minutes walk off the station,” so I made
my way there and got my ticket. The train was not long before it came in and
I chose a fast train. It arrived at a place called Mostyn and Prestatyn and
then Rhyl. It ran through in somewhere about half an hour and five minutes. I
knew a short cut through several streets to Mr. S. Edwards, who lives on the
West Parade. When I had got about half way when I looked round to another
street and I saw Mr. Edwards’ daughter wave to me. So I waited till she came
and we both went together. She said, “Your train must have been a fast one.
I did not expect you so soon.” I told her, “It was an express.”
We talked all the way home about many things in common. Mrs. Edwards
did not seem to have altered since I last saw her 4 years ago. Mr. Edwards
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had not come home from his work - he is foreman at a large works in Rhyl.
He is a joiner by trade and he looks after the joinering part of the works. Mrs.
Edwards made me very comfortable - I had a very nice tea and, being a bit
tired, I rested and read several papers. It was not long before Mr. Edwards
came and we had supper together and then he wanted to know all about his
brother and Australia and we had a talk till late. I went to bed with strict
orders not to get up till I felt rested and as they keep a first class boarding
house, and as there were several people there, I thought it best for them I
would not get up too early. The bed was a very comfortable one, so I was
soon asleep and did not wake till late.
Tuesday 17th June. I got up, dressed and washed, made myself
respectable. I went down to the family dining room and my breakfast was
soon there. I had a good appetite, so did justice to it. After that, I went for a
walk and looked about the shops and about the different places of note in
and around Rhyle. I noticed that a few alterations had been done - the
promenade had been extended and a wall running round the outside edge of
the promenade, which made it look very much better.
There were a great many people there from many parts of England on
their holidays. There were the usual donkey rides and the children were
making sand castles and building breakwaters and even grownups helping
the children and all trying to give pleasure to the children. Some children
were paddling in the pool and others were sailing boats in the paddling pool.
As boats were sold at many shops, there were every sort of sailing boat.
There were a large amount of tricycles and bikes of all sizes for hire for
children and they were riding round the promenade. It was paved with flags,
which made riding easy and anyone walking had to look out or a youngster
would give them a bump with a tricycle or bike.
I also went into the amusement part and, let me say, I never saw so many
games to attract the money out of your pocket. I saw a girl and she was
trying to get people to turn a handle and, by so doing and watch carefully, a
cat would run up a wire (an imitation cat) and if they turned the handle right,
the cat would catch a big imitation fly and they would get a prize and it was
generally a cake of chocolate. I saw 3 children try their hand and one got a
prize, and many things similar.
Then there was the helter-skelter and figure-8 railway, water chute, a fairy
dell - you just sit into a flat boat and the water took you round under a tunnel
and there were shaded lamps showing figures and fairyland and wonderfully
coloured places brought about by the reflection of the several coloured
lamps. One then came out into the daylight. What caused the water to take
the boats round was a water wheel turning, sending the water round the
canal.
I then saw the miniature railway - there were 2 little engines drawing
carriages and about 50 people could ride in them and the engine was so
small that the man driving it, sitting down, was far above the funnel of the
engine. It burned coke. The engine was a model of our large express
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engines, only on a very small scale. I put in a great part of the day watching
the several things.
I went along a road that crossed a bridge and I found the old time toll bar.
Everyone crossing it had to pay: a person crossing it on foot 1d, or riding a
cycle 1d, and one riding a horse 3d, anyone driving 6d, a motor car 1/-. I did
not need to cross it, nor did I see any attractions on the other side, so I went
back. I saw a steamer in the distance, so I went back to the house and got
my glasses and saw a paddle boat. On making enquires, I found out it was
the ‘St Ives’, a passenger steamer from the Princes landing station,
Liverpool, to Llando.
I noticed the tide was near the wall and a great many motor boats were
running out a good way, taking anyone wishing a ride on the water and many
were taking the trip. After dinner, I went round the shops and the amount of
people knocking about from several parts of England, but chiefly from
Lancashire. I went through the market and the different stuffs for sale, from a
penny to shillings. I got back and sat down, tired.
Wednesday 18th June. Got up late, had breakfast, then went for a walk
and in going round the old harbour part, I saw an old steamer with several
holes and the water ran in and out at will. I saw several good herbs so I
asked a man if I would be doing wrong if I took some for a friend who had a
bad foot. He said, “No,” and he and I pulled out and talked together, till I had
a lovely lot. I then took them to Mrs. Katherine Edwards, who was suffering
from a bad leg. I told her how to use them and said I hoped they would put
her leg right. She thanked me very much. Mr. S. Edwards came home early
and he and I went for a walk - we went to see the others Edwards’s and did
not get back till very late.
Thursday 19th June. I rested the first part of the day. After dinner, Mr. and
Mrs. Edwards and I went to a street in Rhyl and a charabanc was waiting for
members and friends of the Liberal Association. It is about 300 strong or
more and a trip had been arranged. It was a trip I know I can’t tell you all as I
would have liked, for the many sights and places we went through in North
Wales. We were soon outside Rhyl on a new road, not long made, but just
the thing for motor traffic. Being very level, we soon made the pace and
came to a place called Prestatyn and soon Mostyn was soon reached. We
went along a road close to the entrance to the River Dee for a long way. We
then turned to the right at Flint and before going far, got into a town.
I asked Mr. Edwards what place this was. He said it was Holywell and that
many Roman Catholics come to the place on pilgrimages and that there was
a well which was supposed to have great healing powers. The streets were
very narrow and also very steep and with 28 people and the driver, the chara
had to do some grunting before we got to the top. I don’t know why anyone
wants to put towns on such steep hillsides.
We soon left and passed through beautiful country - the hedges covered
with dog roses and other different flowers. I thought a trip like this out to give
61

anyone who lives in a stuffy town a new lease of life. We soon arrived at
Hawarden and a halt was called. We some went one way and some another.
My party went to see the Hawarden Library, presented by the late Hon.
W.E.Gladstone. It was a large place and the books were arranged into
several large bookcase forms and each lot of books, History by themselves,
fiction by themselves and so on. There were notices placed, asking visitors
not to touch books - there were attendants who would answer any questions.
I bought a postcard of the place and there was a glass case on a table
with some old newspapers. One was the Liverpool Courier dated October
1812 and another dated October 1832. There was a form of some kind
signed by King Edward the VII. Everything was kept very nice and clean and
very little dust about. We were all interested with what we saw.
We thought we would like to see the castle where Gladstone lived and
were under the impression we were all permitted to see it. We entered a
large gate and went along a drive taking us through a wood, many sorts of
trees growing over it and along each side of the road. We saw some very
shaggy looking bullocks with very big, wide horns and the hair was hanging
off them in several places. They did not take very much notice of us,
although many of the women kept close to us men and kept one eye on the
bullocks. Well, it was near a mile to the castle and when we got there, we
were not allowed in, so we came back. We found out when we got back,
some of the party got in but it was no good to us as we were not in that
crowd.
We all made for the chara. and got in and as some of the women were
away, the horn was sounded and those women got something said about
them keeping the whole show waiting and when they came, didn’t they catch
it! We soon were off and jokes, laughing and fun were the general thing for a
while. We came to a town called Mold. We were all getting hungry. We
thought we were to get something to eat there. We were disappointed, for we
had a good bit further to go before the food part of the programme took
place.
Well, we went down some lovely avenues and came to a place called
Loggerhead, a very old place, and as there were some 8 or 9 charas. there
before us, there were a few people there. However, they were not long
before we were all called in and we went up some stone steps to a supper
room and were soon seated and the best of everything placed before us. Let
me say, the sandwiches disappeared from off the plates very quickly, cakes
to go on and the waiters soon had their hands full of cups and saucers,
besides refilling plates. Then, baskets of strawberries came on the table and
sugar and jugs of cream to help them all to slip down and were all so busy
doing the disappearing trick, there was not much said. When we all had done
what we could, we found out that there was plenty left of everything.
Then speeches were given and the Member’s sister spoke on behalf of
her brother, who was absent through illness. She, living close to, told us of
nice walks. We went as directed and I think I was the only one there who
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could not speak Welsh, all of the jokes and most of the talking being done in
Welsh. However, I had a good time. We got back, after a long walk and were
off again for Rhyl. The route was a circle - we went back via Denbigh, St.
Asaph, Ruthin and past the castle, which is very pretty, and back to Rhyl, all
tired but happy and loud in the good time and glorious treat of the day.
We were soon in bed and as I was to leave next day, I did not get up too
early but got myself ready and selected a train I thought that would have a
good connection at Chester and Cuddington and a fast train into the bargain.
I was soon at Chester and the train I came in was a L.M.S. and I had near
about half a mile to the Cheshire line station and had half an hour to wait,
then it was a very slow train. Got to Cuddington, found I had an hour and a
half wait. The train from Northwich brought a good few passengers for
Winsford, John Royle and his wife, amongst others.
I arrived there all in good time, ready for my tea. I found a letter waiting for
me from a Mrs. Seymour (her father was my cousin), telling me to come on
Monday to her place, where I would be near Wembley and I could stay a
week if I liked and as Lydia Moss and Lizzie Breeze were going too, I had to
fly round. So I wrote a letter straight away to say I would be there and made
preparations for the trip.
Sunday 22nd June. I was planned to take the return Anniversary of Sunday
School services chair in the afternoon. I went to the morning service and
enjoyed the singing very much and thought they would give a good treat to
me and all who attended during the day. Mr. Beckett Hulse, who married my
cousin Richard Brooks’s daughter, Mary Alice, waited for me and I went
there for dinner and was back at church in time to take my place.
The minister was to open the service, introduce me and close the service.
I gave him a letter of introduction from my minister, Mr. McGowen, which he
read to the congregation, which I thought was very flattering, then turned the
service over to me. The singing was very nice and I think everyone enjoyed
it. I praised the children and teachers for the way they both sang, also did
their parts. I did enjoy it all. I was congratulated for the way I conducted the
service, by those of the church who asked me to act as Chairman that
afternoon.
My cousin, Richard, and I went in the evening to night service. I thought
the children sang better and there was a large choir. I forgot to say a Miss
Lillian Cooper sang several solos in the afternoon and during the evening
also and she was very good. I have been at several Sunday School sermons
but the hymns sung at the Wesleyan Methodist were the best. The tunes
were lively and catchy and the children seemed to get hold of them so well. I
was very please with my day’s work and services - I really enjoyed it all. It
was arranged we were to go to bed early at 76 on account of being in good
trim for Wembley.
23rd June. I did not sleep the best but was up in time and ready when the
taxi came for us. We were in plenty of time for the train. The train was in
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early, we were soon at Crewe, then the fun commenced. The platform was
packed and the porters did not seem to know their own minds or what was to
be done. First, they called out, “London - Wembley train No. 4 platform” and
then, when we were wondering how long the train was going to be, a porter
came along shouting, “London - Wembley train No.3” and we had to race
over a bridge and when we got there it was full and only a little room in the
corridors.
We got in and along to the corridors and the crowds on the platform, still
and all, seemed to be shouting to the different porters for room. They put on
either 2 or 3 long carriages. The train had come from Liverpool and it left
there with 17 carriages, so it was either 19 or 20 and long ones at that. How
many engines were on I do not know, but I know every carriage was packed
and in some places, the engines were doing their best and we were going
not too fast. We were wondering what time we were going to get to London,
as standing up so long was no joke. However, two young girls got up and let
me sit down, for which I was thankful.
We arrived at Wembley at last and the crowds which got out and the train
such a long one. It had to draw up twice, being too long for the platform. As
we had decided to go on to London, we then got room to all sit down and the
train was comfortably filled then. It is about 9 miles from Euston but we were
soon there. We got out on the platform and anyone seeing the crowds would
never believe the amount of people that got off at Wembley.
I put the things in the Cloak Room and we all went to a temperance hotel
and had a good dinner each. We then thought we would go to Westminster,
so went down the road to the underground railway and got on a train. We
had to change at Charing Cross and while there, I asked one of the porters
how far we were from the surface. He said, “100 feet”. We were soon at
Westminster and on getting off the train we got on an esquilator (or
something like that in name). It was steps and they were travelling up at a
good speed. We were soon at the top and out into the daylight.
We went across the Westminster Bridge and along the Thames
Embankment. I took a snap of the House of Commons and part of the bridge
- it was a good light and ought to turn out well. We then continued to a bridge
lower down - I think the name is Hampstead - and crossed, went to a park
adjoining the House of Commons and then alongside the House of C. and
crossed over the road and went inside Abbey. As the service was
commencing, we were unable to see much. We stayed a little while. The
singing was very good.
We came out, got on a bus and went to St. Paul’s - saw some people
feeding the pigeons and Lydia took a snap of them with Lizzie and me in the
background. We then went into the cathedral and, as the service was on, we
were not allowed to go about, so we sat down and heard some of the
service. We were just under the Great Dome of St. Paul’s, many feet above
up.
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We came out and just lower down was a post office, so I went in and sent
a telegram to Mrs. Seymour, telling her we were coming by a train arriving at
Harrow at 7 o’clock. We then went on to see the Tower of London but our
luck was out as we were too late to get in. So we went between the Tower
and the Thames, along the Embankment. There we saw guns taken from
many enemies side by side - a very wonderful assortment. We saw the men
called the Beefeaters in their quaint costume - they were very funny. I found
steps leading up to the London Bridge, which lifts up, and such a bridge and
the traffic - it is a most wonderful sight!
We went across and watched a tug bringing a vessel through. After that,
we had some tea, went back to Euston by tube and got our tickets for
Harrow, got into the electric train and off. We got in about 7 and Mrs.
Seymour and her daughter were there to receive us and take us to our
lodgings. I was to stay with her, the 2 girls at her brother’s. She had supper
for all of us, and let me tell you, I was very tired.
Mrs. Seymour is a distant relation of mine - her father is my first cousin
and, as I was very much like her father in size and features, she was very
kind to me and had a very good supper provided, which I did justice to. We
were talking till late and as I had brought a good many views, we were
looking at them. They thought the Australian views very good and, having
been in Wembley a few times, they had been in Australia (the exhibit there K.B.) and as some of my views were like them, it gave them a better
understanding about Australia. I was told not to get up too early.
I was soon asleep and woke early and got up early and went down with
the understanding to trying to be in Wembley before the big crowds were
about. I had my breakfast and then went to look up the girls. They were in no
hurry, as they understood that it was no use going before ten o’clock as it
would not be open before that time. I thought we would get a thermos and fill
it and several good things and eat them at our leisure. So we got all before
we left Wealstone and put all in my little leather bag and off we went.
Wembley is the third station after leaving Wealstone, going towards
London. It is ‘Wembley for Sudbury’ on the station. It cost 2/3d for railway
ticket and ticket to go into the Exhibition and we got them at the railway
station. When the train stopped, there were big crowds getting off the train
and other trains in from London and it took some time to get up the steps to
overhead bridge. We picked our way to the other side of the street, got on a
bus and they took us to the Exhibition for a penny, then the crowds making
their way through the turnstiles.
I saw a chance where it was put up ‘For Persons with Train Tickets’, so I
said, “Follow me!” and we were soon through. We were close to Australia, so
I said, “Come on, we will go in here first”. It is a very large building, all white.
It looks as if it was built of concrete and painted white. It is very light inside,
the wool part was very fine and one saw the sheep farm just like as if you
were about half a mile away looking slightly down on the farm - a couple of
men on horses and 2 dogs rounding up the sheep and all walking up the “V”
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towards the yards and it did seem so real, everything painted in such a way
that you looked away into the distance, and the buildings, horses, yards,
trees, fences and the sheep all walking along.
Then there was a man shearing a sheep, further over, by machine. Then
the wool was there and further over, cloth was made in John Vicars,
Marrickville mills and comparing with plenty of the English cloth. Then, again,
cotton in its many forms, from the pod to the finished article. I am pleased to
say it looked very well and showed what Australia could do, both in growing
cotton and cotton products. There was a station with horses and cattle on it
and a chap riding a young horse and the thing was bucking and everything
painted and one could not help but think he was looking at the real thing in
Australia.
Further on, an orchard with apples on the trees and other fruits and
people pulling them and, as I have to you, painted so as to make you think
you were looking at the real thing. A little further, all sorts of apples from
Australia for sale along with several other sorts of fruit which will keep from
the time they are pulled in Australia till they are landed in England and
placed before the public. I bought some apples and Lydia some pears and
they were as good as they looked.
As we travelled on, we saw pictures painted of the gold mines and
everything about them on a large scale, as if you were there. Then, a small
head of stampers driven by an engine, and gold in several forms, you know,
painted to represent the real thing and imitation nuggets. They may be the
ones out of the museum in Sydney, the weight and value of each nugget and
the form when found and the place where it was found. Then a coal mine
and coal from Australia to show the class of coal produced. Then we came to
the wood part and it was a splendid exhibit - all sorts of wood and its several
uses - axe handles, knives, for wheels, spokes, shaft and lovely wide boards
and some furniture made from cedar and other woods. I heard many
comments of the beautiful timber from Australia.
Then stone came in for its part and marble and granite of several sorts,
some in the rough and some in its dressed and polished forms. A shady gully
with stones in it and a creek running and ferns growing and trees, some
jackasses on a tree and parrots on another and a cockatoo on another. A
native bear and opossum climbing a tree and coming out of the creek, a
platypus and standing on a bit of grass flat, a kangaroo. Bit it was on its hind
toes, which was not the real thing, I thought.
We went to another part, saw what was to represent 2 drovers camping
out, the fire was not made like an Australian would make it. There were the
old stock saddles thrown down but not like a stockman would put them. Then
their spurs and stockwhips were not like a stockman would put them - it was
all right from a London man’s point of view. Several things looked to me as if
someone had arranged them that had no experience, or maybe had never
been to Australia. Then there was a picture of a large patch of wheat growing
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and strippers going stripping it and teams carting the bags of wheat back to
the barn. Everything seemed, as I have said before, very real.
We went to another part and saw in a cold glass room hindquarters of
beef and mutton in the carcase, plenty of it. It was a very nice sight and was
well staged. Then butter, many boxes, and butters put in several ways like
one would find in some large shops for sale. Then canned fruits were well
put together and large exhibits of it and in the Australian pavilion some things
were for sale.
On going through, I saw a map of Australia and marked out in front of it,
the map of England, France, Germany, the Balkan States and Italy and then
plenty of the Australian map to be seen round the outside. We thought it
about time we got something to eat, so I said, “Let us go over here, under
some trees, in the shade”, and we saw plenty of others there. We sat down
and got our things out and had a good feed. We had just finished when a
man with silver buttons came and asked one another to get up and go off the
grass but very few took any notice of him. So he went and got another man
and the two hunted everyone off. I said to him, “Why not let the people have
their lunches in the shade?” He said, “There are chairs placed by the
hundreds for people to sit on and we want the grass to grow round under the
trees.”
But, as we had finished, we got up and went into a place close by. I forgot
the name, as it was uncommon and I am not sure that I heard it before and it
being an oriental of some sort, I did not take a great deal of interest. We next
thought we would turn our attention to Canada. I thought Australia very good
but Canada, I thought, was better. They did not spare the money but went
into things more expensively.
They had the different places pictured out as they are in Canada and the
grain growing in large fields and cutting and thrashing it and in every stage it
being put on the train and the train moving along one wagon at a time, just
allowing time for a wagon to load. Then the train would travel off at a good
speed through tunnels to a large warehouse. The train would pull up and
allow time for each wagon to unload and then back for some more. In front of
the large warehouse, a large harbour and steamers, all controlled some way
or another, sail up and although several steamers sailing on the harbour,
none collided with each other. Then the large steamer would go to the
warehouse for the wheat.
It was just wonderful, just looking on what seemed the real thing. The
walls looked, in some places, like as if we were on, or in, the sea and the
large salmon swimming about. It was all very beautiful and, further on, a
large assortment of salmon, done up in all sorts of tins and every sort of
label, to attract the eye. I thought Canada left nothing to chance but were
trying to entice people to go out to Canada.
One thing I thought was nice and caused a great deal of interest was the
Prince of Wales and his horse, life size and perfect in detail, also the end
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gable of a house and fence and gate and trees - all in butter in a large glass
case! They had a large refrigerator keeping it cold. The Canadians also had
a cinema showing how the big boats towed the fishing boats out to the
fishing grounds and saw how they let go the tow ropes, hoisted their sails
and then we saw them let down the nets and, after sailing for a while, hauled
in their nets and the lovely large salmons they got. We could see them
struggling and tangling the net up and the men hitting the fish on the head
with a large stick, stunning them, and taking them out of the nets and
throwing the fish into the bottom of the trawler.
Then they showed the boats unloading the fish in large baskets at the
large works and the men cutting the backbone and heads off and passing
them on to another employee to salt and place into casks. When each cask
was full, men ended them up and finished them, ready to be placed into the
ship’s hold. The casks were then taken to the ship’s side and we saw the
casks placed into the ship’s hold and saw the steamer sail away loaded for
all parts of the world. I thought it an object lesson, what could be done.
We next went to Malaya and one could see what could be done in that
part of the world. In each place, all seemed to do their best to show what
could be done in the several parts of the British Empire. One thing I must tell
the reader that he, or she, must not expect too much from me, as it is
impossible to put down here what is in the Wembley Exhibition.
We next made our way to the Palace of industries. It is a wonderful place
and a man can find things to look at if he stayed days looking through. I
really don’t know just where to begin, it is so vast. First, the amount of
engines running, driving all sorts of machinery, weaving shirting and cotton
goods of nearly every description and the spindles with the cotton on. It is an
eye opener. The weaving machines of every make and design and young
women from Lancashire working them and the beautiful designs in the stuff.
While I was looking, the young woman stopped it and took out a shuttle and
put in another. One would really think they were in a weaving factory.
Then there was a ton of coal in one big lump and all sorts of machinery
appertaining to coal mining. I am told that there was a place dug up
underground like a coal mine and coal face and men working. I went to look
for it and found a rum looking place and after asking questions, thought if I
spend too much time like this I will not see as much as I would like. So I
came back to daylight. I heard that some of the men that had been working
at the coal face, come out and a coalminer who saw them said, “That is the
first time I ever saw miners come up out of a mine with clean clothes and
clean hands and faces’” and laughed.
I nearly forgot I was in the Palace of Industries. There was a model of the
large Cunard liners and what looked like a cabin and the berths of the
several classes. The First Class was something very beautiful. The model of
the Mauritania is 24 feet long and was a very beautiful model. It seemed very
wonderful how everything could be so placed, even to the anchors, whistle
and everything needed. I believe she has steamed over 28 knots per hour 68

that is over 30 miles. It seems so wonderful that a ship 34 000 tons going
through the water at so great a speed.
There was a model of an old man-of-war, a frigate named ‘Confidence’, 37
guns, just like they were like in olden days. A modern model of man-of-war
with 4 propellers and so large that the man-of-war of olden time could go on
the deck and plenty of room to spare for a few more. I saw a 16” gun of the
latest type and I saw what I thought was the King and Queen of Denmark
looking at it and the naval man in charge of it was explaining the mechanism
of the breech. The lady pulled a little handle and the whole thing came
undone, so simple and yet when it was open, the amount of things fitted into
so many places to hold and stand the strain when the gun was fired. (I saw,
by the papers, that the King and Queen of Denmark were visiting the
Exhibition and I feel sure they were the ones at the gun.)
There were different lighthouses and the system engaged to show the
light. There were wires in every way, all sorts of wire ropes, valves of all
description, sausage machines, machines turning out chocolates in every
shape and chocolate coated stuff, sweets made in every way and shape.
Then there was a model baking machine, needing very few people to work
it. I did not see the place they set the bread to rise and worked it but it was
taken on an elevator and passed through an iron oven and came out, taken
on an arrangement over the top of the oven and over a sort of outside a
cage, which they called ‘cooling it’. Then brought close to the people
watching and a boy was putting the loaves 3 at a time on a chute. They were
conveyed, one by one, over a sort of trapdoor and a knife came down, cut a
piece of paper and the loaf dropped down about 5 inches and before anyone
could say ‘knife’, the loaf was wrapped up and passed along to be packed up
for delivery. They were made, baked and cooled, wrapped up and so quick!
The stream of bread came along so quick that it would take a good many
with large appetites to get away with it.
I must pass on but, before doing so, must tell the reader to use his or her
imagination with regards the many industries that could be placed side by
side in such a large hall. When they have done it, they would not think of
1/20th of what was in that hall. There were a good many things for sale, all
sorts and description of things and the hall so vast that in the crowd, one
could be taken through this way and that way and mixed up. Without they
had a good knowledge of locality, he or she would be hopelessly lost.
We went through everywhere we were allowed to go in that hall and took
a photo of the inside in one place - it was beautiful light to show the things
off.
We were getting tired, on our feet so long, we thought we would go on the
lake for a sail and, as it was termed, ‘Round the Empire’, we thought we
would have sixpence worth. The boat we went on was the ‘Zanzibar’. All the
boats were named after every country in the British Empire. It was a nice sail
and each boat would carry about 14 to 16 easy and they were kept going. As
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we sailed along, we passed Australia, Canada, India not far away on the
right and other places. At the back of them, at the far end, were India and
Burma and the Straits Settlements. We turned round to go back and on the
other side were the amusements and Palace of Engineering and Palace of
Industries, also Palace of Art.
We went and sat down then for a while and after looking round for a short
time, we were so tired we made for the railway, got a bus just outside, going
to Wembley station, got a ticket for Wealstone, where we were stopping and
I was dead beat - my legs ached. I went and lay down on a carpet on the
lawn and read the paper. They made me a nice supper and then went round
to where the women were stopping and put in an hour or two and then came
back and went to bed and slept till late.
Got up Wednesday morning, 25th, had breakfast and waited for the two
women to come. After waiting a good while, my cousin said, “Come along
and we will find out what is keeping them.” So we called on some old friends
of hers and all were telling her how I was like her father, my cousin Thomas
Gibson, and when I saw an enlargement of him, I could not help saying how
like him I was. We met the women and began getting something ready to eat
during our day’s wandering round the Exhibition..
However, we were off at last, got a ticket at Wealstone station for our
railway journey and entrance to the Exhibition - 2/3d. When we got to
Wembley railway station, it was just the same as the day before - crowds of
people and the amount of children under the care of teachers, girl guides,
schoolboys under the care of their teachers. It was very wonderful, the small
amount of accidents. We just repeated the same as the day before, got
through the many turnstiles and into the grounds.
The two women wanted to see the Rodeo (cowboys over from the
different parts of America riding, roping wild bullocks and throwing them and women, too). I said, “I don’t want to see any of it, so you can go and get
your tickets and I will sit down.” After that, we all went through Canada again
and saw things we did not see before and were greatly impressed with it.
We went through the Palace of Engineering, but we went through so
quickly, we did not see a great deal, that is, to be able to tell anyone much
about it. So I thought I would go through again, while the women were in the
Stadium. We went out at the opposite door we came in and we were in the
amusement part. We ate our bit of food we had brought with us and then the
other two went to look round. I sat and rested.
After a while, they came back and we went through the Motor Section and
saw some very lovely cars. There were Rolls Royce cars, one had a ticket
on, valued £1896, the other £2983. I thought I would sooner have the cheque
than the car for a present, but, worse luck, I have not been offered either.
The other two were not interested in cars, so left me behind and did not have
time to see much of them. All I can say, there were plenty of good cars there
for anyone who would pay the price for them.
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As it was getting time for the Rodeo, we went towards the Stadium and I
arranged to be sitting down on a chair in a certain place when they came out.
As soon as they left, I went to a place where they were serving out tea,
scones and buns and different sorts of food. I got a feed and cup of tea. After
that, I thought, “Now I am going to look through the Palace of Engineering”
and I made straight for there.
I saw a piece of steel 5 inches through, laid on a board, tied into a knot,
something like this - ‘j’. How they could bend it into the knot, such a thick bar
of steel, without breaking it or cracking it about beats me. Now I have a job to
tell you or explain what I saw there, as the engines working were beyond the
imagination - marine steam engines of every sort, Parsons steam turbine,
like what the large greyhounds of the sea have but on a smaller scale. Then
the different diesel motor engines for ships, compound engines both for sea
and land, portable traction.
I turned my attention to the locomotive engines. There was a beautiful
electric train, built by Carlisle Laird and Co. of Birkenhead, capable of
carrying 56 passengers. 5lb of coal, the amount used per mile at the rate of
35 miles per hour. I think it would work out about 6 pence per mile. If we
could get trains like that, railway fares ought to be cheaper. There were
many electric trains and made for Africa and different parts of the tropics and
painted beautifully and some beautifully upholstered. Then each of the
railway companies in England had their best engines there. The London and
Midlands and Scottish engine took the prize as the best engine.
The noted Flying Scotsman was there and alongside the old engine, built
before the ‘Rocket’, that used to pull the trucks of coal at the Stockton colliery
to Darlington. The last two named were both side by side, as they both
belonged to the one company. The Flying Scotsman had travelled 62 000
miles during 1923. I do not recollect if they mentioned the amount of people
taken but it was a very large engine. The wheels were going but she was
jacked up, so that the driving wheels did not touch the rails. The old little
engine was also going and the rails she was on were over 100 years old.
The rail the Flying Scotsman was on was up to date.
I went up the one side, up a gangway and through the cab. I just had time
to look as I passed the large boiler, valves, steam gauges and the many
things on a railway engine on so large and up to date engine. I was soon
down on the ground again. I will try and get a little information about it.
Since writing the above, I found out a bit of information about the first
railway engine. Her name is “Locomotion”, which opened the Stockton to
Darlington railway in 1825. The engine driver sat on the top of the boiler,
from which position he had a good lookout. The only signal was a candle in a
window of the Station Master’s house, which indicated danger, but if no
candle was burning at night, all was clear. The tail light was a fire bucket,
with coal in that would not cause too much smoke. It started from Newcastleon-Tyne, where it was made, on a wagon drawn by horses. Its weight was 671

1/2 tons and cost £500. The train drew out of Stockton on 27th September,
1825. I ought to have told you that the engine, on a wagon drawn by horses,
was taken to a level crossing named Aycliffe, taken off the wagon, put on the
rails, the water put in the boiler and the fire started by a workman’s burning
glass. From this point, it was taken to Shildon, a colliery village about 8 miles
west of Darlington. The engine was then ready for important duties of the
following day.
Mr. Edward Pease, who was largely the initiator of the railway, said, 50
years afterwards, that the scene on the morning of that day “set description
at defiance”. At the appointed hour, the procession went forward, the train
with a weight of 80 tons, drawn by this No. 1 engine, driven by George
Stephenson himself, moving off at a rate of 10 or 12 miles per hour. The
formation of the train was as follows: six wagons loaded with coal and flour,
then a covered coach containing the directors and Proprietors, next, 21 coal
wagons fitted up for passengers and lastly, six more wagons loaded with
coal and flour. A man on horseback, carrying a flag, rode in front of the train,
a great concourse of people standing along the line. Many of them tried to
accompany the train by running and some gentlemen on horseback galloped
across the fields to keep up with it.
The railway descended gently towards Darlington and at a favourable part
of the road, Stephenson determined to try the speed of the engine. He called
upon the man on horseback with the flag to get out of the way and put on
speed up to 12 miles and then 15 miles an hour and the runners on foot and
the gentlemen on horseback, together with the man with the flag, were left
far behind. When the train reached Darlington, it was found that 450
passengers occupied the wagons and that the load of men, coal and
merchandise amounted to about 90 tons.
As far as I can learn, we are indebted to George Stephenson and Edward
Pease for the first railway. Pease found the railway and Stephenson found
the engine. I have no doubt many people think the ‘Rocket’ was the first
railway engine but the one I have mentioned is the first. I will give you a bit of
information about ‘Locomotion’: weight of engine, in running order, 8 tons 8
cwt; weight of tender, 2 tons 17 cwt; weight of engine without coal or water, 6
tons 16 cwt; weight of tender without coal or water, 1 ton 2 cwt; total running
load of engine and tender, 11-1/4 tons; cylinders, 9” dia. x 24” stroke; boiler
pressure, 50 lbs, horsepower, 25. There was no whistle on the engine but
behind the funnel there was a bell and was rung by a cord from the driver’s
seat. Neither the engine or tender was fitted with brakes and the only way, it
is thought, the driver controlled the train was by the reversing gear.
I trust I have given a good description of the first railway engine that ran
from Stockton to Darlington. (It rained on these two pages.) I will give a little
detail of the Flying Scotsman. The class is called ‘Pacific Engine’, no. 4472.
It was built in 1923 at the London and North Eastern Railway works,
Doncaster. It is named the Flying Scotsman and leaves London’s Kings
Cross at 10 o’clock each morning and does 395 miles to Edinburgh. I do not
know what time she arrives. I will give the size of cylinders: 28” in diameter.
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There are three of them with a 26” stroke. The driving wheels are 6 feet 8
inches. To show what this engine can do, at a trial, it hauled 20 corridor
carriages weighing 610 tons from Kings Cross to Grantham, a distance of
105.5 miles, in 2 hours 2 minutes, an average speed of 52 miles per hour.
The maximum speed reached over 70 miles per hour - it is a wonderful
performance. The old ‘Locomotive’ boiler pressure, 50 lbs., the F.S. 180 lbs.
per square inch, the weight of engine fully loaded, 148 tons 15 cwt., weight of
tender fully loaded, 56 tons 6 cwt., the amount of water it carries, 5 000
gallons, coal, 8 tons, weight of engine alone, 92 tons 9 cwt.
I really forget how many of those large railway engines, but the London
and Midlands and Scottish had one, the Great Western, that is 3 but I think
there were more and, as I have said, there were every class and type of
stationary and marine engine of any sort worth advertising - too many to give
a description here.
There was a splendid description of the River Mersey, all the docks on
each side, the landing stage, the berthing capacity of the docks and pointing
out that the largest ships in the world could be berthed and any amount of
cargo handled and every facility for quick handling of either ships or cargo. It
showed a splendid piece of engineering and the large dock offices were very
fine. In looking at the picture of the whole thing, it looked as if one was up in
a flying machine and looking down on the miles of docks and river.
Then there was the Manchester ship canal and showing what a feat of
engineering it was and what could be done. One looked down on the miles of
canal and saw the ships sailing up it. It was a sight I will not forget in a while ships from all over the known world, and some very large ones at that,
bringing bales of wool and cotton to be made into cloth sheeting and etc. to be
sent into the world. There were machines of all descriptions for agriculture
and, as I went, I thought, “I will have to go a bit quicker or I will not see much”.
So I thought I would go and see a little more of the Palace of Industries while
I was on my own. I am of of enemal where there was of every description and
for many uses. (? - K.B.) One began to wonder if there was an end to the
industries. After looking round, I had a lovely headache through trying to cram
too much into my old head.
So I got out into the fresh air. After a bit of a sit down, I went into the
Australian Palace and was looking into some of the different pictures and
listening to the comments of the different people. One middle aged lady said
to me, “Can you tell me what that is?” looking at an opossum. I said, “Yes”
and told her. “Oh”, she said, “And do you know what that is?” I said, Platypus”.
I then explained everything there was to her. She said, ”You seem to know a
good deal about everything.” I said, ”I ought to, as I have been over there 41
years.” “Oh”, she said, “You ought to know something about them.”
I then went on to where they were making eucalyptus oil. One of the young
men who were selling it said to me, “Oh, mister, you have a spot on your hat.
Let me take it off.” I said, “Here you are. I will be very thankful if you can do it.”
So he got to work and when he had done a bit of rubbing on both sides, it
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could hardly be seen. I thanked him and bought a couple of small bottles. I
had a look at the leaves he was making the stuff out of and it was just like
what grows at Bundanoon. I asked him if he had seen the broad eucalyptus
leaf and he said, “No.” I told him I had seen both, the sort he was working with
and the broad leaf, growing. He said, “Are you from Australia?” I said, “Yes, I
think so.” My hat smelled so strong that it made my eyes smart and every little
crush I was in, someone would say, “Oh, what a strong smell!” I smiled and
went on.
I then saw a room about 12 feet square and a large model of the ‘Moreton
Bay’ and supposed to be in Sydney Harbour. I stood looking and nearly began
to think I was standing somewhere about Lady Macquarie’s Chair. After I had
stood a while, I turned round and saw a young man in a sort of enclosure and
I began to talk to him and found that he came from Newcastle, Australia. We
had a long talk.
I then went to the place where I was to meet the two women from the
Rodeo. I had not been sitting long before a big boy, about 15 years old, came
and asked me if I had a ticket for the chair. I said, “No”. He said, “If you give
me 3 pence, you can sit, not only on that chair, but any one on the ground
during the day. I gave him the 3 pence and he had not gone long before a
man came along and he said, “Have you got a chair ticket?” I said, “Yes”. He
said, “I want to see it”. I pulled it out and he looked at it, pinched a bit out of it,
gave it back to me, thanked me and passed on. About 10 minutes after,
another boy came along and asked me if I had a ticket. I said, “Yes. My
goodness! How many of you are there looking after these chairs? There must
be a big crowd!”
I must have been sitting half an hour when they turned up. Then they
wanted to go into the Palace of Art to see the Queen’s dolls house. We went
over and when I saw the long string of people waiting to go in and the great
stream both going in and coming out, I said, “ I am not going in. I will stay on a
chair and wait. ”So off they went and joined in the crush, paid a 1/- to go in
and there were men in bright buttons hurrying them and all through they were
crushed all the way and could see very little but wished they were outside
again with the 1/- in their pocket! One man said, “Pass on! Somebody else
wants to see the things besides you!” and plenty of people were giving him
cheek. However, they could tell me very little of what they saw. The dolls
house is a house presented to the Queen. I believe it is a wonderful piece of
work. The one wall is lifted up and discloses the furniture, just like what is in a
big gentleman’s house and the different rooms - it must have taken a long
time and a great deal of patience to put everything together.
We then made a hurried rush through many other places of the different
Dominions; these are some of the places visited - Australia, Canada, Palace
of Industry, Palace of Engineering, Burma, Malaya, East Africa, West Africa,
South Africa, Ceylon, Singapore, the Straits Settlements. I was done up and
so hungry, having had very little since I left our lodgings in the morning. It was
after 5 o’clock, so we made to Wembley by bus, I mean the railway station,
got our train and were soon at Harrow and Wealdstone station. I rested for a
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while and had a good feed and left early by train for London. We got a through
train, got on the platform that our train was to go from and we had to wait a
long time. We expected the train would come in early so that the passengers
could get in as there were a great many to go by it. The platform was getting
packed, as so many coming up by excursion train and this was a sort of return
excursion train.
When it did come in after 12 o’clock midnight, it was rushed and I am
pleased to say we got a seat but there was such a rush that it was packed in
no time. Our was a corridor carriage and 7 policemen from Preston, they were
in the corridor. They had several bottle of ale, whisky and other drink. We
were not started long before one got a bottle of whisky, went into one of the
lavatories and locked himself in, drunk the whisky, went to sleep. The other
chaps were in a great state, wondering if he would get them into a scrape.
Some were for bursting in the door and dragging him out. The guard came
along and they told him about it. He said, “Oh, let him alone - he will wake up
before we get to Crewe. If not, well, get into your own train there, as you will
have to change. Don’t do any damage.”
One got his overcoat and spread it down on the floor and lay down.
Another lay down without anything under him and went to sleep. The one
close to our compartment, who spread his coat, would no sooner lay down
than somebody would come along and he would get up and down he would
go again and laughing, say something comical and just make himself
comfortable, when he would have to get up. He was at that till he said, “Oh
well, I give it up You know, the P.M. at our place gave us all 3 days of and
paid our expenses to Wembley, so it has been our day out today. All of us
have had no sleep for 3 nights and we are all dying for sleep and several of us
have to go on duty tomorrow and I don’t know how we are going to do.”
The train stopped at Rugby for a short time but the refreshment room was
rushed and I thought, “There is no chance for a cup of tea there”. We were
soon off and the next stop was Stafford. I got out and ran along the station in
the direction of the refreshment room. I got to the counter and waited for a
while. I thought, “I will get, as the train may be going and leaving us behind”. I
was not in long, before we were off again, but a funny thing occurred before
the train got into the station. Someone said, “This is Crewe”. It was coming
daylight and you should have seen the stir among those who had to get out at
Crewe. I said, “It is not Crewe”. I knew it could not be, as I had come that way
before and did not make myself uneasy.
The policemen pulled themselves together and the chap in the lavatory
came out. Didn’t his mates give him a tongue banging. He did not know where
his coat was - he was in his shirt sleeves. So there was some hunting for
coats, as there were others who pulled their coats off, on getting in the train.
There was a laugh all round when the mistake was found out. We arrived in
Crewe between 4 and half past. There were a great many got out there.
Our train did not leave Crewe till near 6.30 but we were not long in getting
to Winsford, when once we started but we were tired of waiting, not having
75

any sleep and on top of the day’s tramp the day before. We were stiff on
getting out at Winsford but trotted off to our homes, which was nearly 2 miles.
We had got a quarter of a mile, when Arthur Breeze came and took Lizzie’s
luggage on his bike and we were all very tired when we got back to 76 High
Street. I had some breakfast and sat for a while and had a wash and went to
bed and slept for a few hours, then got up.
Sunday 29th June. I was the sermons (I think this should be: ‘It was the
service’ - K.B.) at Clive Green United Methodist Chapel, so I thought I would
go. I found out that my cousin, Ben Royle’s son John, was to be the preacher,
so I thought I would go. I went to their sermons the last time I was over. In the
morning, I went to our church and went and had my dinner and went, so as to
be in time, as I thought it might be full but it was not too crowded. I enjoyed
the service very much and thought John preached a very good sermon. I then
went to the Sumners bros. and asked them if there was any chance of some
tea, as I wished to attend the night’s service. I knew them when over before
and had been to see them since coming over. They were delighted to have
me.
After tea I went and the little chapel was full, every available seat was taken
and, as the pulpit would hold a few, John Royle asked me to come up, so as
to make room for the others. He told me that he knew I did not mind. So I
went and the service and children singing was very good. As it was light till
late, it was a nice walk after the service in the cool of the evening - got home
at an early hour.
Monday 30th. I was told that William Oakes wanted me to go to Elworth,
Fodens Engineering works. They build traction engines and trailers, so I
thought I would be there if it was fit.
Tuesday 1st July. After dinner, Herbert Oakes and I started and it is 7 miles.
We got there about 2 o’clock and, on arriving at the office, I found William,
who is undermanager, busy on a sketch of machinery. He jumped up and
came with us and I was greatly surprised to see the amount of machinery
used. One place, they were casting cylinders, other places they were boring
them and getting them ready for the engines, other places they were casting
the beds and making the boilers, bolts, threading them and some places they
were acetylene welding the different parts, that used to be riveted, together.
Other different parts were electric welded.
They got me a pair of eye shields so that I could look at the very bright light
and that no sparks would go into my eyes. It was both very bright and plenty
of sparks. It is very wonderful the advance in engineering. There were bolt
making machines going on their own, no one attending them, a bar of steel
put in and the machine started and, as long as there was any of the bar left,
the machine would go on making bolts. There were several making the
different lengths, then others making screws and others making nails.
There were engines in every stage, some just started, some half put
together and some finished and only needing the paint and some finished
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painted. There was an engine with a wagon fitted to it for roadmaking and the
wagon part tipped back or side also, a trailer to hook onto the back. The
engines are all compound and are, therefore, economical with regards fuel. I
have seen a great many on the several roads in England and I think they are
in a good many places in Australia. The works are large and it took us about
an hour and half to look over them.
After being introduced to the Manager, I had a very interesting
conversation. Before we parted, he said in a joke, “Why didn’t you keep that
band over there?” I said, “Which band?” “The Newcastle Steelworks Band”,
he said, “Yes, they beat us for the first prize, we got second.” I then told him it
came over with us on the ‘Moreton Bay’. He said, “It is a great band and
deserved the prize.” So we parted, laughing, after we had our jokes.
We then, Herbert and I, went to see cousin Martha Latham. We had tea
and talked for some time about our relations and many things that occurred in
days gone by. We then started back for Winsford, which we reached in good
time, as Herbert was to go to work at 10 o’clock that night. I did not do too
much knocking about before going to bed.
Wednesday 2nd July. After dinner, Lydia and I went to Stock Stairs, got a
boat and went up the Flashes for a row. We were away a little over an hour
and we enjoyed the pull, as it is up between fields. Some parts, the trees
overhang the water and make very pretty pictures and the scent of the clover,
daisies and different flowers in the fields and edges. When we turned to come
back, the wind had got up and it was a bit hard rowing against the wind. For
the little cockleshell we were in, the waves were slightly rough - when I got
out, I found I had a big blood blister with rowing, through not doing any work. I
got a good bit of exercise, anyway.
Thursday 3rd. I got a taxi to take me up to the Station railway station - it
seems queer to call it that but there are 3 railway stations in Winsford. I
caught the first train and arrived in Crewe at 8.10. The Market Drayton train
was waiting for my train, so, as soon as the guard, who was waiting with his
flag ready to go, saw me run, he asked where I was going, said, “Hurry up!” I
went and booked my bike and self for Market Drayton. We were soon off and
it only took about 3 quarters of an hour and we were there. I asked the porter
standing taking tickets where the Cloak Room was. He pointed me and took
my ticket. After putting my suitcase in, I asked where Westenwick was. He
said, “I don’t know any place called that”, and, after a little thought, said, “Do
you mean Wistanwick?”, giving a curious twist with his tongue. I said, "Yes, I
suppose it might be the place." but thought it was spelled different to me.
As it was not market day, there were not so many people about. I found it a
very old fashioned place. I got my leather handbag strapped to my shoulders
and went through the town on my bike. After a few turns, I got out on the
country road and I had to ascend a long hill but the roads were good. The
wind was in my face, which made it hard to push against. I came to a
crossroad and did not know just which way to turn, so waited a few minutes
and a man came along and I asked him. He told me to keep straight on and
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turn to the right at the foot of the hill I would come to. So I did and, after going
about a mile from the turn, I came to another crossroad and I saw a young
man coming and I asked him how far I was from Wistanwick. He said, “This is
it.”
I then asked him where the manse was and he said, “I don’t know, as I
have not been here long.” So I went straight on for about 100 yards and asked
at a house. The lady said, “Turn round the corner and the manse is not far.”
My cousin Harriet Ann Jarrett lived there and it was her that invited me to
come. I was soon there and, on going to the house, I found that no one was
in, so I thought my cousin must have gone to meet me. I went to a little farm
near and asked if they knew if Miss Jarrett, the Minister’s housekeeper, was.
She said, “She is away on her holidays and so is the minister (I thought - my
luck, again!) but if you go to the lady on the corner, she will tell you.”
So, off I went and asked at a house if she knew. So she said, “Miss Jarrett
has gone to MuchWenlock and will be back on Saturday. Are you her cousin
from Australia?” I said, “Yes.” “Oh, I am sorry she is away. I will telegram to
her and you can stay here tonight and she will be here after dinner.” I said, “I
would rather not bring her back before her holidays are over.” But they very
kindly got me a nice dinner. Then, as I had several photos and views of
Australia, I entertained them till it was time to get away for a train. I got there
at 12 o’clock . I stayed till about 3 o’clock, then got instructions how to get to
the station by the nearest route, got the bike and got away and, as the wind
was in my back and a great part downhill, I was in Market Drayton in 20
minutes.
Market Drayton is a very old town and has many old quaint buildings and
narrow streets. Considering the amount of motor traffic and also the amount
of children running about, it is very wonderful that there is not more killed and
accidents than there is. I had to go through the town to the station and was
there 20 minutes too early, so sat down and, in due course, the train came in
and was away for Shrewsbury.
Now, to go to Shrewsbury from there, it is a big angle. I had to go to
Wellington first and change for Shrewsbury. I did not get there till 6 o’clock
and I paid a poor chap who was out of work to carry my luggage to BelleVue,
to my cousin’s place and misfortune again met me. My cousin was out for the
day. Her daughter told me she was coming back for the last train. I asked, “If I
went on to Picklescott to aunt’s, could she put me up?” She told me no, as
she had visitors and I found out, of all my relations, none there could put me
up. I could not find a place to put up at, so I said, “I think I will go back,” but I
would have to be quick, otherwise I would miss the last train to Winsford.
She made me a cup of tea and, after tea, I got and when I got to the railway
station, the train left at 5 minutes past eight. So I saw a porter and told him, if
he got my bike from the Left Luggage Office and put it on the train, labelled for
Winsford, I would give him sixpence. He dropped what he had and off. He
was soon back and labelled it and I saw it into the luggage van and was along
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for his sixpence. As he had only a little over 5 minutes to do all, he lost no
time, but I did not expect to catch my train at Crewe.
I found 2 farmers in the same compartment and we got in conversation and
when I told them I wanted to get to Winsford, they said, “You will be too late,
as this train does not get into Crewe till 9.10 and the last train leaves at 9
o’clock. I found out he was correct, so I put my bike and luggage into the Left
Luggage Office, costing me 9 pence, and went and hunted for lodgings.
However, I was fortunate, for once, and I both got supper and a night’s rest
into a good bed and clean.
I was up early, got my breakfast of bacon and eggs and caught the train,
leaving at a few minutes after 8 and was in Winsford station at 8.20. I walked
back to 76 and they were surprised to see me - they thought I would not get
back for a fortnight. I was over £1 the more out of pocket and got nothing for it
except aggravation, and it strange what we pay for it sometimes. I put in
Friday, resting.
Saturday 5th July. Put in the day writing letters and diary.
Sunday 6th July. Got up in time for to get breakfast and go to church. It was
raining, so I went to United Methodist Free Church in the morning. At night,
went to Wharton Road Methodist Church. I like the singing at the latter one the best. They seem to always choose the good old hymns and lively tunes.
During my stay in Winsford, the stewards have asked me to take up the
collection, which I have done - anything to help along the good work.
Monday 7th July. Did a bit more writing, then went visiting in the evening.
Tuesday 8th July. Told Tom Moss I would pay his return fare to and from
Chester if he liked. So he took me up and said, “All right.” So we started off
about 9.20 and got into Chester early. A good many seemed to travel by that
train, so, as I wanted to give Tom a good time, I said, “Now, Tom, what part
do you wish to see in Chester?” He said, “I don’t know”. “Do you want to go
on the wall?” He said, “Yes,” so I said’ “Come on and we will get on the wall
first thing.” We were soon on it and the part was close to a bridge over the
canal and a boat was going under. It filled the bridgeway and it had 2 horses
pulling it and it was just crawling. The horses were not pulling well together
and when we got up on the wall, it was high above the boat, fully 100 feet, I
would think.
We had not gone far, when he was not satisfied with the view. Well, when
we got to the Cathedral, I said, “Would you like to go through it?” He said, “I
would like to see the shops.” “All right,” I said, “ and we were soon window
gazing and he seemed to like it, so we went to the end of the street, I mean
shops. I asked him if he would like to see the racecourse and River Dee. He
said, “Yes”, so we continued on and as soon as he looked at the course and
river, instead of saying anything about the situation, he said, as abruptly as
possible, “When are we going to have dinner?”
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“Oh,” I said, “Are you hungry?” It was not 12 o’clock but I said, “Very well,
come on,” and made for a restaurant we passed and went in. I asked what we
could get and he said, “You are rather early, but could get up tea and a few
other things. Tom said he wanted bread and butter and cake. I said, “I will
have a meat pie”. So the chap brought 2 meat pies and a plate of cakes. We
ate them, drunk the tea and paid up and Tom said, “Why didn’t he bring the
bread and butter?” I said, “If you wanted bread and butter, why didn’t you
insist on getting it? You did not give the man to understand just what you
wanted”.
However, as I wanted to go up the River Dee, I said, “The river is pretty
down this way”, and started off and he followed. When we got to where the
boats were, there were what seemed to be hundreds tied together. There
were several landing stages, at one several motor boats. Ass we approached,
a man said, “Are you going for a sail up the river?” I said, “Yes”. He said, “This
boat will leave in 15 minutes,” so we both got on it. The name of it was the
‘Aldford’, a pretty made boat, able to go at a fair rate. The distance to
Eccleston is 4 miles. The River Dee is, on an average, 4 chains wide and the
average height of the banks from water’s edge, 3 or 4 feet. Some places, the
cattle walked down to the river and standing with the water up to their bellies,
chewing their cud. The flies did not seem to bother them there.
There are several companies running motor boats and they all seemed to
get plenty of custom. I noticed that charabancs come from different parts of
Lancashire and they would nearly fill some of the boats. I did not see any boat
carrying luggage of any description. Eccleston, the landing stage, is about
level with motor boat so I found we had been half an hour running up. There
was a young man taking photos, taking them on tin while you wait.
A lady who lives there said, “You ought to go round the Hall.” I could not
see any Hall, so asked what Hall there was and she said, “Eton.” I asked how
far it was away. She told me it was not far, so off we went and had not gone
far before we came to a big iron gate and lodge. On going through, we were in
the Park. The Park is very nice, tress growing for shade. There is a large
farmhouse and many buildings. I saw a young man going out with a high
stepping chestnut horse and the Duke of Westminster’s name on it.
There did not seem to be very many cattle in the Park but there were lovely
fields adjoining. There were gates and lodges at several angles. We came to
another farm which seemed to be for the purpose of supplying the Hall with
butter and eggs and the different needfuls. Further over, a gas works to
supply the Hall with gas, then a little further, the Hall came in sight. It is a very
fine building. I noticed 2 men who came by the same boat and had come by
train from Burnley. They took a road which I thought would take them from the
Hall and Tom said, “Come on, we will go after them as they must be going.” I
said, “No, I will go this way - it is better.” So we had not gone far before they
came back along another path. I saw a gate, so made towards it. A Man saw
me and came to meet me. I asked him if I would be allowed to take a photo of
the Hall. He said, “No, if you like, I will open the gate and you can go past it
and get a good one.
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I thanked him and accepted his kind offer. When we got close to, I went up
the steps leading to the Hall and took a photo. He told me to keep straight and
I would come to a lodge gate and would find it unlocked and go through and
be sure to fasten it after us. When we got to it, we found it locked. We looked
at each other. I said, “I see a way out.” I lifted the bar, which held the one gate
and the other, of course, was locked. I pulled both gates to me and out we
passed. I held the bar up and brought the gates together, like they were
before, then dropped the bar and it was fastened.
We went on and after walking 10 minutes, we came to another part of the
Hall and I took another snap. On going further, we came to large iron gates
and iron railings about 20 feet high, prettily painted, and one of the Dukes
mounted on a bronze horse and both were lifesize. We were not close enough
to read what was on it. We were an hour walking round it from the landing
stage back to the landing stage. We found the stage, but no boat, so we
waited for 10 minutes, when the Bendora steamer came and we got on and
were back a little under half an hour. We met the other motor boats and some
had string bands on. There were some very pretty houses, so large ones and
who had their own boats and motor boats and landing stages and, in places,
lovely gardens and flowers in full bloom, others, lawns and drives between
houses and the river.
We landed at the same landing we started from, then went through the
park. I then found out that I had a letter I had written in my pocket, so said,
“When we get in the main street, I will post it” and when we got further, the
tulips were beautiful, all colours. I told Tom that I thought that Chester was a
lovely old place. We were soon close to the main street and I asked for the
General Post Office and he said, “You are nor far away from it, two streets
higher up”. So I told Tom to go away and I would son be back and off I went. I
was not away 5 minutes - when I got back, he was nowhere to be seen. I
hunted everywhere, but all to no purpose. I went to the station but I did not
see any Tom, so back I went and got some tea and looked round the shops
and I thought’ “It is time I went to the railway station” and made a beeline for it
There was Tom, sitting on a seat. I went up to him and I gave him a good
talking to for giving me so much trouble. He said, “I went into a shop and
bought something and thought I would be out before you returned but on not
seeing you, came to the station”. When I went to the station, he was round at
the platform we came into. We left by a train arriving back at Winsford and
Over station about 7 o’clock. We were both hungry and soon at home where
tea was ready. I was very pleased that I visited Chester - I think it a lovely old
place.
Wednesday 9th July. Did not get up till late, then wrote letters and went
round, seeing my relations.
10th July. Printed photos, went round a bit.
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11th July. Thought during the afternoon I would take the bike and go for a
ride as far as Little Budworth church. I found out that my old chum’s parents,
Mr. and Mrs. Albiston, were buried there and, although I lived in Winsford
many years, I had never gone out that way. It was a nice warm day. It is uphill
for over a ¼ of a mile, then very nice roads and very little hill till I got very near
there. I enjoyed the ride, 4-1/2 miles there. There is an enclosure with an
obelisk with names of fallen soldiers from that part, presented by a Lord, I just
forget which, and a park. I did not go into it, as I wanted to find out about my
chum’s property. I found an old fashioned church - I could not find the age of
it but found graves in the yard with table stones on, with the words in the Old
English - the “s’s” like “f” and different other letters. They were dated 1743 and
right up to the present day.
I did not have a great deal of trouble in finding the grave and headstone I
was looking for - it was close to the end of the church. I found there was over
an eighth of an inch of green moss and other stuff on it, so I went and bought
a scrubbing brush and soda, got the lend of a bucket, got water and gave the
headstone and a footstone, the one put up by my chum, Colonel Thomas
Albiston (living at present in Coburg, a suburb of Melbourne) and the
footstone, put up by the daughters of the persons buried. After I had finished,
they looked a different stone altogether.
I returned things borrowed, got my bike and made my way back to
Winsford by another way. It is very nice during the spring and summer to go
through the lanes, between the hedges. There are so many flowers of one
sort or another always in bloom and the roads so smooth and even. Without it
is blowing in the opposite way in which one wants to go, it is a great pleasure
to cycle round. I will just say here, I don’t think I mentioned it elsewhere, that a
great many round Winsford wondered at a man of my age being able to cycle
like I do and several would come out to see how I got on. Not a few
exclaimed, “Why, he is an old hand on a bike!”
On coming through the town of Over, I saw an inn called ‘The Sign of the
Gate’ and the sign was a 5 barred gate and on the bars were the words
painted ‘This gate is hung high to hinder none, refresh and pay and travel on’.
I thought it a funny sign and novel. I soon got to the part where it is a ¼ of a
mile downhill and it was very easy to freewheel down it. I felt hungry by the
time I got back to 76.
12th July. I got a letter from cousin Harriet Ann Jarrett, saying how sorry she
was that she was not home when I came to see her. She told me that Mr. and
Mrs. Bruckshaws told her how I had come and that they had given me
something to eat and had invited me to stay with them for the night and had
offered to telegram to her to say that I was there. She hoped that I would
come again soon. I wrote to say that I would come soon. She wrote, asking
me to come on a Wednesday, as I would be able to ride on the red bus right
to the door, so I arranged to go on the 23rd.
I took the 20 to 8 train from Winsford. I arrived at Crewe and the Market
Drayton train was waiting. The guard had his green flag ready to wave but
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when he saw me coming, he asked me if I was going by that train. I said,
“Yes”, so he put his hand down and one porter took my luggage and found a
seat. I had to get another ticket from another company’s train booking office
and I was no sooner in than we were off. In about ¾ of an hour, I was at
Market Drayton, and, it being market day, it was a novel sight to see the
amount of farmers, their wives and daughters.
They brought rabbits, fowls, butter, eggs and every sort of gooseberries,
currants and, in fact, all sorts of produce for sale. All the sidewalks were
occupied by them and a little place they called ‘a market’ even sweet stalls
were on the sidewalk. The road was thronged and motor or horse vehicles
could hardly get through. I took a great interest in it all. I made my way to a
red bus and asked if there was any busses going to Wistanwick. They said,
“Yes, you are a little late - one has just gone but there is another going at
2.30”. I said, “Will it go from here?” I was told, “No, it leaves a bit further on.” I
thanked them and went and looked through the churchyard - the name of the
church was St. Mary’s. I thought, “Oh, what a difference in England from
Australia - a Protestant called St. Mary’s.” I did not go inside. It is situated on
the top of a hill.
After looking round what appeared to be one of the oldest churches in
England, I thought I would go and get a few postcards and then see about
something to eat. I selected a nice clean looking place and, on going inside, I
found several farmers, their daughters, sisters, having something to eat. I got
a cup of tea and a plate of bread and butter and cakes, which were very nice.
I paid a small amount I thought for what I had. I went then to the station and
got my luggage and went to where the bus was to start from. I found it there
and 3 or 4 in. I got in with my luggage.
I was not in very long before the bus was full. Oh my, I was the only man,
besides the driver and conductor! The different sorts of baskets and things
they had brought their produce in for sale. One woman got in with a boy and
baby. She said to a friend of hers, “Please hold baby till I go and get my
groceries.” Then a black and white rough haired dog got into the bus and
came and lay down at the children’s feet. It had a rope round its neck. The
woman tied it up to one of the seats. She said, “I tied it up and had got only a
short distance away when it had chewed the rope in two and ran after the
bus”. As soon as the bus stopped, it jumped in and lay at her feet till she
came to get out. It lay down, watching the children, till the woman came back.
Then the woman and children shifted a few seats further back. The dog was
not going to be left even that distance away - he soon chewed the rope in two
and went and lay under the seat till the bus stopped at the place the woman
had to get out. It was out before her and waited till the children and she got
out, then it seemed ever so pleased.
It was not long before a woman said to me (she was about 70 years old), “I
know where you are going”. I said, “Do you?’ She said, “Yes, you are going to
Miss Jarrett’s at the Manse”. I said, “You are correct.” She seemed pleased to
think she knew that much about me. She is expecting me and asked her to
look out for me and, if I needed any knowledge about where to get in or out,
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would she give it to me. However, as I had been to the place before, I did not
need any information.
The bus soon arrived at the Manse and my cousin was there. She was very
pleased to see me and we were soon talking of old times. She made me
some tea and tried to make me at home. But, oh my, it soon rained - it
seemed as if my visit was to be a wet one. The Manse is a very nice house
and my cousin is housekeeper and has her furniture there and has it nicely
furnished. I was shown over it and I thought the people living there looked
after their minister and put up a modern house and light, by the amount of
windows in it. There is an Institute connected with it and two billiard tables and
several sorts of games for the different times of the year, 2 tennis courts on
the one side of the road and 2 on the other side - the last named was opened
on the Saturday I was there.
The little old church was Congregational and, although not a big one, was
built so as to hold a nice congregation for its size, although, in the country, the
people have a nice little place to give the young people amusements and I am
told that they are out of debt. But I do not think they give their minister a very
large salary, by what he told me, but he did not name any sum.
My cousin took me round, sometimes I thought we went miles but the Post
Office was close to and several little shops. It was funny that it spread like
wildfire that I was Miss Jarrett’s cousin from Australia and I had no end of
invitations. I only went to about 3 places and they treated me like a Lord, so I
had to put on my best behaviour and not disgrace my adopted country by
appearing ungentlemanly. The amount of questions asked me, some I was
inclined to laugh at. One person asked me if I knew Leichhardt, but she
pronounced it quite different but I knew where she meant, so I said, “Yes, it is
a part of Sydney and she said, “Do you know my brother? He lives there!” I
said, “There are a few thousand live there and it is a good sized place.”
Sunday 27th July. I went to the morning service and I enjoyed it. The
service was a bit different to what I had been used to. I went again in the
evening and, after tea, we went to one of the farm houses, to my cousin’s
friend, to show them a few of my views and they were anxious to hear of
Australia. Their son and daughter-in-law and baby were over to see
grandmother. They enjoyed the evening and I enjoyed the lovely supper - it
did them credit and I did justice to it. We got back in time for bed.
Monday 28th. Miss Bruckshaw came along and invited me to tea. There
was a cousin of hers over - she was a jolly young woman. My cousin and I
went for a long walk. We went to a hill where we could see the country for
miles and, by taking a road, we came to the main road and went along it for a
few miles. I found we were able to take a by-road and came to the place we
started from. We washed and got ready and went to Bruckshaw’s for tea.
We looked at a few of the views that I had, when the cousin’s father came
for her by motor car. It was a break in the fun and the different talks about
Australia. After tea, we left for another neighbour’s, I just can’t think on their
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name. We stayed till late, talking, they were very nice, jolly people. We had a
good supper but found, on going outside, it was raining.
29th July. My cousin arranged with a gentleman to run me to Hodnet railway
station in his motor car to meet her brother’s two children, who she had taken
care of after his death. So he came along at the time arranged. I got in and
was soon at Hodnet, 3-1/2 miles away. We were there before the train arrived.
I waited a few minutes when I saw it coming and asked if I needed a platform
ticket. He said, “No, you can go on” and, as soon as the train came in, the
little boy, about 12 years old and wearing the school uniform of the Orphan’s
School in Wolverhampton, ran up to me and kissed me, saying, “I knew you,
Uncle Alf”, then ran back to the carriage where his sister was. It was done so
quick that many people were opening their doors to get out. I went and got
their luggage out and the little girl, about 15 years old, rather small for her
years and rather shy, came and kissed me and said how pleased I had come
to meet them. We were great friends quick. The time flew, we were at the
Manse in no time. Both children were very good behaved and kind to each
other and a pleasure to be in their company. We went for walks together
along the lanes.
I had decided to leave next day, Wednesday and it came too soon. I left by
bus for Market Drayton. Now, to describe the inside of the bus would be
difficult. There seemed to be baskets of eggs everywhere and baskets of
several sorts of fruit, some nursing them on their knees and there were about
20 people, so when we got there, we were cramped up. I went and got some
buns and cake and looked round, after putting my luggage into Mr. Morgan’s
shop, he being a brother to Mrs. Bruckshaw. It was soon time to go to the
station, which is ½ a mile away. When I got my luggage, I felt it heavy by the
time I got there. I took a ticket for Rushbury, where my cousin lives, William
Pugh by name.
I got to Wellington soon, as it is not far - I had to change there. I had about
20 minutes to wait, then we were off. After going for a short time, I
commenced talking to my fellow passenger. I asked him if he would like a
bun, so we both ‘took the bun’, but it was for doing away with the pangs of
hunger. We were talking and he told me where he was going to. All at once,
the train was pulling into a station - I got a glimpse of the name and I said,
“Here is your station!” Then there was a bit of fun getting his things and
getting out before the train started again, as the trains there did not stop very
long. After that, I think the next station was Bulwas. It is a station where 3
lines meet and, as I had been there before, I knew the next station was Much
Wenlock, where my late Aunt Mary Ann Perry lived. I was delighted with that
part of the country. I had only 3 or 4 more stations, then Rushbury.
As soon as I got out, my cousin, William, was there with their pony and
trap, so we were soon bowling along. My cousin’s place is close to the
railway, in fact, so close that the railway goes through his farm. It is half way
between the two railway stations and, as the stations are about 5 miles from
each other, we were talking about many things in common, as we both being
farmers, the amount of rain keeping them from getting in the hay. My cousin
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has a lot of hay out and it seemed such a pity to see such a nice lot of hay
being spoiled, the amount needed to keep the cattle during the long winter
and they were only needing a few days to get it all in. He tried his best to get it
dry and in - I gave him a hand. The day I arrived, we got 2 loads in and then,
several days rain.
They very kindly drove me to Church Stretton - it is a town between high
hills. It was market day on Thursday and my cousin’s wife, Eva, always starts
for market after an early dinner. She had about 40 lbs of butter for market at
1/9 per lb and 200 eggs. She also took two pairs of roosters. Well, we got
away after my cousin Eva, who is a good farmer’s wife - she has a book, in
which she enters all things needed, all the butter she has for sale and eggs
and everything for sale and the price for each thing. We had a very high hill to
go over, then down again to a level stretch between the hills. It is very
picturesque, we cross a bridge close to the railway station and we pulled up at
a produce store. My cousin handed the fowls out to a man, who took them
and put them into a tub and weighed them. He said, “I make them so many
pounds”. My cousin had weighed them before leaving and said, “That is right,
at 1/2d per lb”, so he paid for them. She said, “I will get something for the
fowls on my return”’ and drove off.
We next came to a man on a side street, with boxes. My cousin handed
him the butter and eggs. He counted the lbs of butter and we drove off. After
putting horse and trap away, we came down to him and he asked her how
many she made of butter. He said, “Correct, and so many eggs”. He paid her
straight away and we took the baskets and went to the different shops she
wanted things from. I came in handy to carry the packages. We then went and
got something to eat, got our pony and trap and made off to the places she
wanted to pick up what she had bought. It was a nice drive, some places
avenues of trees. We got back at 5.30 and it is about 5 miles distance away.
The maid, during our absence, had washed the floor and got a very nice tea
ready. The table was beautifully set and I think it was a great credit to a young
girl of her age and she is only 15 years old. I had a good evening.
Friday 1st August. I went round the farm with my cousin, saw his cattle and
sheep. He spoke to his dog and, although the sheep were on the other side of
the field, he soon brought them round our legs and kept them there. My
cousin looked them all over to see that all were right, then he spoke to the dog
and he let the sheep go. We then went on and he had some feed in a bag - he
put it into several troughs, the cattle following us and they were soon at work
eating it. We went on, then and I asked him about the fowls. I noticed them all
round a fowl house - it was a long way from the house. He told me that the
fowls did well. They come down with feed twice a day and come down every
morning to let the fowls out and feed them and feed them and close the door
at night so that the foxes can’t get them. I thought it a novel way of keeping
fowls.
Then, on reaching the house, I sat down and rested. After dinner, we got in
a load or two of hay, then it came on to rain, so we got back. I just forget how
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many cows they milk and they have a 30 gal Melotte separator. I used to do
the turning but I did not think they were careful enough with their cream.
Sat 2nd August. My cousin was going to Church Stretton on business and
asked me to go with him in the trap. As my boot burst at the side, I thought I
would go and get a pair of new boots. After breakfast, we made a start and
were soon there. He told me a good deal on the way about the different farms
we passed and about the big hills. I gave 37/- for a pair of boots. They were
good ones, certainly, but I thought they were dear, or a dear place to buy
anything. We got back in time for dinner - it rained all or most of the day.
Sunday 3rd august. It rained the most of the day and my cousin said, “We
have not had only one fine Sunday since Easter Sunday”. So they had a wet
time. In the evening, a man came over to talk to me, I just forget his name, but
he was not quite right in his head. I was very much amused at the questions
he asked. He would say, “Mr. Brooks, if I am not asking a bold question, how
old are you?’ He then got an old pipe my cousin kept for him and gave him
tobacco. He told me this man comes and does odd jobs of an evening and
what he does it for is a quiet smoke.
He (the man) asked me all kinds of questions and, although he seems
hardly all there, my cousin says he is a good farmer but his brothers do not
allow him to do any dealing, although my cousin told me that one time he
went to a fair and bought a yearling colt and brought it home. His brothers told
him to take it away, he was not to have it there. So he came to my cousin and
asked him if he would graze the colt for him. He said, “I know you will take
care of it for me and I will pay you when I can sell it”. So my cousin told him to
ask his brothers in the morning if they would let him keep it and, if not, to bring
it along. So he went away quite satisfied.
His brothers told him, if he did it again, they would not have it. So he
promised he would not but the colt turned out well and, when 3 years old, he
sold it well but his brothers still kept him from buying, for fear he would bring
too much about the place. I thought he was a man not to be encouraged to
stay too long, otherwise my cousins would not get to bed till a late hour, so I
told him to come another evening and I would show him some views and
made as if I would go to bed, so he went.
Monday. My cousin said, “There is a sale at Craven Arms”, and said, “I will
get the pony and trap and you and I will go. Then you will see how things are
sold”. It was about 7 miles away - it was a nice drive. On arrival, we put the
trap and pony away, then went to see the things sold. There was a newly
calved cow and the calf - they were put up and they brought £29/15/0. Then,
after they were knocked down, the calf was sold, as the buyer did not want to
rear the calf. It brought £3/15/0 - certainly it was a very nice calf. The sheep
and lambs were sold, so we did not see them sold. Also pigs, but I heard that
pigs were plentiful and very cheap. We next went to see fat cattle sold and 3
year old bullocks brought from £27 to £29/15/0.
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We went and looked round and talked about the different breeds of cattle
and sheep. He (my cousin) wanted to get my opinion on the different sorts
and the different sorts of wool. He saw, in the newspapers, how the Australian
merino wool is bringing so much in the English market and, like a successful
farmer, the different texture of wool - most of the wool is of a rather coarse
texture. I told him, as a rule, the merino is an indifferent sheep for mutton.
They generally go in for a sheep good for mutton and having wool of a fair
texture, so my cousin wanted my opinion on the wool and mutton. He thought
of selling the sheep he had and buying others. He told me how many he had
and how many he intended to buy.
We went, had lunch early, got a second hand horse cloth he bought for a
trifle, got our pony and trap and started for home. We went by a different way
than we came - it was a very beautiful drive and I enjoyed it very much. My
cousin and I talked wheat and farming all the way and both enjoyed our drive
and conversation, the lovely fields of waving wheat, barley, oats and rye, only
needing fine, sunny weather to get them all into the barns and stacks. We
arrived in time for tea, then I separated for them and rested, reading the
paper, till suppertime, then to bed.
5th August. The churning had to be done today, so I asked if they would
allow me to churn, so they said, “Yes, and welcome!” So I got to work and
they had no thermometer, so I guessed it as near as I could and it took over
an hour to come. I got it washed and salted and weighed and wrapped up in
paper. My cousin’s wife was pleased I did it for her - she said she did not like
churning. I told her, if she got a thermometer and add a starter, if the cream
was too fresh, and study the cream, she would get the butter to come in 20
minutes. She said, “I will get a thermometer and do as you say”. She got her
eggs ready packed, also butter and everything ready for the market next day.
Wednesday 6th August. The sale at Longville for cattle was held that day,
so my cousin said, “I want to buy something for my pigs and we will go - the
man I order from will be there”. So we got the pony and trap out and went. On
arrival, we went and saw the cattle, sheep and pigs. The breed of cattle was a
cross between Shorthorn and Hereford but the greater part was Hereford.
New calved cows were sold at £25/15/- and £24/15/-. 2-year old heifers,
empty (and a guarantee had to be given that they were empty, which is
enforced if proved wrong) brought £24 each for 25. Yearling steers fetched
£10 each for good, inferior less.
There were some white pigs, their breed is different to some I have seen
out in Australia, as these had long noses and more loose to the white
Yorkshires. I thought they sold very cheap for England - a pen 10 weeks old
sold for 25/- each and a pen of fats weigh 140. I must say they have a good
idea here - they weigh both cattle and pigs and sell by weight, live weight. I
did not hear how much per cwt. But I do know the age and weight of each
beast is called out as it comes into the enclosure. Then 4 feet pig troughs
were sold, made of wood and better class, 5/-. There were two ladders, 13
and 15 feet long, sold at 1/5d per rung.
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While the auction was on, 2 big charabancs, full of Lancashire women,
came up to the Inn and, oh my, the beer was passed round and, what I
thought a foolish thing, the drivers got too much beer to keep their heads clear
for driving. Several got flowers but there were some hard cases, by the jokes
and carryings on. When they left, they waved to the men at the sale and
called “Ta-ta” and waved their handkerchiefs.
When I turned my attention to the sale again, they were selling
wheelbarrows. They were all wood, except axle and eyes the axle runs in and
nails and were well made and easy to wheel a good load in. They were sold at
25/- each. My cousin found out that the man he wanted to see was sick and
unable to come to the sale, so he said, “We will go back and write him”> I got
a few bunches of hazel nuts, of course, they were not ripe but I thought they
would be something to remember Old England by.
We were hungry when we got home again. We all turned out and turned
the hay and got a load in before night but it was not as dry as I would like, but
what was a man to do? I was there a full week and it rained every day some
time of the day and sometimes most of the day.
Thursday, 7th August. After breakfast, I got all my bags packed and the
pony and trap got ready and started for the Rushbury railway station, which
we reached 15 minutes before the train arrived. It is a nice little station - I
noticed nearly all the stations have their flowers and they are placed so as to
draw attention and put in uncommon pots and different settings. The soil is
very fertile round that part.
I booked for Bridgnorth, up the Severn Valley. I took great interest in the
country we went through. I went through Much Wenlock, the place I stayed at
for a week with my aunt, Mrs A Perry. It is a pretty old fashioned place and the
railway station is very pretty with flowers, ivy growing over the stone buildings.
I changed at Bulwas and I had to wait one and a half hours for a train for
Bridgnorth. It came at last and I was soon there. I did not know how far it was
to Morville but my cousin told me it was not far away, going by road, but to go
by train, it was a long way. I left my luggage, all but a small hand bag. I went
into high town but found out it was the half holiday, so I could not buy
anything. So I started to walk out to Morville. I walked rather too fast for the
warm day, so I got my flannel wet with perspiration. I found the place, a very
old fashioned house. They had only lived there a few months and had a much
bigger house and, therefore, they had too much furniture for it.
Mr. W. Coomby was my, or I ought to say, my son-in-law’s older brother.
They used to live in a place called Brosley. I got there about 3.45. They had
been looking out for me and wondering if I would get lost. I think it would take
a good bit to lose me in England, so I turned up all right. Mrs. Coomby soon
had me a lovely tea ready. After tea, one of Mr. Coomby’s married daughters
and her 2 children came to tea and, of course, I had my tea over. She asked
me a lot of questions of her cousins in Australia. When she went away, she
was pleased she came, although she had come over 3 miles to see me and
pushed the pram.
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Mr. Coomby came home about 6 o’clock. He had his tea and then went for
his son, who lives a little over a mile away, then they came back and stayed
till about 10 o’clock. We then went to bed. It was a very nice feather bed and I
slept late.
Friday morning. After breakfast, I wrote a few letters and went to Morville
Post Office. I found it in an old fashioned house and I stood at the outside
door and knocked. After a bit, an old lady came and opened the door and I
found then an inner door and a sort of counter. I asked for stamps. I found
that they had a telephone and I thought it curious sort of law they could take a
message but not send one - that is a rum sort of thing. I saw they had post
cards for sale - I picked out 2 and paid for them. The old lady looked them
over and put them in an envelope.
I thought I would then go and have a look through the village and on my
way I saw a young couple taking a photo of the old church - they struck me as
a honeymoon pair. I turned, after going a little way and, on coming to opposite
the church, they had got out on the road. I struck up a conversation and I
showed them my 2 post cards but found that, instead of 2, there were 3, so I
said, “I will have to call and pay for the other one”. So I went in and paid for it
and asked if I would be allowed to go inside the church. She said, “Yes, the
church is open from 10am to 5pm.” I thanked her and said to my new friends,
”Would you like to go and see through the church?” They said, “Oh, yes!” I
said, “It is open for inspection.” They asked me if I was going. I said, “Yes”, so
off we went and found the old church in a grand state of preservation and very
different to some of the old churches - it was nice and light inside - we went
round.
The young pair were very interested. There were 2 boxes with things
belonging to the church - they were very quaint and old fashioned. One, it was
simply a block of wood, chopped out with an axe - I never in my life saw a
rougher box. It was oak and, although so many hundred years old, I would not
like to carry it. The hinges were big and roughly made. I saw another close to
it, made a few hundred years after. It was 6 feet long and one foot 9 inches
wide. The hinges were heavy and gone out of date many years ago. I lifted
the lid, which I found very heavy. It was near one and a half inches thick.
The inside was very clean and light, not like many English churches - we
were very pleased with the appearance. I called their attention to the number
of books in the Old Testament. I believe there are 9 more books than the
general run of Bibles. I fancy I made a note of them but am not sure, I don’t
know just where they are, so must pass on at present. On the front of the
porch, I found the year the church was built, 1118. It was nicely painted, not
like some English churches, they are nearly all just the bare stone.
The town of Morville is in a hollow or little valley. It is very pretty, an old
fashioned hall. I am told that some great man was born there and I believe
some great naval man who made his name famous is buried there. I met a
man who was born at Bridgnorth, who has the names of lords, dukes and
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goodness knows who. Well, we made away and watched some men in a field
getting up potatoes. They had a machine and 2 horses pulling it and it dug
them and scattered them and it did seem pretty to see a lot of lovely potatoes
lying thick on the ground. Then boys and women picking them up. We had not
gone far before I turned off to the bye where Mr. Coomby lived.
The young people and I began to talk about several topics and at last we
got on to the glory box. The young woman said, “The girls of the present time
must have a piano and every comfort. Our mothers made all sorts of
makeshift and were just as happy”. I was very amused at the outspoken
young woman - she seemed well educated and seemed to think a good deal
of her husband and consulted him on a good many things and did not make
little of him if he did not give an answer just to the point. When I parted from
them, they shook hands and wished me a good time. I wished them much
happiness.
I left next morning at 7 o’clock, Saturday, and walked into Bridgnorth. It
took me a while and it was a lovely morning and when I got to high town, I had
only 7 minutes till the train left, so I made haste and went down the hill and as
I was getting to the station, the train came in, so I had to run. I went to the
Booking Office and asked for my luggage, giving him the cheque and money
for my ticket for Shrewsbury. As I was hastening through the turnstile, the
man examining the tickets said, “Are you going by this train?” I said, Yes.” He
said, “You will have to hurry up, as the time is up” and I did my best.
I got in and it was off. My clothes were a bit damp with the exertion. It is a
nice run to Shrewsbury - I was there something after 9 o’clock, left my things
there and went to Belle Vue, to my cousin’s. She made me a cup of tea, then I
went to the market and bought some wimberries in a preserving bottle I
bought for the occasion. I did not find my relations there, so came back. One
of my cousin’s daughters went and found her aunt and cousin and told me
they were to go back by bus about 2.30, so I went and waited a while and saw
my cousin and daughter. I waited till the bus went out Then came back.
Shrewsbury is the capital of Shropshire and a very old place - the buildings
date back many years. It is very nice walking along the banks of the River
Severn. I left by train, 6.30. My cousin, Lizzie Jarrett, came to the station to
see me off and say good bye. I felt very tired, as I had done a lot of walking
about. I got a train which took me to Crewe in a short time, a Great Western
train, going to Manchester. It is an express train and doing close on a mile a
minute. I then caught a train going to Winsford.
As soon as I got there, a taxi came for someone. I asked him if he had a
fare. He said, “Yes.” I had a heavy suitcase so, when I got at the top of the
steps, I bethought myself that he might take my suitcase to his place. So,
when I saw him (the driver), I asked him if he would take my bag to his place.
He said, “I will take both you and your bag, as my fare did not come.” I was
pleased, after doing so much knocking about, I was tired. They thought I was
not coming. It being a nice evening, the Winsford market place was very
crowded. I stayed at home that evening.
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Sunday 10th August. I got up in time to have breakfast and then go to
church. I like the old church and did not miss many opportunities to pass
without going. I did very little of note during the week but got ready to go to
South Bank, Yorkshire.
Monday 18th Aug. Got up early, ordered taxi to be round at 7.30, got a train
for Crewe 7.45, got a train for Stalybridge. I had to change there and wait for
half an hour. The train I got into was the North Express and went through,
only stopping at the large, principal stations till it got to York. I had to change
there for Northalerton (?) and then I had to change for Egglescliffe and then I
got out at South Bank about a ¼ to 3 and I was at Lucy Walker’s at 3 o’clock.
They were glad to see me.
I will just say that, on that long journey, I had all sorts of weather. It had
been raining before I got up and eased off for a while till I got near to
Staylbridge and it rained for some time. Then the sun came out and then
gloomy and then heavy rain, so I got all sorts. Oswald Walker went to tell Bet
that I had come, for Weston, her son, was ready to go to meet me. Someone
said, “There was a train at 3.30.” I was made very welcome by all. After tea, I
went down to Bet’s and I was to lodge there.
Tuesday, 19th August. I went during the morning to Middlesborough and
bought an aluminium kettle, fish slice, big spoon and large fork and an
arrangement to hang them all up on, all costing 9 shillings. We just got in five
minutes before they closed the door. At noon, all the work round had a week’s
holiday and most of the shops closed also at noon during the week. We were
conveyed out through a side door. We then made back to dinner. The bus
fare is very reasonable - it is the railless electric tram. They are very rough
and cumbersome to ride in and would not change for our trams in Australia. I
was told by Ernie Weston that they had a new tram come out that, after the
end of the electric cable, was able to go on other power, I believe, petrol.
After dinner, Bet, Ernie and I went out to cousin Ralph Moss - he lived a
little way out in a place called Normanby. We took the tram and went out. On
arrival, we knocked several times, when a neighbour who saw us said, “They
are all out but the old gentleman.” So we said, “It is him we want to see.” So
we opened the door and went inside and he was doing his hair. When he
looked round, he said, “Good gracious, it is Alf Brooks!” Poor chap, he is a
cripple with sciatica - he got round holding on with his hands like a child
learning to walk. He then told me how, if he had a pair of crutches, he could
get down the street and sit on a seat and watch the trams and traffic pass,
making life more bearable. I did not say anything but formed an idea in my
mind of making a pair and intended putting the idea before my friends after
leaving.
After being there talking for some time, the other members of the family
dropped in, one by one. My cousin lives with his daughter, Emma. The girl,
about 14 years old, set about getting tea and she did it very well. After tea,
after saying good-bye for the present, we started back. Then I told Ernie and
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he said, “A good idea!” and he said, “Joe Walker has plenty of tools and you
can get what you want.” (I told him I wanted 2 strong broom handles.) We
went in the evening to Walker’s where everything was going forward for the
wedding next day. We did not stop too late as all seemed tired and knowing
that they must have rest to go through the different duties.
Wednesday, 20th August. I slept late and when I came downstairs, Bet fixed
me some bacon and eggs. I also had a couple of tomatoes and made a good
breakfast, then went to Walker’s to cut up sandwiches. Another lady and I did
it and I helped to do other work, so as not to be too much for the others - they
were very thankful. I then went to Bet’s and changed my dress, had dinner.
The wedding took place at the C.E. church, South Bank. It was a bit different
in some ways. The altar was back a good way from the communion rail and 2
lots of steps up to it and near the close of the marriage service, the bride and
bridegroom went alone and knelt on the top step rest the altar, while a prayer
was read. Then the benediction was pronounced and, while the register was
being signed, one of the bridegroom’s sisters and I went to the door with our
cameras and took a photo of the happy couple on the top step of the church
entrance. I got a good one, the lady was so excited that she took 2 on the one
film.
They wanted me to go in the motor car but I thought I would sooner walk
with Ernie Weston. We arrived in time to see the newly married pair being
showered with confetti. I was no sooner inside, before Violet Walker began to
empty a box over me! I grabbed the box and held her hand and poured what
was left, over half a box, over her head and down her back. She then rushed
off and I thought, “She has gone for another box out of the kitchen” and she
opened it on her way. I grabbed the whole box and put a little more on her
and some on Lucy, her mother and several others near me and they called
me a mean thing but all laughed at the neat way I got the box and gave them
all a taste of it.
I asked to be put at the second table but they would not hear of it. I was
placed in an honourable position and the spread was a very great one and did
credit to Lucy who, as mother, was head of the arrangements. There were
many presents, filling several tables, which I must see. They were all good,
useful presents. On the bride putting the knife into the cake, Lucy called out,
“Uncle Alf will cut the cake up in the Australian style.” My, I got a shock.
However, I got to work and cut it up in little blocks - the usual way in South
Bank was a small slice. However, no one said much about it. Then when it
was done, I had to come to the table and make a little speech, which I did, but
not to my liking, although I was told I did very well.
Then they left the table. I got a large pinafore and put it on and waited on
the next table. With the help of a couple of ladies, I cut up cake and passed it
round and tried to make a bit of fun, saying humorous little things - it passed
off very well. After the washing up was all done, we got the bride and
bridegroom with their bouquets and took another photo of them. I had
previously taken a photo of the cake. Then a photo of the wedding party and
another of the older people, myself included. We then distributed ourselves,
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some in the parlour and some in the dining room. Some had music and
singing, others in the dining room, jokes and witty sayings - I laughed till I was
sore and others were as bad. We went to our several places of abode about
11 o’clock.
21st August. Did not get up till late. After breakfast, I went with Joe Weston
to a shop and bought 2 hickory broom handles. I had a job to get any straight
ones, they having been in the shop a long time. I gave 1/3d each. I then went
to Joe Walker’s and made them. I forgot to mention that I could not get any bit
to bore the holes in them. Joe Walker had been trying to get an expanding bit
and said to me, “If you can get one, I will pay for it.” So I got on the trailless
car and went to Middlesborough and, after a bit of trouble, found a place
where they sold them. I picked one that was a bit rusty and they let me have it
for 4/-, about 2/- less than they were selling them for. It cost me 1/- in tram
fares as Ernie Weston went with me.
We had dinner and, after dinner, we got to work making them. I was only a
few minutes boring and hollowing the crosspieces to go under the arms. I
fitted them and put a screw in each one, so they could not come out. I then
went to Weston’s and Bet got 2 pieces of imitation leather, then got some
stocking tops for packing. By the time we had finished them, they were a pair
of very fair crutches. We then went to bed.
22nd August. We got up at 8 o’clock, had breakfast, went to cousin Ralph’s
and presented him with the crutches. He was very pleased and greatly moved
to think I would go to the trouble to get them for his comfort. I left them long so
I could cut some off. I made them just the right length for him, then he tried up
and down the house (he did very well), then put them away till we were away
as he wished to talk to me, knowing I was to leave South Bank next day and
never see each other again on this earth. We only stayed about an hour, then
caught a tram, went to Joe Foxley’s house, had half an hour’s talk with him
and his wife Jenny, then went and had dinner, went to Middlesborough,
looked round. They have a good sized Town Hall but did not think it as nice a
looking structure as Sydney’s.
Ernie Weston asked me if I had been to the Transport Bridge. I said, “No.”
Then he said, “Well, come along and we will see it.” So off we went. When we
got there, it was so high to look up to. Ernie said, ”Well, would you like to go
up over the top?” It is so high, that people are afraid of going over. They get
on the transport, which is suspended by iron rods fastened to wheels or axles.
To be proper, the wheels run along steel rails. It can carry many tons. I saw a
few motor cars, motor bikes, push bikes, besides a lot of people. We had to
pay 3 pence each, return. Off we went up step after step, zig zag, till we were
up about 212 feet, by what one of the men told me in car of the transport.
People looked very little bigger than ants walking about.
I said to Ernie, “What about going up a ladder about another 50 feet
higher?” He said, “No good to me.” I said, “All right, we will be satisfied where
we are.” We had a good look round but the amount of smoke kept us from
seeing the distant in any direction. It seemed, no matter in what direction one
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looked, there is brick and mortar only. When you looked towards the docks,
there were a few ships in port, of many descriptions, mostly loading steel or
iron. There were very large steamers - some may be for Australia and may be
for Sydney Harbour Bridge. Then under and for a distance, both down and up
the River Tee, it was interesting to see the small steamers (coasters) and tug
boats going either up or down.
We walked down the steps - it was harder to go down than up - the steps
being so high. The air in the lungs was different. However, we got down quite
all right. A man came and punched our ticket and told us, so long as we did
not go outside a gate, pointing to a gate, “That ticket will take you back.” So
we both went on the transport and crossed over, got a tram half way, then
changed and got in a railless tram and got back tired, had tea, then went. I
then went to Lucy’s and stayed an hour or so, then got back and went to bed
about 9.45. I just got into bed when Joe Foxley came , and his wife. They
stayed to about 2 o’clock in the morning.
I do not think I told you what Joe Foxley told me about the coke ovens
where he worked. Instead of letting the smoke go away in the air, they got a
German firm from Germany to come over and put up an arrangement to take
certain gases and products. I made notes of amount produced but can’t find
them. After a hunt, resulting in a lot of worry and lost time, found them. They
burn 1 000 tons of coal per month, producing 15 tons sulphate of ammonia,
sold at £15 per ton; 2-1/2 gallons of benzol and 200 gallons of tar per 8 hours.
He also said they get gas enough to help in producing the product stated,
saying nothing about the coke produced.
I thought about the large amount of waste in New South Wales coke
districts, say Wollongong, which pollute the air during the day and night with
the products mentioned. The Germans said, when they put the plant in, that it
would pay to throw the coke into the river, which meant that, in England, the
products going away into the air were what paid best, or, to use Joe Foxley’s
words, the by products would pay all expenses and fair profit. The coke was
clear profit outside of it.
23rd August. Saturday. I got up, did my packing, had breakfast and got
ready to catch a train from South Bank at 20 past 8. On our way, Bet and Joe
Weston came with me to Middlesborough. The train I was to travel in was an
express to Newcastle, only calling at principal stations. I and the others called
at Lucy Walker’s, said good-bye to all and got our tram. Arrived at
Middlesborough and did not wait long before train arrived - I had to
compartment to myself. Said good-bye to Bet and Joe. They had been very
kind to me during my stay in South Bank in every way. They cleaned my
boots and waited on me hand and foot. I did not know how to thank them for
all their kindness. We were off and they waved me out of sight.
I will not mention the places I passed through but leave it till I come back. I
got to Newcastle about 12 o’clock. It is a very large station with long platforms
and large iron gates, so that any train going away, a porter punches every
ticket and no one can go by the wrong train without he, or she, is not in their
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right senses, as they are told which platform their train leaves. Besides, the
indicator on every platform will tell you, besides the porters, who are very
obliging. I went to the Cloak Room and put my luggage there. Just while I am
at it, I will say that the arrangements on the station are about perfect enclosed are baths, water closets, urinals, shaving saloon, boot blacks, all in
different parts in the enclosure. You can get many things, besides, on the
station. The entrance is a lofty building, supported by big round stone pillows
(pillars?).
The traffic is very considerable and the trams run past to nearly all parts of
Newcastle. A constable was guiding the traffic, so I watched my chance, dived
between to him. I asked him what tram I had to take to the Haymarket, so he
told me about 4 different trams. So I went about 50 yards higher up where all
the trams stopped. I got one and told the conductor to put me off at the
Haymarket, which he did. I went then to the bus stand and asked a conductor
when the Ponteland left and when it left. He told me the colour and time and
place it left, so, on looking at my watch, I found I had over half an hour. So I
thought I would go and have a bit of lunch.
I found a very nice place and got a feed, then went and got into the bus - it
was full before leaving. After a while, the conductor came around and when
he asked me for my fare, I said, “I want to go to Ponteland.” I laid the stress
on Pont’land, not mentioning the “e”. He looked bewildered and I said nothing
but looked on, thinking he would grasp the place. The man next to me looked
on and, thinking I was deaf, shouted in my ear, “Do you want to go to
Ponteland ?” but he pronounced it quite different - I nodded my head. For fear
I would spoil the fun, I kept a straight face and sat there after paying my fare,
which is a penny a mile. It is 8 miles, so the fare was 8 pence.
After going about 5 miles, I said to my neighbour, in a quiet voice, “Do you
know Ponteland?”, trying to give the name the twist as he had done. He said,
“Yes.” I made another mistake again. I asked if he knew Darras Road. No, he
did not know, so he asked a friend, who grasped the thing quick. He said the
name of the road again and my neighbour asked me again if his friend was
right. I said, “Yes, I seem, being a stranger there, to pronounce things wrong.”
He pointed out the road and said, “That is it but you wait - the bus stops
there.” So I did and when I got out and started walking up the road as pointed
out, I had only to go a few yards to the place. I looked for “Orton Lodge” but
saw a Dr. sign and thought, “That is not the place”, so went on further, looking
at the several places till I got over 100 yards past the place. I enquired at a
house with a name similar - they pointed me back to the house where the Dr.
sign was. I enquired if that was Mr. Burn’s and I was told “Yes” by Mrs. Burns
herself and they all made me welcome.
I rested for a while, Mrs. Burns getting me something to eat. Mr. Burns
soon wanted to take me round the garden and his farm and I felt weary. I went
to take the cows to the pasture and see the mangels, swedes and potatoes
and the different vehicles he had. We stayed up late - I went to bed about 11
o’clock. I was soon asleep and slept very soundly and did not wake till late.
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I got up and the breakfast was ready. I washed and made a hearty
breakfast. Another farmer came in and we talked about the churches in
Australia. He was a steward in the Wesleyan church in Ponteland and he
asked me if I was going to church. I said, “Yes’, so, at church time, Miss M.
Burns and I went together. After the service, which was a very good one and I
enjoyed very much, Mrs. Burn had a lovely dinner made ready. So, after
dinner, I went to bed and had a good sleep and put in the greater part of the
day resting. I went to church again in the evening. The church was well filled
and the singing was good. All went and Mr. and Mrs. Burn introduced me to
many of their friends and they, being there many years, they were well known.
Monday 25th August. It was raining in the first part of the morning, so I
thought, “I will write a few letters” and then it was fine, so Mrs. Burn and I went
through the town, bought some post cards and got something for Mrs, Burn
for the house. I posted my letters, then thought I would like to go inside the old
church and look through it. On going through the churchyard, found many
gravestones, the tabletop style, with dates, one 1655. I felt like saying,
“Visitors pass by the old churches where lie the dust of men who have left
their mark for good or ill on the history of the world”. I have a feeling of awe
and veneration, a thrill passing through one when we read of deeds done by
those who have passed away.
The inside was in a good state of preservation and, when one thought how
long it had been built, one would not expect to find it so good. I found it had
been built in the year 1300 and that a Rev. William Goode was vicar of
Ponteland church in the year 1491 and, I think by the inscription, was vicar for
many years.
26th Aug. It was a fine morning and Mr. Burn brought in several loads of
hay. I forget what he called them but he put the hay in cocks and, when
winded enough, he put 12 of the cocks into one and put it in such a way that,
if it rained, the rain ran off. The way he brought them in, he had a low
arrangement on 2 wheels and he pulled a lever which tilted it back. He had a
wire rope on a winch in front and he put the rope round the hay near the
bottom and put a handle on the winch. He turned it till the load slid on the cart,
then off he went. It only took him a short time to do the thing. We got a lot of
hay in a short time.
We got a bus about 3 o’clock for Newcastle and went to the station, got a
train for a place called Rowland’sGill. When we got there, Mrs. Burn showed
me a large coterie where Mrs. Burn’s and Mrs. W. Grey’s fathers and Mr.
Grey worked. When we got out at the railway station, a bus was there and we
both got in and went up to Rowland’sGill church where Mr. Robinson, the
aforesaid father, was buried a little over a month before. On our way up, Mrs.
Burn showed me where Mr. and Mrs. Grey used to live and where the family
used to live when they were young. On arrival at the church, we found the
grave and Mrs. Burn had brought some flowers to put on it. It is on top of a hill
and the soil is very scanty, it being more pebbles than soil.
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What struck me as very funny, the name of the church, is that it is called St
Patrick’s. I asked Mrs. Burn where I could get any water. She said, “you can’t
get any. You have to bring any if you want it”. I got the jar and went to the
rectory and asked if I could get any water. The lady answering the knock said,
“Yes, I will get you some”, so she got me the jar full. I said I was sorry to
trouble her but, having come so far, was unable to bring any. She asked me
how far I had come, so I told her, “I have come all the way from Australia”.
“Oh”, she said, “You have come a long way!”
When I got back, Mrs. Burn was surprised that I got the water. We put
some of the flowers on her sister’s grave, not far away, but I thought, “What a
funny place to put a graveyard - on a steep side of a hill”. I told Mrs. Burn
somebody was very mean, not to be able to give a piece of land where a
church could be built and a churchyard to bury people in leveller than the one
they had. We went round the church and out at the front gate, where a large
obelisk was put, in memory of fallen soldiers.
We went up further to a row of houses where Thos. Robinson lived, Mrs.
Burn’s brother. She told me there were not many houses when Mrs. Grey left.
There are so many built that Mrs. Burn gets bewildered sometimes to find
where her people lived. When we found her brother’s house, his wife and one
boy were away on a holiday. Two of the sons were at home and a little girl
about 16 keeping house while Mrs. Robinson was away. She got us a very
nice tea, then Mr. Robinson came in and we had a very nice tea and talk
about Australia and his sister and brother-in-law.
The time came, all too soon, to go back to Ponteland - we went to a place
called High Spen, got the bus and were in Newcastle in a little over half an
hour, got the bus but it was full, so I had to stand for a while. The day being
fine, plenty of harvesting was being done when we got back. A Mr. and Mrs.
Beckett had come from some distance away with a ton of coal and taking
back a ton of hay. Mrs. Beckett was inside talking and I sat down in an easy
chair and had more tea. Mr. Beckett then came in and, as they brought no
lights, they wanted to start back so as not to be in the dark.
I helped Mr. Beckett to get ready and when he went to crank her up, I said,
“Mind what you are doing not to have her too far advanced and break your
arm”. He did not know that a connecting wire had dropped off inside the
bonnet, leaving her fully advanced and the thing did break his arm and badly,
at that. Mrs. Burn ran for a gentleman in the garden with Mr. Burn, who had a
motor car outside. I took Mr. Beckett in the house, I got him a drink. In a few
minutes, all was ready to take him to the doctor. I said to Mrs. Burn to go and
ring up the doctor to be ready to set the arm, so as not to keep Mr. Beckett in
pain any longer than could be helped. So I went with her and explained to the
banker’s wife who was to telephone.
The doctor said he was all ready. They were soon back but the doctor
ordered him to the Infirmary, so the man who had the car took him. We did not
go to bed till near on 12 o’clock. Next morning, we were to get the first bus Mrs. Beckett was going with me to Newcastle.
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27th August. I was up early and had all ready. Mrs. Beckett did not get up till
she had just barely time to get the bus. We got it, said good-bye to my friends
and the bus was off. On arrival at the Haymarket, we both got out and the
Infirmary was only 6 minutes walk away. I asked the gatekeeper at the
entrance, a very large iron gate, he told me to go straight on and when I got to
a certain place, turn to the right. I did as I was told and when we saw how
many there were to be attended (to) before us, I thought, “Oh, here’s a go!”
I went to an officer and told him the circumstances. He said, “Go to that
window, knock and ask which ward he is in and go to it.” So I did and off Mrs.
Beckett and I went. The sister said, “You can only have five minutes.” We
went straight to mr. Beckett - he was asleep, I had to wake him and had one
minute with him, then left him and Mrs. Beckett.
I went to the station, got my luggage, got a ticket for Crewe. I then got the
10 o’clock express to Liverpool. We only stopped at the principal stations. We
went through the following places, these are the principal: Sunderland, West
Hartlepool, Stockton, Harrogate, Leeds, Stockport. Going along, I saw whole
streets of new houses being built. I believe the government is helping by
giving so much towards the building and someone is getting rich at the
government’s expense.
Now, on my way, we passed some of the great shipbuilding yards and also
alongside of docks where ships of all nations, also large timberyards supplied
from America and other parts, large steel and iron works, the sheets of both
and cotton, woollen spinning factories. It was wonderful the amount of
industries I passed by on my long run.
When I got to Leeds, a porter called out, “Change here for Stockport,
Crewe and London!” I had made myself comfortable, in fact, I had got out to
see about a cup of tea. I saw a porter, after getting my luggage out of the
compartment. I had a cup of tea in one hand, a meat pie in the other. I said,
“Will I have long to wait for a train to Crewe?” He said, “A train at number 6
platform is due to leave now.” So he picked up my luggage and off to the train,
me following with both hands full and not a few smiling at the scene. However,
I got my feed over and, just as the train was leaving, I handed a porter the cup
and saucer. It is very much handier travelling in England, as you can get a
cup of tea off a wagon and the train leaves and you can put the teacup and
saucer under the seat and that is all that is needed.
I crossed several rivers while up north and coming to Crewe, the Tyne,
Derwent, Tees and how many more, I do not know. I know this, that I had to
change at Stockport and ten minutes or a quarter of an hour (later) I got a
train for Crewe. On arrival there at 3.40, I asked for a train for Fenton,
Staffordshire. It left at 4 o’clock and arrived at Stoke at 4.30. I had about a
quarter of a mile to the tram. I got there and caught a tram and was settling
down in Herbert Young’s house at 4.50. I rested and went to bed early.
28th August. I got a few letters and I spent a greater part of the day writing
letters and posting them.
99

29th. Went to Handley and bought a few articles and got back to Fenton.
Mr. Dennis came to have a talk with me for an hour - I thanked him for his
kindness to me.
Sat 30th. Said good-bye to Fenton. Herbert Young came to see me off at
the station. It was a nice, sunny evening, we had half an hour wait for the train
at Stoke. There was a newly married pair to get into the same train, a couple
of compartments away. A crowd of young people came to see them off and
showered many packages of confetti over them, also chalked “I am newly
married” on the foot of the compartment. During the run to Crewe, many were
pointing to the compartment and laughing. I got a train for Winsford and was
soon there. I had a few visitors during the evening.
31st August. Had a good time at church.
6th September. Herbert Oakes and I went to Elworth to see William Oakes,
Herbert’s nephew, then to cousin Martha and her husband, Robert Latham, to
say good-bye to them, then called at Jack Oakes, Herbert’s brother - was a bit
tired after the run. Several cousins came on that day from Leigh to see me
and we had a good time.
Sunday 7th Sept. I only had another Sunday. My cousin, Edward Cooke
and his wife wanted me to come to tea, so I went and had a very good tea
and good time also. Cousin Edward’s sister came with me to church - the
singing was very good.
8th Sept. It rained most of the day. My cousins came up to have their
photos taken, me among them. Cousin Martha Jane Barrett has rheumatics,
so was unable to walk so far. I went to see her and have a talk with her. “Ah’,
she said, “Eh woed laik to have ma face amont tha lot bout I could not mant
tha browe.”(sic) I walked to the railway station to see them off. We had a jolly
time and anyone would not believe it to be the last time I would see many, if
not all, again. We said good-bye.
I forgot to mention Sidney Oakes and his wife, Mabel, came to see me for
the last time, but I told him I intended seeing him again, as I was coming to
Horwich. I think both of them very nice and I took a great fancy to them both.
Another thing, I think they think a good deal of each other.
(I forgot to mention on Sunday 31st August, after dinner, I went to lay down
and my cousin Dick Morgan came to ask me if I would go to a meeting at
Northwich. He had to address a brotherhood meeting and my old pal, Bob
Gibson, was to be chairman. So I said, “Yes, I will be ready very quick. He
was not long before he was back in a motor car with cousin Martha with him. I
got in and he told me that a young woman, or rather, young girl twelve years,
was to sing a solo and we had to pick her up on our way. So we turned off at
the new road going along the river bank here and there. When we got to
where she lived, her grandfather, a retired police sergeant, was going with
her. So it was a tight squeeze for the lot. The driver took us through Moulton,
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Davenham, Leftwich and, although I had not been (here for) 41 years, I knew
every turn we took and we arrived before the meeting was to start. I found, to
my disappointment, my old pal, Bob Gibson, was away on his holiday and
would not be back for over a week. I was asked if I would take part in the
service, so I said, “Yes, I don’t mind, if it is not too difficult a part.” I was asked
if I would read the lesson. I said, ”Yes.” So I asked Dick what chapter he
would like me read, so as to fit in with his address. He asked me to read a
chapter in Corinthians, so I found the chapter and read it for him. It must have
been done to the satisfaction of all. As I was told by one of the brotherhood in
public that they enjoyed it and thanked me and said it was both a pleasure to
have an old resident back from Australia with them. When the meeting was
over, many came and shook me by the hand. I felt quite at home and thought,
on my return to Australia I would think of the many religious meetings I had
the pleasure of attending. We got back in time for tea and got out of car at
4.30.) I had been trying to get another trip down the Weaver, so arranged to
go down with Alf Oakes.
11th September. I went and took my cousin, Dick Brooks’s photo and got
some things to eat during my trip. I left after dinner for the vacuum works, as
the “Persia” was to leave at 3 o’clock. When I arrived, they were short of
about 300 bags of salt but got away at 4 o’clock. The Captain, Mr. A. Walker,
was told at leaving that he would get his orders at Marsh Lock, whether he
was to stay there for the night or go on to Manchester.
As I have described a trip down the Weaver before, I will only say it is not
like the Weaver of old times. What I did not see, one place when I went down
before, that is Winington - it is a different place. The old Winington Lane, it is
very much different. There were only about 3 houses, now there are streets of
houses, large chemical works. A field that was, when I lived in England, now
they are building large, modern, up-to-date chemical works and, although the
field is low level, the buildings are so high that they can be seen for many
miles.
We were at Marsh Lock at 9 o’clock and there was word by telephone to
say the ‘Persia’ was to go on to discharge first thing next morning. When we
arrived at the lock, the tugboat ‘Firefly’ was going in with some barges. One
was to take 20 tons in bulk at the vacuum works at Weston Point, so we were
there 30 minutes. Then we were off for Manchester along the canal. It was a
very beautiful moonlit night but cold. As luck would have it, I brought my
overcoat, so I was provided for the cold.
The canal is from 4 to 5 chains wide, except here and there. The general
depth of water, I do not know but expect not under 28 feet. The old ‘Persia’
went at a faster speed, besides the tide was flowing into the canal, both giving
a greater depth of water and forming a current in our favour. We had to wait
half an hour for the barge ‘Australia’, which had to get the 20 tons of salt in.
Well, Alf and I went down in the cabin and got something to eat. When we got
up on deck again, we were under way. Then the Captain and engine driver
went below, Alf steering and the apprentices taking charge.
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I tried my hand at steering and, to use their own words, I had not forgotten
how to steer. There are many swing bridges over the canal. Our captain had
dropped the mast, so only 2 large bridges had to open - we were able to go
under the others. There are locks on the canal from where we entered it, the
first is Latchford. There are 2 locks, side by side, one for large vessels and
one for small vessels. The small one can be cut in two and only half used,
which was done in our case. The barge came alongside us and I hung the
rope on, so as to stop it while they shut the gates behind us. They opened
sluices and filled the lock.
While it was doing so, the captain of the ‘Australia’ said, “Oh, are you one
of them Brookses who went to Australia?” I said, “Yes.” He said, “Was it you
who once did me a good turn before you went?” I said, “Very likely it was with
the barge ‘Austria’.” I said, “Was it in Brunswick Dock?” He said, “It was.” I
said, “It was me all right. I not only bore off the bags, I went to Weston with
her.”
“Oh yes, you did very well. I am very pleased to see you and pleased that
you did so well that you are able to come and see us again.” We had one or
two talks after that and so did his mate and son in the remaining locks. We
passed under several viaducts and one aqueduct, the railways over the
former, canal boats over the latter. It is funny, the aqueduct opens for large
ships and a gate is lowered down on each side, holding the water in and
turned round, not losing the water. After the ship has passed through, the
thing is turned on and gates lifted so that the canal boats can sail right on.
The names of the other 3 locks are Irlan, Barton and Modewheel. The amount
of salt the ‘Persia’ had in (was) 244 tons in bags.
We arrived at Manchester at 4 o’clock and was just daylight. I was greatly
surprised at the amount of docks and warehouses and shipping so far from
the inlet Eastham. I think it is about 30 miles long. We were not long before
we were all down in bed. The engineer got up at 6.30 to get steam ready for
to discharge but we were told we were not wanted till after dinner. It was very
aggravating, working all night, then be told not wanted. I walked round after
breakfast - I only had an hour and half’s sleep, so felt very seedy.
Alf Oakes and I watched a boy about 14 - he had been packing(?) the oil
engine which propelled it along. Someone said it was 14 horsepower but I
doubt if it was more than half. However, he got it going and a man, his wife
and family worked the 2 boats, the boy was engineer, the father steered the
one boat, the other boat mother and children on board steered it. After dinner,
I got my things ready and made a start for the railway station. I got on the
tram to the station, got a ticket for Bolton, got in the train and off on our way.
We passed through Moses Gate. I noticed that the great Horrick’s cotton
mill, where so much calico is made, besides prints. Then we passed not far
from it, the Beehive woollen spinning mills. On arrival at Bolton, I enquired my
way to (where) John Hunt’s pie making machines were made. I had the
address and, after a few enquires, I found that I was to get on the tram, go out
one section and ask the conductor to put me off at such a street, then go on to
102

the street further on, so I did. I turned down the street and saw ‘W. Hunt and
Son’ on a sign, ‘Pie Machine Makers’.
I went in and a gentleman my own age came and asked me my business. I
told him I was from Australia and wished to see his pie making machines. So
he asked me to put my bag and top coat on a chair in his office and we both
went into the works. The works were very much bigger when one got inside
than it appeared from the outside and a good many men were at work. He
showed me many machines packed up, others ready to be packed up and
many in the making. He then took me to a machine set up. He undid a screw
and placed a part in position. Then he showed me how it worked, how to put
the different parts together. As I had seen one in work often at Winsford, it did
not take long before I could put the machine together and work it.
Then he took me to another machine to roll dough out. He showed me how
it worked. So, what with the first machine, which you only placed a bit of
dough in the tin, pulled a handle, pressed the dough evenly, the same
thickness and cut it right round the top of the tin. Then the dough rolled out
and cut by a cutter the size, put another block in the machine which crinkled
the top, cut the dough and made a very nice top. After explaining all and
showed all that was necessary, we went to the office and he showed me the
tins and rolled me up a catalogue of the several machines and tins.
I left Mr. Hunt, he thanked me for calling and hoped, on my arrival at
Australia, I would favour them with an order. I thanked him for the trouble he
took to show me every little point of his machine and hoped he would hear
from me again. With that, we parted. I went off to the tram. The trams in
Bolton have a large letter on them that tells you where they are going. The
one I needed had a large N on. I got my tram and it is somewhere about 8
miles to Horwich. I got there before they expected me. I went and visited my 2
cousins. I pleaded to be excused for going to bed early, as I only had an hour
and a half sleep the whole of the night before. I was soon asleep.
Saturday morning 13th September. I got up a few minutes after 8 and had
breakfast. I then went into Sarah’s, next door but one and stayed there for a
short time. Then Sidney Oakes came and the both of us went to see what
time I could get a tram for Bolton and also what time I could get a train from
Bolton for Winsford. After getting that information, we went to see the
Inspector of Police, who wanted to see me, as my brother, Joe, was his
companion as boys, so I called on him. He was very pleased to see me and
(I) had a long talk with him. It rained very heavy all the while we were out from
my cousin’s.
I spent the afternoon at Sarah’s and had tea with them. I had to leave by
the 4.30 tram to catch a train for Winsford, as there were so many changes.
However, the time came all too soon to part, all my relatives came to see me
off, with the injunction to come back again. Sidney and his wife, Mabel Oakes,
were going to travel with me to Bolton. We all got up on the top of the tram
and, as we went past my relatives, we waved farewell to them, link number
one broken. We arrived at the railway station in plenty of time, about 20
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minutes before the train left. That time soon slipped by and my good-bye was
said and waved to them as the train glided out of the station.
The train I got into, I had to change at Newton-le-Willows, then I had to
change at Manchester, then again at Warrington, then again at Acton Bridge,
finally arriving at Winsford about 8.15. I was not long before I was at No.76.
Herbert looked me up and we had a talk on my trip I had been on. I had a
good night’s sleep.
Sunday morning 14th Sept. The last Sunday but one I was to have in
Winsford. Oh my, the many good-byes I had to say to my many affectionate
friends and relations. I was deeply moved at the love they all showed to me. I
felt it something to be proud of, that I had won their affection and good will. As
they all told me, their prayers would go with me all the way, that almighty God
would protect me and take the ship safely to her destination.
17th Sept. Herbert and I went to Middlewich to see Jack Oakes and said
good-bye to his wife, himself and family, then back. I found that all but Jack
were at home. We went to see him, said good-bye and came back to his
house, had a cup of tea and started back. I spent most of my time going from
one place to another, saying good-bye.
Friday 19th. Lydia and I went to the Cheshire Lines station, Winsford and
Over, got a train for Northwich. We had to change at Cuddington. It being
Market Day at Northwich, we got a cheap trip. When we got out at the station,
we had a good walk before we came to the Market. It was a good few years,
over 40, since I saw it and I went straight to it. We had a good look round and
saw what interested me very much. I bought a lb. of grapes for sixpence they were not too bad - and I bought several things, so did Lydia. I said,
“Come along and we will go to the bridge over the river.”
We went along and a bus pulled up close to us. I said, “Is this the Barnton
bus?” and the conductor said, “Yes.” So I said, “Get in, Lydia,” and we were
soon off to Barnton. It did seem many years since I used to go there as a
young man. We went to Lydia’s Uncle Henry Boden. He got us a cup of tea
and, as his house is on top of a high hill overlooking the River Weaver, also
the canal, where narrow boats travel all over England, it is a nice place for a
man like Mr. Bosden, retired from active work, to spend his time looking down
on the old river where he traded for so many years.
We stayed till 4.30. Lydia’s cousin came at 4 and, after a short talk, we left,
got a bus and off to Northwich. I was told my old pal Bob Gibson would not be
back from his work till 5 o’clock, so, at 5, I went to look for him. As Lydia found
a particular friend who was leaving by an earlier train than the one I wanted to
go by, I said, “You go along with her and I will come by a later train.” So she
was very pleased. I went to the street I heard he lived in but they told me he
had left there 3 years ago, but told me about where he lived and I found him
and then we had a lovely 3 quarters of an hour. I had to have another cup of
tea and something to eat - he badly wanted me to stay with him for a time, so
he came along with me to the train and he then saw me off.
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I do not expect to see the tumbledown Northwich, with its narrow streets,
again. When our train got to Cuddington, I had to change. I only had to wait
about a quarter of an hour, when my train came in for Winsford - there were a
good few to get in. We were not long before we were there. I went to 76 and
was not to be left in peace long - I was soon on the go - it was late before I got
to bed.
Saturday 20th September. I was very busy all day, making all
arrangements, as I intended leaving by first train on Monday morning for
London, so I had a lot to do, many to see and say good-bye to.
Sunday morning. 21st Sept. I got up, dressed and got ready for church. A
great many of my relations wanted me to go both to dinner and tea but I had
told them that, as I had so many calls on my strength Monday and Tuesday, I
was going to have dinner and tea at 76 and lay down and rest, which I did. I
went to church in the evening and then the hand shaking commenced and
good-byes said. After service, I got away, went to say good-bye to Aunt
Martha, dear old woman, near 90 years. She was very much affected, also my
friends and relations on the top of the hill. When I got to 76, Herbert Young,
Martha and Dick also. We had supper together and talked till it was time for
them to go to Fenton, about 30 miles away. They did not expect to get there
till about 12 o’clock p.m.
Monday 22nd. I was up early, had my breakfast, got all my things down
stairs ready by the time the taxi came - I had ordered it at 7.20. Herbert Oakes
came to accompany me to Crewe. The taxi was there to time. I wanted to see
George Henry Oakes - he works at the electric works at Elworth - and, as to
be there at 8 o’clock to commence, Lydia, Herbert and I got into taxi, the diver
put luggage on top. We passed G. H. Oakes on the way. On arrival at station,
I got my ticket and luggage attended to and, by that time, G. H. Oakes had
arrived. We had a few minutes talk together, then said good-bye.
The train soon came, then those who had got up early to see me off goodbyes were said and I was leaving dear old Winsford for good, the dear old
people that had given me such a welcome and had tried to make me feel at
home, the many memories of bygone days, the old home, the old church. I
feel at a loss to express my feelings on occasions like this. Many of my friends
said to me, “Old Winsford agrees with you. When you came, you did not look
as well as you look now. Why do you want to go back to Australia?” So you
see, I was moved at all the kindness shown me and now, good-bye for ever.
Oh, the thought of it, but none of us know what is in store for us. I felt I was
leaving many loved ones who I would never see on earth again. One thing I
knew, that many prayers to Almighty God, asking Him to take care of me and
take me safely to Australia to my dear ones waiting on the other side of the
earth. Oh, how much like life is a voyage from England to Australia. Day by
day, they slip past, we eat, drink, play games, try to do good to our fellow
passengers, ever looking forward to meet our dear ones on the other side.
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The train steamed out of the station, leaving loved ones waving the last
good-bye. We were soon in Crewe, as it is the second station from Winsford. I
had made up my mind to go by a fast express to London. It left Crewe at 9.10
and the first stop was Euston, London, so it was some train. I got a good,
comfortable compartment. Herbert helped me every way, just like a brother he
had been to me all the time I had been at Winsford and did not spare himself
whenever he thought he could help or give me pleasure. There he stood,
ready to say good-bye. He had been working all night and just had breakfast
and came, like he had to give me help and pleasure. How many brothers
would do that, how many sons or daughters would bother about giving their
father a little help and pleasure? I thought a great deal of his kindness and am
hoping to do him a good turn even yet. I pray Almighty God to bless him and
help him 7 repay him for his many kindnesses to me.
The stationmaster, in his tall silk hat and frock coat, was on the station and
seeing that everything is quite right for so important an express. He waved the
engine driver, I said, “Good-bye, Herbert, God bless you” and we were off. I
waved to him but we were soon out of sight. It rained very heavy - it rained a
good part of our journey. Crewe is 158 miles to London and to go through
without a stop and to be in London by 12.10, we swept through the many
stations, past the fields with the harvest, in some places, cut, others, the grain
in stooks and others standing, holes filled with water, water being in all low
lying places, all needing the beautiful sunshine.
After going some distance, the rain stopped, then the sun came out. We
rushed along, past the little villages, farm houses, churches, cities and the
very many streets and streets of houses. When one is in some of the big
cities, going through miles of houses, well, one wonders, is it all houses,
factories, works, ship building yards, warehouses, offices, shops, railway
stations and suchlike. But, seeing that I came and went to the northern part of
England, right to London, I came to the conclusion that there is 2/3 of the
land, either under grass for grazing purposes, or growing crop. It will be a
hard problem to solve to keep the many in employment.
However, I must pass on. I was looking ahead of the train, as it was no use
looking straight out, as the train was going at that great speed and things
close to seemed to whirl past. I saw several thin spires. I thought, “Hello, they
must be aerials.” I found, when we got near, that it was Rugby and the aerials
were 300 feet high. They were not all finished but learned there were two sets
of 3 each. They were to be used for broadcasting. There are several of them
in England and I saw, in one place, several houses joined together and I
either counted 7 or 10 wirelesses (aerials?), one after with the other. Wireless
is a great rage in England.
As there was a dining car on the train, one of the men from it called out
down the train, “Anyone wanting lunch, please let me know”, so that they cook
what is needed. Then he comes along, ”Lunch ready, sir (or madam, as the
case may be).” We passed several excursion trains, 3 alone from Liverpool
way. I said to one of my fellow passengers, “My word, there are a good few
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excursion trains going to Wembley.” He said, “There were 247,000 on
Saturday, a very big crowd.”
We passed close to Wembley and arrived at Euston about 3 minutes late. I
got my luggage into the Left Parcel Office, got a train leaving in a few minutes
for Wealdstone and I was at Seymour’s about 1 o’clock. Mrs. Seymour got me
some dinner ready and, after that, we went round Harrow Hill. It is noted for its
schools, how many, I do not know but there are a good many and every
branch of learning or education, I believe, and many branches of different
industries and science taught. The tutors are dressed in gown and cap, the
scholars all have a flat pancake straw hat - they do look guys!
It is a very beautifully situated place where the schools are. There is also
everything done to give them pleasure - tennis courts, football fields, cricket
pitches, with a large field and seats and places for onlookers to watch the
games. We walked along, expecting the bus to overtake us but no bus caught
us. We walked all the way, got back at teatime. Charlie Gibson and his wife
came to see me. We went to bed early.
23rd Sept. I got up soon after 6 o’clock, we had breakfast, got everything
ready. My cousin put me up some sandwiches so that if I was hungry before
we got dinner on the ship. So the day had come to sail back to Australia, the
land of my adoption, where I had spent the greater part of my life, the land
where my dear wife lay and where I am hoping to lay by her side and also,
where my children dwell. And the loved ones I am leaving behind, how much
kindness they have shown me, with what beautiful things they have fed me
and how hard they have begged me to come over again. The church where I
worshipped at so often during my stay in Winsford, the splendid services and
grand singing. I felt the parting and yet, I felt I was going home.
We got an electric train soon after 7.30 for Euston - we got in a little after 8
o’clock - it was raining. I got a taxi, got my things in and ordered it to go to St.
Pancreas station. We were soon there, a porter got my things off and put
them on a truck. I said to him, “I want my things in the carriage along with
me.” He said, “The train will not be in for a while.” I sat down for a while, then
thought I would like to see if any of my old friends had come, that came over
with me but did not see any for a while. Then a long train came into No.6
platform - it was the full length of the platform.
The porter who was looking after my luggage came along and he and I
went to the barrier and he told me that I would have to go past a porter and
produce my ticket, while he went another way. I did as I was told and went
after him. He put my things in and I put my bag and hat on my seat and went
back to the barrier. Then, one after another of the old passengers came along
and, how excited they were to see me and that I was going back by the
‘Moreton Bay’. There was a great crowd of scouts to go also - I found out that
there were either 247 or 237, I am not sure which.
Mr, Mrs and Miss Johns were going, Mrs Greathead and Rena, also Miss
Lee. I am of the opinion there are over 100 of the old passengers who came
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over with the ‘Moreton Bay’ in March and April, so we all looked forward to a
good time on the voyage over. Punctual at 10 am the train moved out and we
were off for the ‘Moreton Bay’ and Tilbury. All in the compartment were talking
of our voyage over. Some came in one of the ‘Bay’ liners and some in the
others. We were over half an hour when we got to Tilbury. It was not very
much different to the last time I came with the Aberdeen Line steamer.
Porters were standing ready with their trucks to take the luggage to the
steamer. I was looking out of the door and I motioned the one close to me and
he took my luggage and put them on his truck. I then helped friends with
theirs. We were huddled together at the top before going on the landing stage.
We had to present our passport, one piece of our boat ticket, then we were
allowed to pass. I got through the crush and took the friends I was with to the
steam tender which was to take the passengers to the Moreton Bay’. My
things came along and they were putting them on another steamer. So I
hopped onto her, got a porter to go and get them for me. He said, “I can’t.” I
said, “Oh yes you can. If you do, sixpence is hanging to them1” However,
between the two of us, we got them on our boat and it was raining all the time.
When the boat was loaded, we were soon away and off to our ship. The
gangway was let down and a steady stream of passengers went on board. I
was welcomed at the head of the gangway by the head waiter. He said,
“Hello, Mr Brooks, you know your way.” Many of the stewards and officers
came and shook hands with me and welcomed me on board. I got a man to
carry my heavy luggage down to my cabin. I found that Mr Johns was my
cabin mate under me. When I got everything settled, I was pleased with both
my berth and my cabin. All the cabin mates seemed nice chaps. There were 6
of us, one boy of 9 years but he seemed a nice little chap. His mother was
travelling with him, his father was dead.
There is a terrible commotion on board a large liner like this one on the
embarkation, the laughing and some near crying and someone running round,
“Oh, did you see my luggage? I don’t think it is on board.” “Did you see Mr this
and Mrs that - they have lost so-and-so”, and then, when all are on board, ‘I
wonder when we are going to start?” Another says, “When are we going to get
away?” Then the bugle sounds for dinner and we pour into the dining room,
the head waiter rings the bell and all is attention. He informs us that all must
get their seats booked before 4 o’clock.
I wanted to get Miss Lee, Mrs Greathead and Rena at the same table, as
they are very sensible and no nonsense about them and more like sisters to
me. They may need a little help at times and it gives one great pleasure to
help them. So I got Mr Williams, the 3rd steward, to get me the chairs 266,
267, 268, as we found Rena could not sit in the dining room, as she was
underage, so he very kindly got them for me and they were in the coolest part
of the dining room.
The ship got under way at 3.50 pm, the rain had cleared away and the sun
coming out a short time before starting. The different sorts of craft sailing up
and down the Thames is wonderful. We were not long under way before
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Tilbury was soon out of sight. We travelled at a good speed and went past the
different places of note down the Thames. You would hear different
passengers say, “That is such-and-such a place”, however, we were soon off
Gravesend, then Ramsgate, Margate, Dover. We dropped the pilot there and
struck out for sea. I went to bed, as I was tired and needed a good night’s
sleep. But, oh my, I was wakened by such a noise, what do you think, it was
two of my cabin mates giving us a snoring duet! I did not go to sleep again for
some time.
We were up a little before 7 o’clock - there was a strong breeze blowing. I
did not go on deck till I had washed. When I did go on deck, the sailors were
washing the deck, so we stood in the passageway from the top of the stairs till
they finished, then we walked about a bit. The bugle went 7.45 for us to go to
breakfast. We lined up to the table, then the work commenced to make friends
with new passengers. It is usual to ask where each one is going and, have
they been out to Australia before. If they have not, they will want to know if
you know such a place. If you know the place they are going to and you tell
them it is a lovely place, well, you are fast friends with them and then joke and
laugh at their jokes. The more fun either they or you make, the more popular
you are.
There are 16 at our table and all were a good lot. I went to my cabin after
breakfast to get my things out, make places to hang things on, so the one will
not have to open the bag every time you want tooth brush, hair brush and so
on. After putting things in order, I went to watch the ship pass Land’s End,
which we did at 10 o’clock. A lot of us old friends who came over from
Australia together began comparing notes about our stay in England and
some of the funny parts of our experience. Before we knew where we were,
the bugle went for dinner. Then there was a rush to collect things together, put
them away and get to our respective places at the table.
I will give a day’s menu later on - one thing I will relate here is, considering
the large amount of people together, the food is good and well cooked and I
think people have very little cause to grumble. After dinner, we began to find
out if we were going to have afternoon tea. I had bought 6 tins of condensed
milk, biscuits and a lb. of good tea. My teapot was not big enough and the
others of our party had jugs and so on. I went and got a quart teapot at the
barber’s shop. In the evening, the wind got up a little.
Thursday. 25th Sept. We were in the Bay of Biscay and the wind increased
to a gale and brought up a cross sea. The ship rolled about a good bit,
causing a great many to be seasick - the tables were badly attended. Being in
the highway of steamers, we saw a few and some not very big, others were
fine steamers but they all rolled and pitched about a good bit. I think the
‘Moreton Bay’ beat them all as a steady boat but, during the day, she rolled
the crockery on the floor of the pantry and many were broken.
Friday. 26th Sept. We were out of the Bay of Biscay and the sea had gone
down very much and the table was better attended, the land being in sight
many times and I don’t think I ever saw so many steamers in one day, going
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in all directions. It caused the day to pass quickly, watching the scenes on
both sides.
Saturday. 27th. I was wakened by one of the cabin mates saying, “We are
overtaking a flotilla of British destroyers - it is a beautiful sight.” There were 17
of them, formed in 3 abreast and about a quarter of a mile each way. It
certainly looked very imposing. We were abreast of the last of them at
breakfast time and, by dinner time, they were far astern and it was not long
before they were out of sight. They were doing 12 knots and we were doing
15. The sea was so calm, it looked like glass and one could hardly believe
they were on the sea, the vibration or move of the ship is so little.
Sunday. 28th Sept. I was wakened up by my cabin steward coming in,
screwing the porthole up. I said, “Hello, Michael, what’s up?” He said, “A
storm expected.’ After breakfast, it was blowing hard but, it being ahead, the
good ship went on without a roll worth talking about, yet a few were sick. A
Church of England service was held at 10.30, dinner at 11.45, service
followed the usual manner. 2 o’clock, address t immigrant girls, then an
address to Sunday School children, Scout Service, a free and easy in the
evening at 6.30. I might say we passed land, sometimes there is land on both
sides, at others, rocks very high here and there out of the sea and lighthouses
on one here and there. What a blessing lighthouses are to the sailor passing
through this way to Australia.
Monday. 29th. The morning just lovely, more rocks passed, some very
large. We passed Tunis, also the new cargo commonwealth liner ‘S.S.
Foresdale’, She was about 6 or 7 miles away. The passengers think ships that
one is interested in, when there is wireless on board could be so worked that
they could be passed a quarter of a mile away or half a mile at most in the
daytime. I learned that there were 738 passengers but whether that is only the
adults or not, I don’t know. There are 182 of the crew, making near 1,000 on
this ship. We passed Gibraltar on the 27th, Algeria 28th, Tunis 29th. We were
told that one of the commonwealth lines left a man who was very ill at Malta
and that our ship was going to pick him up. We were not going in but lay off.
30th Sept. We were off Malta at 7.30. While we were having breakfast, our
motor launch went off to bring him (the sick man) off. He came on board about
10 o’clock. It was very funny - we were about 3 or 4 miles off and the amount
of glasses watching and, as soon as they came out of the harbour, we saw
her but for a while we wondered, then we saw her towing a boat. I fancy
another doctor from the hospital came off with him. Malta is, or seems to be, a
thickly populated place. There are fine buildings but there did not seem much
herbage, it seemed very brown.
After we got under way, 2 seaplanes came buzzing close past us. It was a
great demonstration of what seaplanes can do. They seemed about 30 yards
away. The trip round this route is very interesting but it is also very hot and
risky for old, stout men and women. It is very trying, the whole of the land
seen is of a brown character and one does not see much green stuff.
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2nd October. Everyone was looking forward to Port Said - tomorrow, we are
to be in at 6 o’clock in the morning and all letters have to be posted by 8
o’clock tonight and sown up in a canvas bag to be sent away to be sorted in
London, labelled ‘ship’s mail’. Some went to bed early so as to be up early.
3rd October. We were up in time, some at any rate, to see the ship enter
Port Said, the same dirty hole. There were a few ships there, the
‘Dorsetshire’, a large new steamer, just ahead of the ‘Moreton Bay’. Breakfast
at 7 o’clock. After breakfast, I went ashore, looked around, bought a few
things, a pair of sandals, a pair of thin woollen socks, 2 pearl neck beads,
then came on board. I was sorry, when I got back, that I went ashore, as
those who stayed on board bought their things cheaper than I did. I was
pleased I got back - I did not like the place anyway. There is a long gangway
let down from the promenade deck. We went down it and small boats,
carrying 8 or 9 persons, pull you ashore. All are supposed to give the
boatman a penny each and when you get on shore, you pass a turnstile and
pay 5 pence. From beginning to end, they will rob you and they are
professional beggars, tears and will stop at nothing for money.
I bought several things on the ship and did better than on the land. The
ship is surrounded with boats with things for sale. They always ask double the
price they are prepared to sell at. If you are on the soft side and give them the
price they ask, they are wild they did not ask more. One man went on shore,
gave 7/6d for a pair of sandals. I paid 4/6 for a better pair and they were
selling a poorer quality on the ship for 3/-. On the Promenade Deck half way,
there is a hatch and 3 or 4 were allowed to spread their wares on it for sale - I
expect they have to pay something for the privilege. One could buy things
cheaper than you could on shore, so that those who did not go on shore did
very much better in the way of bargains than those who went ashore.
The sights on shore were not worth bothering about - goats wandering
about at will, eating refuse - they were in mobs. Those who stayed on board
had not to put up with the indignity of being searched - they were afraid we
were taking explosives on shore. I was pleased to get on board again. I forgot
to mention that the ship lies at anchor and there is a large buoy ahead and
astern to moor to. We lay about 60 yards from shore. There are placed on
board several policemen and they do not allow any of the natives down below,
as they will rob the passengers.
As soon as the bedroom steward makes the bed (without you telling him
not to), he will lock the cabin door. All the doors can be opened with the one
key. When I came on board, I could not get into my cabin, so I chased round
to find him. I was a while before I got it open but I did in time. It was not long
before the bugle went for dinner and, after we came out, we were soon on the
go. I can tell you, we were not sorry - it was a bit cooler going than in the
harbour - everyone was complaining about the heat.
I forgot to mention that we took on cargo and several tanks of water. As we
did not see very much of the Suez Canal when going to England, we were
interested in seeing as much as we could. We got along at 5 miles an hour 111

we saw the railway running alongside the canal a good way. There are
several lakes we go through. We ran into one large lake about 8 o’clock in the
evening - I was talking to a sailor at the time. I saw a lot of lights away to the
right and I said, “Is that Ismailya?” He said, “Yes.” He said, “Do you see those
lights of a steamer?” I said, “Yes.” “That is the new pilot coming to relieve the
old chap.” Then he praised the old pilot that had come with us from Port Said.
He said, “He is very careful.”
As the sailor (said), the steamer ran alongside, our ship keeping going all
the time, then, when the pilots had changed places, the steamer cast off and
we went on our way. I was told that the large Bitter Lake is 14 miles long and,
it being dark, I do not know the width. There is little or no vegetation except a
few date trees along the canal. There was a plain of dark brown shrubs in one
place and we saw camel grazing here and there off the bushes. We saw large
birds at a distance, I thought they were pelicans, but I am not sure, but they
stood a good height. I went to bed with my pyjamas alone on - I was
perspiring very freely.
4th October. When I got up in the morning, we were (out) of the Suez
Canal, the pilot on shore and going through some straits. I thought they were
Bab al Mendab but, on going to the chart, I found it was Cape of Akabah. We
were soon in the dreaded Red Sea, subject to the hot winds of the desert.
There were some very rugged mountains, some very high, on both sides and
the noted Mount Sinai where Moses got the commandments. How he got up,
let alone carry down the tablets of stone beats me, they look so rugged and
impossible to climb. It is a very interesting route and one could fill a large book
but the boat glides by so quickly that it would take a shorthand writer to take it
all down. We were all trying our best to keep cool, sitting just where there was
the most breeze, as the dead heat was very trying.
Sunday The 5th October. It was about the worst day of the lot. I went up to
the C.E. service but it was hard work to stop (there). The sun seemed to bore
a hole in your head and the perspiration poured off me and nearly everyone
else. Several were prostrated with the heat and loved ones were fanning
them. I did not go to any more services during the day.
Monday 6th. It is a bit cooler today, relieving the anxiety of those whose
loved ones were feeling the heat so much. We were all looking forward to
tomorrow, as we expect to be out of the Red Sea then.
7th Oct. We were going through the Straits of Bab al Mendab, or, as the
sailors call, ‘the gates of hell’. It is hot. After breakfast, we were passing Aden
- we could not see any flowers. Then, later, we passed Pirim. There was a
small harbour and 2 boats in and several places to put in oil for fuel. I don’t
see how people can exist in such a place.

That reminds me, I heard a discussion that might be interesting on an
occasion like the present. Wherever you are born, or where you make your
home, there is no other place as good for you, or as good in your sight. I will
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put in here a few things I have forgotten. Always, on a passenger ship, a
committee is formed to carry out sports during the voyage. It is usually formed
3 or 4 days out, when the passengers are getting over their seasickness and
are getting their sea legs. A subscription is taken up at the dinner table to buy
prizes. At a dinnertime about the 4th day out, £23/10/0 was collected. There
have been whist drives, euca (euchre) card parties, deck quoits, doubles and
singles for both men and women. I played and got up to the final, then lost.
There are deck billiards, deck tennis and all sorts of games for the children.
Taking all together, there is always something to help to occupy your thoughts
and time. It is wonderful how the days fly by.
I think it was off Tunis a new German steamer of a few thousand tons, her
engines stopped. The captain was too near inshore and when he got them
going, instead of turning seaward, he tried turning shoreward and she struck
and sank. The natives came down and stripped the steamer of all moveables
above water.
8th Oct. It was much cooler than the day before, yet we are going nearer to
the Line every day for a few days. Many of the passengers are looking
forward to landing at Columbo and, funny, when they are there for a few
hours, they want to be going again.
13th Oct. We are to be in Columbo tomorrow and notices were placed here
and there to say that anyone could hire a car at so much, or any number at so
much each to visit Mount Levinina, Kandy cinnamon gardens and other
places and there were plenty of cars hired by parties, every arrangement
made to help the passengers, so they could have an enjoyable day. The head
waiter gave it out in the dining room that breakfast would be served at 7.30.
An official of Columbo would be in attendance from 6.30 to 8.30 to stamp
passports and for all going ashore to attend to their passports, otherwise they
would not get the chance to get them done till noon. There would only be one
sitting at dinner at 12 sharp, one sitting at 5 sharp. Many went to bed early as
they wanted to get up to see the ship enter the harbour. I went to bed early,
as is my want, but did not intend getting up before my usual time, or a few
minutes earlier, as breakfast was to be 15 minutes earlier.
14th Oct. I was woken by the anchor dropping - I knew we were in the
harbour. I looked at my watch - it was 20 past 4 o’clock. I tried to go to sleep
again but was unable to do so, as the passengers were getting up, as many
were going out to Kandy. It is 3-1/2 hours run in the motor car, there are tea
gardens and a tea factory, where tea is dried and packed. They also grow
coffee and cocoa beans. I believe it is a very nice run and anyone going
would have a good time. I got up soon after 6, got dressed and washed, went
on deck to look round the harbour. It is not a large harbour, there were several
large ships, one of the Orient line, the “Orcades’, a beautiful, large ship. She
has 2 funnels and looks imposing, has a large passenger list.
The bugle went for breakfast and, very soon, the tables were filled with a lot
of chattering people. As I sit in one corner close to the ship’s side, where I
look I see people’s heads and faces eating and talking between the
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mouthfuls, mostly bent on eating a good feed, then going to see the beauties
of Ceylon. After breakfast, I got to the Post Office to see if there were any
letters for me, asking for several friends who I found on the ship.
Fancy, after being on the ship a few days, I got talking to a man and I
asked him where he was going to. He said, “About 86 miles the other side of
Brisbane.” I asked him if he knew, or came from, near Pomona. He said, “Yes,
I do - I come from there.” I said, “Do you know my brother, Joseph Brooks?”
He said, “He is my neighbour and I know him well!” Then we were friends at
once and often sit together and talk over church matters, as he is like me, a
Methodist and church steward and local preacher. He has been staying near
Newcastle-on-Tyne, where his people live and he used to live there before he
left for Australia.
I got a letter from a former shipmate from Australia. He wrote from
Fremantle, telling me that, with the exception of a rough and tumble, he had a
good voyage and hoped I would have as good. I also got several letters for
friends. We began to get dressed for shore - I was in no hurry, as I only
intended going round the shops. I wanted several black elephants as presents
for my grandchildren (I got one - K.B.). Several friends who had been there
before and I and a boy who had not been there before, we went ashore in a
motor boat and it cost us 10 pence each. It is a nice pier, it is 2 storeys. You
get out of the small boats at the lower storey and walk up steps. There is a
turnstile at foot, where you pay. On going along the top storey, you walk
straight out, they the fun commences!
You are pestered with young urchins begging and all the shops are shaded
with verandahs. One after another is the same and, at every shop, there are 2
bummers and the owner at the door. The 2 will meet you and make a graceful
bow and put on their best smile, tell you he is prepared to let you have a
lovely white suit for 25/-. If you don’t bite at that, he will say 20/- and they will
follow you to the next shop. Then the other fellows will tell you he is prepared
to sell you jewellery for so much and another will tell you he is prepared to
give you 23/- for a golden sovereign. If you happen to have one, he will take
you into the shop, that is, if you are foolish enough to go with him, he will give
you 23/- for the sovereign but you must spend some of it in the shop. Some
will try and get you into the shop to show you silk dresses, silk in the piece or
other things. If you don’t buy, they are not very pleased and certainly look it.
Others said, “Father, I will take you all out to Mount Lavinina for 2/- each.
Some little children will come and beg, telling you they have no father and
no mother. Two little chaps got in front of 2 of the women and began singing
in a sweet voice, “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary” and a few other little songs.
The women gave them both a few coppers. After that, we thought we would
go to the Botanical Garden. It being hot, all the seats in the shade were taken
up, as we could see but I was informed there was one up some steps behind
Queen Victoria’s monument, so we went and there was room for all the
women. The men and boy either had to sit down on the base of the
monument or stand. It was very hot in the sun and anyone from Australia
coming on the scene would smile. As we sit with the back of the seat to a
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shrub, there was just room for one to pass between, the men, women and
children. But the children were 2 to one of the others. There must be about 18
at least, formed in a half circle watching our every movement.
Several had got postcards and were writing on them. They went and got
postage stamps to put on them. They cost slightly over 2 pence each. You
have to change the English money for Ceylon money, then take the Ceylon
money to pay for the stamp. The Ceylon money changes - it had gone up that
morning from 1/6 to 1/7 per rupee, so when we went to buy anything, they
would tell you it was so many rupees, so many cents. When you asked them,
“How much in English Money?” they would often add a few more coppers.
I went into a Chemist shop with some of the party - they wanted to get
something for sunburns. They charged 3 pence too much for what we got. We
went to the Young Women’s Christian Association - I went to the Secretary
and asked her the value of the rupee and then told her how much had been
charged. She said, “They have charged you 3 pence too much.” We went
from one place to another, into first one shop, then another. The price of
biscuits made in England was a terrible price, over 2/- per lb.
They have electric trams but such small ones and they only run round the
business parts, otherwise we would have gone for a run. There were 2
classes, first class and second class. They are very much different than Port
Said, they were run by 2 donkeys and their gauge was 2 feet wide and such
rum looking trams but Ceylon is a much better place every way. They have
some very beautiful buildings and some of the shops are just like Sydney
shops.
We were going aboard with empty pockets. We went down to the landing
pier and got on a motor boat and were taken to the ‘Moreton Bay’. We were
pleased to get back and some felt like singing ‘Home, Sweet Home’. I went,
had a wash and got ready for tea. When the bugle went and when we got in
the dining room, we were escorted to different tables and told to sit anywhere.
Many of us made a very good tea, for we were hungry. After tea, several of
the stewards and sailors went ashore. There was to be a dance at some place
on shore and some stayed for it. The Captain had notices put up to say the
ship would sail at 11 o’clock pm sharp. As it was getting to that time, the boats
were coming back loaded.
At 11 o’clock, the whistle blew and the anchor was lifted and 2 boats were
making for our ship. As we were under way, they were afraid they were going
to be left and, in one boat, began waving the light in the boat but the captain
did not slacken. The 2 boats contained 2 or 3 immigrant girls, the other, 2
drunken men, whether passengers or crew, I do not know but they had a near
shave of being left. We started away from the buoy at a few minutes after
eleven and, by 1.30, were outside, going at a good rate of speed. Then the
passengers began to crowd downstairs and, very soon, quietness reigned and
all felt we were on our way for Australia.
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15th October. Wednesday. It was hot below during the night but a change
came over in the early morning.
16th Oct. It was a very nice day, a cool wind blowing and the passengers
were very pleased with the change after the heat. There was a tug-of-war
between the Scouts and passengers. The Scouts won the toss, therefore they
chose the side of the ship and on the roll of the ship, they won. Then the
passengers took the side, then the passengers won. The next tug was a very
strenuous tug, the passengers got away with it and nearly won. They thought
that they had very little to win, when several of the passengers slipped,
knocking the feet from under others. The Scouts took advantage of it and
won. The Scouts are exercising every day and had tugs-of-war between
themselves. The passengers’ hands are naturally soft and the rope bit into
them. There were doubles games of quoits, that is a lady and gentleman play
a lady and gentleman. A Miss Hankin and I beat several pairs till we came to
the semi-final, when we were beaten by 2. It was very exciting, the spectators
were more excited than us, the players.
Friday. 18th. The weather changed - the wind came ahead and became
squally. Then it came on to rain after dinner. Fine rope nets were put round
the ship’s side, high up to the awning, round both ends of the forward well
deck, where we played quoits. They then placed nets round the other side of
the deck, enclosing a space. Then the Scouts and passengers picked sides
and they played cricket. It was a very excited game - there were some very
good cricketers among the passengers. One man was a very deadly bowler he knocked down the stumps first ball on several occasions. However, the
passengers won easily.
I did not explain how the scores were got. The Scouts were placed in rows
along the deck and, if the batter knocked the ball along, as many men the ball
went along, so many runs were got. The passengers got them many runs, that
when the second man had played a short time, they won and there were
about 12 on each side. The game lasted till teatime. After tea, we went on
deck. It rained and blew, the portholes were ordered to be screwed up, the
spray was coming on board, so the passengers began to go below.
I took an armful of cushions down out of the wet, took down a clothesline
full of clothes, so they would not get wet. The owner’s cabin was after side the
engines in Section 2, a Mrs, Cheak. She had 2 little boys and was afraid of
leaving them, they are a pair of roving clips. She was very grateful, as she
thought they would be wet through again. I got my chair on the hatch, the
awning being a new one, we were in the dry. The wind began to get worse.
The Captain, taking no chances with his new awning, gave orders for it to be
taken down. Then, as the sailors got to their several quarters and began to
take it down and no time was lost by them before it was right down. It was
amusing to see the passengers scattering down below with their deck chairs,
like so many rabbits making for their burrows.
At seven o’clock, there was a concert. I forgot if I mentioned that there has
been many concerts of several descriptions, fancy dress ball, besides many
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other ways of sports and entertainments, card playing and so on. The concert
I mentioned was not a success, as it had to be held in the dining room. Not
half of the people could hear what was said. Some of the Scouts got together
and, because they could not hear, they took good care that nobody else
would hear. It broke up at suppertime. I went and got supper, then thought of
going to bed, then thought, “I might be able to get a good seat and, who
knows, it might be worth hearing.”
It was a mock court of justice, to be carried out by Scouts. I went early but
all seats near where anyone could hear were taken up. I was just thinking of
going below, when a Scoutmaster (who was very sick at the beginning of the
voyage) very kindly got up and gave me his seat, so I was close to the whole
performance and could hear everything quite well. The head chaplain and
scoutmaster said, at the close, that he had a good laugh and hoped everyone
else had. There were several prisoners brought before the court. One was
that he pinched to sailors’ lime juice and several silly things. There was
Counsel for the Prosecution and Defence - each got up to cause fun. The
sergeant and arresting constable (were) trying to say and do the most silly
things, the more fun the better. It ran over an hour, then broke up and all went
to bed
Saturday 18th Oct. Weather very squally and rain. Sea got up, making a few
seasick. The ship behaved very well. There were very little games of any sort,
the passengers sitting about, mostly down below, as it was too wet on deck. I
walked over the ship and wiled away the time one way or another but it was a
trying sort of a day.
Sunday 19th. It is a bit rougher today, more passengers are seasick. At 7.45
the bugle went for breakfast. I am thankful to say I am not the least bit seasick
but I have caught a cold and, therefore, have a headache and sore throat. I
had a good plate of porridge (first course), plate of pork sausages and
scrambled eggs, bred and butter and roll and butter. There was honey but it
does not agree with me. There were several other things but I ate a good
meal of the above mentioned. After breakfast, I got in a chair and spent the
morning sitting down. I think it is the only time I missed a service. I saw the
Chaplain and told him I had a headache and would not attend. “Oh well, if you
feel like that, you sit back, then,” he said.
Dinner bugle sounded at 11.45. I went to dinner - roast beef. I was
forgetting beef soup was the first course, second course: beef, lamb and
green peas, plum pudding. I did justice to dinner, I can tell you! After dinner, I
sat down on the chair and was not long before I went to sleep and slept till a
big Scotsman behind me was explaining in very loud tones his opinion of
certain wharf labourers using words that did not become either the Sabbath or
any other day. I then got up and walked the deck for a while, then watched the
ship ploughing through the water. It seemed just grand to watch the water
leave the bows in foam, the waves’ rise and fall, the ship’s rise and fall with
the motion of the sea.
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At 2.40 I got the things up and had afternoon tea. We have our own teapot
and teacups, milk, tea and get the boiling water from the sailors’ galley. I had
seed cake and a rock cake and some biscuits and a cup of tea. I then took the
things away, after they were washed up, then washed myself and took a turn
or 2 round the deck. At 4.45 bugle sounded again for tea - cold roast beef,
cold roast mutton and several other things, butter and bread, honey and plum
and currant cake and apples for dessert. I did not spare any of them.
At 7 o’clock, Scout service. The scouts were given prayers, one out of
every squad and, at different times, called on to read them. An old scout, he is
called Major, he is over 60 years of age, gave an interesting talk, comparing
the trees and shrubs to human beings. The service was continued to 8 bells
(8 o’clock). Instead of going to supper, I thought I would go and get a good
seat in the Social Hall for a service called a United Service, to be taken by
Presbyterian ministers. I got a good seat and the hall seats were well filled.
The service commenced at 8.15. Beside the piano, 2 bugles gave us the
music - it was very nice. A collection was taken up in aid of the Seamen’s
Widows and Orphans. The service throughout was good and, although my
throat was sore, I enjoyed it. After collecting up the books, I got my camp stool
and made to my cabin, which is further forward. When I got there, I got my
supper I put away and sat down and ate it, then washed it down with water. I
am thinking you will think I did very little but eat all day. I went to bed at 9.00.
Monday, 20th Oct. It is still squally and showery but every appearance of
clearing off. My cold and sore throat seem a bit better this morning. Breakfast
- rolled oats, beef steak and onions and buttered rolls. After breakfast, I
thought I would wash my pyjamas and a shirt, 3 handkerchiefs and a pair of
socks. It was warm work in the hot water. I think they compare with any others
who washed. I then got my diary and, as I am at it every day except Sunday,
some ask me if I am writing a book, others ask if I am going to get it printed,
others, published. On a ship, all jokes go free.
The dinner bugle soon went, 11.45, we lined up to a plate of lovely soup,
lamb (roast), boiled potatoes and stewed apples and custard. The sailors took
the awning down - a woman with 2 little children did some washing and put
the clothesline up to 2 stanchions that kept the awnings up and I saved them
by undoing the lines and went looking for her. Some of the passengers asked
me where I got the bundle. I was near giving her up when she got up from her
cabin, going to take the clothes in but the clothes were at the fore end of the
ship and her cabin is at the after end. She said, “Oh, Mr. Brooks, are they my
clothes?” I said, “Yes.” “How kind of you to bring them.” I told her that the
sailors had taken the awning down, therefor the clothes had to come down.
She said, “Oh, thanks.”
I thought, “While I am so near the chart, I will see how many miles we ran
in the 24 hours.” I found we had gone 339 miles. It is not bad, considering that
heavy head wind. We did without afternoon tea today - Mrs. Greathead and
Miss Lee were not feeling the best and I could not brag - my head ached with
a cold and my throat was sore, so I went down to my cabin and had a drink of
health salts. I then had a walk for a while, then washed for tea. By the time I
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got to my cabin with my towel, the bugle sounded. I did justice to the tea - we
had on the menu card for tea, fricasseed tripe, cold Oxford brawn, Bolognia
sausage, pickles, London buns, tea and preserves, so anyone who could not
make a good feed of the above, they had something wrong with them. I had
tripe, bread and butter and London buns. I had a walk up and down the deck
for a while, to have a little exercise.
At 6.15, oh, I forgot to say, it was the children’s day out. Their table was
beautifully decorated, also their dining room. As it was a bit rough, their hatch
was closed up, so they had a powerful electric light and it had a grating round
it and all colours of paper ribbons tied to the grating, stretching out to all sides
of the dining room, then interlaced again with another coloured ribbon. It
made a pretty effect The tables were just splendid, all sorts of jellies, fancy
cakes, fruit and everything nearly to make the heart of a boy or girl glad.
I asked what was the lowest age to go in. A young woman said, “Oh, you
go on, you are over twelve!” and, let me tell you, there was a great joking and
not a few were watching the children begin their little feast. At the close, they
were told that, for the fancy dress ball for children, they were to form in the
main room at 6.15 and march on deck and were to have ice cream later. I
went to see how the little things looked and there was great laughing at the
many and varied take offs. One was very funny - it was a boy dressed as
baggage. All you could see was a big rug with 2 straps and hand clasp,
marked ‘Melbourne’, a light deck chair tied up and labelled ‘Sydney’, a large
hat box for a head with holes in 2 sides for to look through, 2 straps with hand
clasp to carry it with and fastened on his shoulders labelled ‘Adelaide’. It was
a get up and no matter whichever way you looked, you could see no trace of
the boy. I thought, “Well, you ought to get the prize.”
I felt so cold and my head ached so much, I thought I would go to bed. I
heard that a George Wodrow got the first prize for a blind fiddler - he was
dressed up and, although a boy could play the fiddle fairly well and he told me
he was going to play before the judges ‘Home, Sweet Home’. A little boy, not
twelve, who sleeps in my cabin, found a lady’s purse and took it to a man and
asked if it was his. He said, “No”, but found the lady who had lost it. She was
very grateful and presented him with 2/6 and made a nice little speech about
his honesty. We, in our cabin, were very pleased.
Tuesday 21st Oct. I got up early and washed and got ready. When the getup bugle sounded, they (I?) lay down in bed for a while. I put in about 12
hours in bed, so I did not do bad in that direction. Well, when the bugle
sounded for breakfast, I went and had oatmeal porridge. I think it just as well,
now I have the menu card before me for the day, to give you the contents. I
said oatmeal, grilled rump steak, grilled English kippers, Irish stew, hot rolls,
tea, coffee, preserves. Dinner - Pea soup, roast mutton, corned beef,
pumpkin, roast and boiled potatoes, rice custard. Tea - Lancashire Hot Pot,
cold roast beef, cold roast mutton, beetroot, sultana scones, tea and
preserves.
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The Sports Committee were very busy this morning, running off several
sports. All quoits were done with, as the wind was too high today to do
anything with them. The Sports Committee had whist drives at 7.00 till 8. As
my cold was no better, I thought I would go to bed and, on my bed, I found a
glass and spoon with some black currant jam. Mrs. Wodrow had very kindly
put it there, so I got the lend of a jug and went and got some boiling water,
filled up the glass and I had black currant tea - it was very nice. I also took
other things, as so many friends gave me this and that, lay down and, after a
while, I went to sleep.
Thursday morning. I found that I was far from well, so I got up when the
bugle sounded to get up and dressed, got a wash and, by the time I got ready,
the bugle sounded. I went and got a plate of porridge, some bread and butter
and went back to bed till it was time to go to see the doctor. I went then and
the doctor sent me to bed and would make up some powders which would put
me right. I heard a few ‘coo-ees’ and, looking out of the porthole, I saw an
Orient steamer, the ‘Austerly’ and I was told that on the other side was the
‘Arcades’, the Orient liner that started from Colombo 14 hours before us.
I was telling some of the passengers we would overtake her, either
Tuesday or Wednesday. They could not credit it that what I said came true. At
dinnertime, several of my friends came to see that I had some dinner. They
brought me a big soup plate of soup and bread and a plate of apple stew and
custard. It was very nice, so was the kindness which prompted them to look
after me. One gentleman was taking the soup plate back, met the nurse just
outside the door and a young woman was handing me the apple stew and
custard when she came in and said, “Hello, my word, you are a lucky man to
have so many to look after you! I just came to see if you had anything to eat.”
With that, she went away.
At about 3 o’clock, Miss Rene Greathead called out at the cabin door, “Are
you asleep, Mr. Brooks?” I said, “No, come in.” She had a cup of tea and
some biscuits, the usual afternoon tea. I thanked her. After giving it me, she
went, then I had a stream of visitors till the bugle sounded for tea. My many
friends brought me some tea. After tea, the doctor came and said, “Well, how
are you getting on?’ felt my pulse and said, “How is your head?’ I said, “It is
splitting, it aches so.” He said, “I will send you some more powders” and he
said, “We will be in the bay before daylight and we must have you up on deck
at 6.30 to pass the doctor.” He was meaning the Port Doctor, as Fremantle’s
the first Australian port for us to call at. I said, “You bet, I will do my best”, but
later, the nurse came and told me, “You must not hold up the ship tomorrow.”
“I will do my best”, I said.
I was soon asleep and early I woke. They were letting go the anchor, so I
knew we were in the bay outside Fremantle. It was Friday, 24th October, the
‘Moreton Bay’ was well up to time. As I lay thinking and wondering what time it
was, the bugle went for all to get up, wash, dress and present themselves on
the Promenade Deck for the Health Officer. I thought, “there is sure to be a
rush at the wash basins, so I asked little Jack, a cabin mate.
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In looking over my diary, I find I have been guilty of not introducing to you
my cabin mates. I forget Jack’s surname, I think I only heard it once. He is
about 12 years old, his mother was on the ship. Her cabin was on the other
side, straight across. He was not a big boy for his age but a manly little chap.
He had the top berth against the porthole at my feet. The other top berth, at
my head, a Mr.
. He was from close to Manly in Sydney, a very nice, jolly
chap. On the lower berths were Mr. Farlington ( he was from Perth, W.A.), Mr.
Johns, from Fivedock, Sydney, lastly, Mr. Ralstone, an old gentleman from
England, a well educated man, very gentlemanly in his ways and I found him
very kind, attending to anyone needing assistance.
I forget if I mentioned it, but Mr. Farlington was the greatest snorer I ever
met, as there was not one night, as far as I can recollect, without a good
snore. One night, in fact, I think a few nights, another passenger and he had a
snoring duet. I was told, one night, he and I had a tune together. One of Mr.
Farlington’s friends asked me, in Mr. Farlington’s presence, if Mr. Farlington
snored. I laughed and said, “Oh, we are about used to him.” The man’s name
was Pell. He said Mr. Farlington slept alongside him on deck one night in the
tropics and he said, “I did not get a wink of sleep all night.” I think he said his
father must have been a motor mechanic and, when he, Mr. Farlington, was a
boy, swallowed 3 motor horns and blew them every night! Mr. Pell said, “He
asked me next night if I was going to sleep out again”, he said, “yes, but I
want to have a sleep tonight and I want you to find fresh quarters.” Mr.
Farlington only smiled, took it all in good part. We were a very agreeable
cabin of passengers, never a disagreeable word during the whole voyage.
As I was telling you, I asked Jackie to get me a bottle of water and there
was half a bottle, so I put the lot in the wash basin and washed in the cabin,
got ready to go on deck, then rolled into my bunk to wait till the general
muster. There is often a lot of ordering and 700 people are not got together in
a few moments and, at that time of the morning, a keen wind would be
blowing. After my 2 days in bed, I would feel it, so, after what I thought a
reasonable time and I could not hear anyone about, I put my topcoat on and
made myself warm. I went up and the Health Officers, the Captain, our ship’s
doctor and the head steward came along together.
There was a part in the middle of the Promenade Deck, it was a hatch
where cargo was put in. On the port side, we were told to pass along, close to
the railing at the ship’s side, one by one and put out both arms, turning them,
so they could see that our hands and arms were all right. One lady, tall and
masculine in appearance, only had one arm and the other was off at the
elbow. She was told to stand aside and a gentleman asked her several
questions. What was said, I don’t know or how she got on, I don’t know.
We were next told to go aft to the Social Hall and take our passports. So I
made my way and found a long queue (a long row of people and they were
like the letter “U” from the foot of the ladder from the top of “A” deck, round as
far aft as the barrier to Isolation Hospital (30 yards from end to centre of loop)
and back to the Social Hall. Then the jokes commenced. Some men had left
their wives, so that they would not have to stand waiting and swell the crowd. I
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said to mr. Johns, “You will have to get Mrs. Johns.’ He said, “I don’t think so.”
I said, “Her photo is on your passport and, you will see, he will ask you if your
wife is with you and, on learning that she is, will ask you to get her.” He said,
“I will wait and see.” and it turned out just as I said. Many others were the
same, some women who had children were the same also.
After I got through, I found the breakfast was on the table, so I sat in. I had
felt very shaky all the time since I got up. After breakfast, I felt better and it
was a lot warmer. We were alongside the wharf (while we were waiting for the
Health Officer, the S.S.’Orcades’ steamed into the harbour, or bay, I ought to
say and, it being a contract mail boat, the Health Officer went to her first but
we were alongside the wharf nearly as soon). Mr. Tarlington was packing his
things and I helped him to take his things on shore to the Customs Officer, his
wife and daughter and some friends, which he introduced me to and then we
shook hands and I left him.
On arriving down on “C” Deck, they were bringing a little girl on shore who
died the night but one before we arrived. The father and mother and family of
about 3 had a cabin alongside mine. She was 3 years old and a nice little
thing. I often talked to the father, Mr. Moir and the little girl, they called her
Molly, her proper name was Annie. She got croup and how the doctor let her
slip through his fingers, I don’t know - he was supposed to be a very clever
doctor. I walked behind the parents, the coffin was draped with the Union
Jack. The doctor and Chief Officer walked in front, then the coffin, then the
parents and only a few of the passengers. I took the father by the hand and
sympathised with him and his wife. The poor chap was pleased to think some
sympathised with them in their trouble. The passengers made a collection and
got about £20 and told the father, when it was handed to him, if it was not
needed by him, to put a stone on the grave from the passengers of the
'‘Moreton Bay’. Of course, I don’t know what he did.
I got my chair and sat in the warm sun and, till near dinnertime, I went to
the Post Office, got several letters for friends and self. The ship was soon
deserted, so many went on shore. It was given out at breakfast that there
would be only one sitting at dinnertime, so, when dinnertime came, there were
plenty of vacant chairs, although many who went on shore came back for
dinner. The wharf labourers who were discharging the ship were a poor goslow lot - they seemed to take it in turns to come up out of the hold on the “C”
Deck amongst the passengers.
After dinner, I put my chair and cushion in my cabin and went on shore. I
bought some very good Lisbon lemons and a few other things, met a good
many of our fellow passengers. When walking up a main street, I heard my
name call out and looked round. I saw a cabin mate who got on board at
Melbourne - he and I had a talk for a while. He said, “I have not got fixed up
yet - my wife is going to Melbourne with the ‘Moreton Bay’. I would be pleased
if you would keep your eye on her.” I said, “I will do anything I can to help her
if she is in need at any time and she might ask me to get anything she needs.”
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We parted and I came on board and found many of the old passengers
who had gone on shore, it being their home, but came down to see friends
they had made during the voyage, some young men to see young women and
some young women to see young men who were going on to other states.
The ship was to sail at 8 o’clock sharp but the men discharging the cargo
were so slow that it could easily be seen that the ship would not get away to
time. The passengers were all on board but the time was altered to 12 o’clock.
Some of the passengers had friends on the Orient steamer ‘Orcades’, so one
asked me if I would go with them to see if they were on board. I said, “Yes”,
so off we went.
I said, “Follow me” and off up the gangway I went, the others following. I
saw a lady passenger and I asked her was Mrs. Somebody-or-other on board,
as we were from the ‘Moreton Bay’ and she was a friend of some of our party.
She said, “She went on shore and has not come back yet.” I said, “Oh, I am
sorry as my friends and I would have liked to look through the Third Class
accommodation to see if it is as good as ours.” She said, “I will show you
through.” I thanked her and we all followed.
We found that the ‘Orcades’ was a ship taken from the Germans in place of
some they sank during the war. I did not think very much of the
accommodation, not to be compared the same week with the ‘Moreton Bay’,
anyway. The Dining Room was a small, pokey hole of a place, nothing like
what we had been used to and could not seat above a third of the number.
The tables and chairs were not so comfortable. We then went to see the
cabins and, here again, the cabins were not so large and the washing
accommodation or mirrors were not so handy or so nice. To get into the top
berths, there was a ladder and I said, "It was not too good climbing up that
when the ship is rolling” and the woman said, “No, indeed.”
The Third Class passengers were altogether in a small space right in the
stern. I said, “I expect, when the engines are going full speed, it was not very
pleasant.” The lady said, “It is not.” I thought I would like to see the Music
Room and Smoke Room and both were very disappointing, compared with
the ‘Moreton Bay’. We then went to see what the lavatories and washing
basins to wash clothes were like and we all smiled at the difference. We next
went on deck and saw the space allocated for games and promenading and
we all remarked that the ‘Moreton Bay’ was far ahead in everything. I would
sooner pay a good deal more to go third class in the ‘Moreton Bay’ than in the
‘Orcades’. Then, the ‘Moreton Bay’ was wider and, I have no doubt, a very
much better sea boat.
We all invited the lady to come back with us and we would show her
through our ship. She said, “I am sorry but I am looking out for a friend who
has gone on shore and, if she soon comes back, we will both come.” We then
went back to our ship, comparing the two, which made us more in love with
our ship. The wharf labourers were trying to wile away the time in discharging.
I saw Mr. Brown, the First Officer. I said, “I think they are taking their time
getting that bit of cargo out.” He said, “It would break your heart, watching
them. Here, we ought to have been to sea hours ago - it will make us late
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getting to Adelaide. We ought to be there about dinnertime, 12 o’clock and it
will be about 4 and we will have to shake it up at that.”
I had a look round and saw some of the party who had been aboard the
Orient ship and asked them if the lady had come, who we had invited so that
we could show round. They said, “No and I don’t think they will come now.” I
went for a walk round and saw some of the people who had got off, their
home being in W.A. They had taken some of their shipmates ashore to their
home and had brought them back. So I said, in fun to some who I knew well,
“Here, you get off our ship - you don’t belong to us now!” They laughed and
said they would please themselves and we joked together. I thought, “I will go
to bed.” I could not go to sleep till all the cargo was out for that port and we
were leaving the wharf. The next thing I heard was the get-up bugle.
Saturday 25th October. Out at sea. I did not feel too well but got up and
washed, got ready for breakfast, then, after breakfast, I went on deck, looked
round, saw the sandy and rocky coast of W.A. After ‘inspection’, I went and
lay down till dinnertime. I don’t know if I have told you about the ‘inspection’.
All passengers are to be out of their cabins by 10.30. The cabin stewards
have to have the cabins brushed, mirrors, glasses, wash hand basins cleaned
and the tank containing the washing water empty. The Captain, Chief Steward
and, sometimes, the Doctor looked into every cabin to see if all is in order,
see if any passengers are sick. If the Captain is unable to leave the bridge,
then the First Officer takes his place inspecting, So, as the chief cabin
steward said one day, when someone was grumbling about having to go out
of his cabin, “We only want your cabin for one hour in the day and you can
have it for the rest.” I think that is fair.
After dinner, I went on deck and found it was a trifle cold. We were
beginning to cross the Great Australian Bight and it is often both cold and
rough, caused by two currents meeting. As you may have heard that, in
sailing round the end of a continent, it is usually rough. Not many people were
sitting about the deck. The Music Room was full, the Writing Room full and I
seldom go into the Smoke Room. “Now”, I thought, “I did not sit in that room
once during my trip,” the bar where intoxicating drinks are sold and, generally,
card playing goes on. So, I have looked in when looking for some man but,
generally speaking, I did not trouble that room very much.
I thought, “The bunk is a good place today,” and lay down, had a sleep and
woke to hear my name called. I said, Hello, who’s calling?” Miss Rene
Greathead said, “I have brought you a cup of tea.’ I said, “You are a good
girl.” She said, “We have had afternoon tea and, as I could not see you
anywhere, I thought you might be in your cabin.” After thanking her for her
kindness, I had my afternoon tea in my bunk. I stayed there till the bugle went
for tea. I got up, washed and made myself presentable for tea. After tea, I
went into the Dining Room and stayed till supper was on, got a cup of cocoa
and was not long before I was in bed.
Sunday, 26th. I lay in bed till the bugle went and, as there were not so many
passengers now after about 200 odd getting off at Fremantle, the wash basins
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in the lavatories were not rushed so much. Although we all had wash basins
in our cabins, we, nearly always, went to the lavatory basins. You could have
a good wash without being afraid of wetting to carpet. There was very little
doing today, being Sunday, except the services. Having a headache, through
the influenza cold I had, I lay down. Some of those who were used to seeing
me taking the collection up, giving out hymn books and prayer books, some
thought I must have got off at Fremantle. Some came to see me, knowing
that I was going to Sydney.
Monday 27th. It was a nice sunny day and, with a bit of a nip in the air,
made it just the sort of day for a walk and many took advantage of it. Many
couples walked up and down, making all sorts of remarks and joking. As the
engines were driving the ship to try and get into Adelaide, so as to leave again
during the night ( on Tuesday hight), the passengers were in a good humour.
A great many scouts and passengers were getting off there and they were
thinking they would soon be home, after their long absence.
Tuesday 28th. It was a lovely day, the ‘Moreton Bay’ was going along
splendidly and the Bight was on its best behaviour. As we were hoping to be
in Adelaide after dinner, many were preparing to go on shore long before land
was in sight. Some were asking, “Do you think we will be in before dinner?” I
said, “I think it will be about 4 o’clock before we get there.” After dinner, some
of us were strolling round the deck and Davy, one of the sailors, said to me,
“How many miles do you think we are doing now/” I looked over the side and
said, “Between 15 and 16 miles an hour.” He said, “I have just come from
pulling in the log and she is doing over 17 - what do you think of that?”
About 3 o’clock, South Australia could be seen in the distance, then boxes
and suitcases began to come on deck and many with their best clothes on,
ready to meet their friends. I was wondering if Clara and Charlie Stubbs would
come to meet me and, knowing we were to sail again that night, well, it would
hardly be any use in going far from the ship. I think I have told you that there
were a large contingent on board, 247 scouts, returning to Australia and New
Zealand from visiting several countries and England. There was a good
percentage to go ashore at Adelaide and there were great preparations, as
they expected a reception. One minister, belonging to the Church of England,
who they called Padre, was also going ashore.
When we got near, say a mile away, a pilot boat came and stopped a short
distance off and lowered a small boat and 2 men and a pilot got in it and
pulled to the ‘Moreton Bay’. As soon as he was on board, we made for the
entrance to outer Harbour and we were no sooner inside than I recognised
the signal I told Clara Stubbs to tell her 2 sons the would give on nearing, so
that those on shore would know, namely waving a handkerchief 3 times
straight up and 3 times across. I then answered it the same way and they saw
it and we waved several times to each other.
The tea bugle went then for tea. I rushed in, got a little to eat and put an
overcoat on. I thought, “I will go on shore and tell them.” Both Charlie and
Clara Stubbs were there. The time the ship was to start away was 11 pm that
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night and it was between 4 and 5 o’clock then and it takes about half an hour
from there to Adelaide Central station. Then there was a great noise and I
noticed a squad of scouts on shore drawn up and another squad of what is
known as ‘cubs’. The cubs, by way of welcoming those on board, were either
howling or growling. However, it was a funny sort of a welcome and then the
squad of scouts on shore and on board started cheering and many calling out
‘Welcome home’ and many “Thank you’s”.
I made my way to the gangway and, as soon as it was ready to cross, the
Chief Officer stood on it. He thought there was no time of departure put up
and he sent an apprentice to ask the Captain, so as to tell the people. As
soon as it was forthcoming, he told those there, so that none should be left
behind. I was the first passenger ashore. I went to where the Stubbs were and
was welcomed to South Australia. They were very disappointed that the ship
was staying so short a time in S. Australia but they would have me to go with
them, if only for so short a time. So we went on the station close to, got our
tickets and off for the city. My, our tongues did wag till we got there, they
telling me how they liked Australia and how funny this and that was to Old
England and, above all, spring weather - how lovely and warm to England.
I was given to understand Outer Harbour, where the ship was, to Adelaide
proper, is 15 miles and, as the stations are close together, we were a long
time getting to the main station. On arrival, we had to go up a great many
steps to get to the main street. When we got to the top, about 80 yards away,
the trams turn. When we had got about 40 yards, Charlie Stubbs said, “There
is the Payneham tram” and off at a run. I got hold of Clara’s arm and we ran.
The conductor and driver saw us coming and waited for us - I thanked the
conductor.
It is a good run out to Payneham but it is not far from the tram to Stubbs’
house. When we got there, Percy and Arthur were having a musical evening
all to themselves - Percy, the violin and Arthur, the piano. I went into the room
and asked them what they were making such a noise for. They both jumped
up and grabbed my hand and shouted, “Hello, Uncle Alf!” They thought I was
going to stay for the night but I told them I would have to go back to the ship
by a train leaving about 8.30 and I would only be staying about an hour and a
half. They were so disappointed and the both of them ran off to bring their
‘intendeds’ and they were soon back and we had a jolly time while it lasted.
Then Charlie came with me to the tram, which came along in good time
and I had a few minutes to wait for the train. I felt that I would have liked to
stay a week, instead of a few hours. Oh, what amount we managed to cram
into that short stay together. Charlie and Clara told me that my opinions about
the ship and their trip was only too true. As their cabin was close to the stern,
the propellers gave them a great shaking. I told them it would keep them from
sleeping and she was heavily loaded. Charlie said great seas came right over
in some places and they were pleased to get ashore at Adelaide. They said
they could not find any fault with the food, that there was plenty of it and good.
I said our ship was just lovely and would and wished I could have had time to
have taken them over it.
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My train was soon in and it took a time to get to the Outer Harbour. When
we got on board, we found it would be some time in the morning before the
ship would leave, as they were not getting to cargo out as quick as
expectation. As the steam winches were making such a noise and men
shouting, well, we might go to bed, but sleep was out of the question. So I
went into the Dining Room - there was a man selling postcards he took of the
ship as we were nearing the wharf. I got one and then I saw Mrs. Greathead,
Miss Lee and several others. I went to them and asked, “Did you get any
photos?” and I showed them mine. They were surprised. They had not left the
ship and yet had not seen the man. So they got me to show them where he
was and they bought some. We sat and talked for a while, then I went to bed.
Towards one or 2 o’clock, the cargo was out and we were soon off.
Wednesday 29th October, 1924. I got up when the bugle went and got
ready for breakfast. We had a very nice breakfast. I then went down to my
cabin and lay down for a while. As it was getting warm, I went on deck and sat
in the sun. Although a good way from the land, we could see it very well. I was
looking at Mt. Gambier and one of the quartermasters said to me, “Do you
know, on the top of that mountain there is a crater? It has been a volcano
some time and now there is a pool of water about 300 feet across and how
deep I don’t know.” I thanked him and thought, “There are some good chaps
on this boat and some, the opposite.”
I stayed till the bugle went for dinner, then I went to my bunk. I had got a
relapse of the ‘flu and I did not get out of my bunk, only to go to the lavatory.
As it was blowing cold, my many friends looked after me. One brought me a
cup of tea and another, a plate of porridge. They saw I had plenty to eat. Early
in the evening, many were packing up, as we were to be in Melbourne in the
morning and a good number of passengers were to get off. If you have never
been on a large steamer coming from England, you have no idea the
excitement and noise the evening before reaching port. In some cases, there
is no sleep, or very little but, as we were not to be at the wharf till near on
midday, we did not expect the excitement would not get to fever heat till
morning. The ‘Moreton Bay’ was not expecting (to) cross in through the heads
till about one o’clock in the morning.
As I had a sleep or 2 during the day, I was not very sleepy. As there was
only little Jack to go out of our cabin at Melbourne and, as he had very little
luggage, he was with his mother. So we had quietness and, as I did not leave
my bunk very little during the day, I did not see very much. My cabin mates
came in now and then and told me the news how this one or that one was
expecting some dear one to meet them. And those who had never been in
Australia before were wondering what the part was like that they were going
to. As I had lived in Australia over 40 years and had seen the several ports of
call, you can be sure I had plenty of questions asked me.
At teatime, I had more food brought me than I could eat. I went to sleep
early and, towards 12 o’clock, I woke and then I heard the engines stop and I
knew we were near the heads. I saw through the porthole the lights on shore
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and we were soon inside. As Port Phillip heads are 50 miles from Melbourne,
we had a few hours run up Hobson’s Bay. We arrived off Williamstown about
3.30 or 4 o’clock. It was somewhere about 10 o’clock before we up anchor
and I learned we were to go up the River Yarra and we were bound for
Victoria Dock.. I could see through the porthole and see the side of the river
on the port side and there were a great many people watching so large a
steamer going up the river. Ass the river is not wide, in some places only
about 3 and 4 chains, it is no easy matter to steer a large steamer like the
‘Moreton Bay’.
The morning is beautiful and bright but a cold wind blowing. I was advised
to stay in bed, as the wind would blow through me, so I took that advice. We
were in sight of the wharf at 11 o’clock but it took near on an hour before we
got alongside. There was a large crowd on the wharf waiting for relatives and
friends on board and, just before we were berthed, the bugle went for dinner
but very few of the Melbourne passengers bothered about dinner on board.
They preferred going on shore for dinner. Many of the passengers went
ashore too, which left the tables poorly filled. After we had been alongside a
few minutes, I went up into the Dining Room and looked out, as I thought Tom
Albiston might come to look me up.
I was well protected from the cold and, as someone left the door open, I
smelt the cold air and thought, “I won’t go out there very much.” I went back to
my cabin and got into my bunk. After dinner, the ship was deserted by the
passengers. At teatime, several of my friends came round when they came on
board. Between one and another, they fed me up but the noise of the steam
winches and there was so many of the men working, discharging cargo drunk
- they were shouting to each other. I got up and went to see what all the noise
was about. There were 2 of the men (who ought to have been in the hold
working) were boxing, using 2 lifebelts as boxing gloves. The foreman of the
lot was too drunk to know what anyone was doing. Several of us watched
them till near 10 o’clock, then went to bed. But very few of us had any sleep.
Friday 31st October. We were informed that we were to be discharged of all
the Melbourne (cargo) on Saturday evening and were to leave on Sunday
morning early, so as to be off Sydney Head at daylight on Tuesday morning.
We were all pleased to hear that but, the way the men were working, we were
wondering if they would do it. My, I was wishing I could have gone ashore with
my friends and have a good time, like some of them were having but the ‘flu
had me proper and I wanted to be able to go on shore on reaching Sydney, so
kept in my cabin.
It did seem a long day but all days come to an end. All my friends who
usually attend me were ashore all day and, about 4 o’clock, Miss Johns came
to see how I was and got me some tea. She was a daughter of one of my
cabin mates and a bonny young woman she was and is. Several of my friends
came along and told me where they went and what a good time they had on
shore. We were commenting on how slow the men were working and we were
told there were 3,000 tons of stuff, or should I say cargo, to be discharged
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Melbourne. At the rate they were working, it would be as much as they would
do to get it all out by Saturday night.
Saturday, first of November. Bright but still cold. My friends brought me
along 2 lots of porridge and the sister brought me poached egg and toast,
done very nicely. There was not so many going ashore as yesterday. I sent a
couple of telegrams through (a) friend to Harry (my father - K.B.) and Anne to
say we were to be alongside the Sydney wharf at 7 o’clock, Tuesday morning,
all being well. So I was anxious to know if the cargo was getting out and
several brought good news from time to time. Towards evening, the Sydney
passengers came on board and they came to cheer me up and said, “The
cargo is nearly all out.” There was only a little in the fore hatch, close to where
my cabin is.
Then, after a while, I heard them putting the hatches on. I knew then, all the
cargo was out. I heard we were to leave on Sunday early. As there was some
trouble amongst the stewards on the outward voyage to London and there
was to be some more trouble on arrival at Sydney, some were of the opinion
we were not to get away from Melbourne. So we were anxious to hear that we
were to start.
Sunday 2nd Nov. We were under way early and, oh my, there was great
rejoicing. I still kept my bed but the doctor came to visit me and gave me
medicine and was anxious that I should be able to pass medical inspection.
He said, “You must be sure to get out early Tuesday morning.’ “Early”, I said,
“I hope to goodness I will be able”, as I wanted to get away with whichever of
my loved ones comes to meet me. I was wishing very much to have been able
to go on deck and see the ship sailing down the Yarra and leaving Melbourne
behind but was afraid of a relapse and then not be able to go ashore on
arriving at Sydney. Everything was very quiet during Sunday - I did not hear of
any service being held.
Monday morning. Many were up early, as they wanted to get their boxes,
get out clothes to go home in and pack up what things were in their cabins. It
is wonderful how some have things placed so as to make their cabins homely.
Speaking for myself, I had tin boxes and things arranged. Being in the top
berth, many friends said, “My, how handy you have things!” Before leaving
London, I bought milk (condensed) and jam, tea and so on to have afternoon
tea on deck, or, if stormy, in the Dining Room. The ship did not find us with
afternoon tea. Of course, we could have done very well without it but, when
you make friends with people on the ship, they say, if you don’t join in with
some of them, that you look lost, lonely or too proud. So, just to be social, I
joined with a party and took it upon myself to always take the teapots and get
them filled. As I always went to the crew’s galley, as I arranged with the cook,
it saved me going and waiting in a queue for about 20 minutes. I give the cook
a small amount now and then.

So you would have an idea I would need places to put my stuff and then, at
every port, there is something bought to eat, so I had quite a lot of bottles and
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tins containing medicines, food, milk and goodness knows what. I can tell you,
as I lay in my bunk, I was wondering how I would get them packed up, what I
intended taking, as I was feeling very shaky.
We were off the N.S.W. coast after dinner and you should have heard the
noise of boxes, trunks and suitcases getting banged about and the several
ones asking the other, “Have you done your packing?” The different ones
telling the other fellow passengers, “My father and mother (or my sister and
brother) are meeting me.” Or “Do you think we will be off the Heads at
daylight? I wonder will we have breakfast before we go on shore?” The
excitement of the meeting of their dear ones, forget the noise they made,
The weather was a trifle cold for the time of the year, so I kept my bunk but,
like those around me, I was thinking of meeting my loved ones. I had got a
letter to say Anne and Harry would be on the wharf to meet me and I was very
pleased, as they would be able to carry my luggage. I was well attended by
my friends bringing me food and, as the doctor did not have as many
passengers to attend to, he came to see me twice during the day and gave
me medicine.
At teatime, a few of my friends came to cheer me and talk of the landing in
the morning. Some that were coming to Australia for the first time asked
questions what to do, how they would pass the Customs Officers. After dark,
Mr. Ralstone brought his daughter and her companion, a Scotch girl, came
along and said, “Now, Mr. Brooks, tell us what you want packed.” So they got
my suitcases and packed them and I lay in my bunk and looked on. I thought,
"Well, it pays to do a good turn.”
I had tried to help them in many ways when we were getting into the tropics
Mr. Ralstone began to feel the heat and opened his shirt front and he lost his
hat overboard. I went to him and said, “I have been through the tropics
several times and, if you will take my advice, button up your shirt and put your
hat on. You will be like a boiled lobster before long1” He said, “I am beginning
to smart.” I said, “Your head is burned, also your chest. I think you had better
come down to the cabin (I think I mentioned he was my cabin mate) and I will
put some stuff on you.” So he came with me and I put stuff that I had mixed
up. As soon as I finished dressing him, he said, “My word, that is better and
cooler” and he thanked me and went to the shop on board and bought a hat
and I said, “Keep in the shade as much as possible.” He told me next
morning, after I had given him another dressing, that he had burned all night
and had very little sleep. The poor chap peeled all the old skin off during the
next 2 or 3 days but he was very thankful to me and often came and asked
me many questions.
So he returned what I had done for him. I thanked them for their kindness.
They said, “You have been good to us and we ought to try and return your
kindness.” There was very little sleep that night, many too excited to sleep. I
got to sleep for an hour or 2, then woke and I was a while before I got off
again, then slept till a little before daylight. People began to knock about and,
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as soon as it was light enough, some say, “We are off Sydney Heads” and,
you bet, there was soon plenty out of bed.
I thought, as there was a keen wind blowing, that I had better stop in bed
as long as I could. I knew the stewards would soon be round to see that
everyone was in deck to pass the doctor. I waited till we were inside Watsons
Bay - I got up and put warm clothes on and kept in the warmest place on the
“A” Deck, where we were told to go. The doctor saw me and gave me a nod. I
passed muster all right and, at about 7 o’clock, we were on our way up the
harbour slowly.
Those that were coming home after being away for 6, 7 and 8 months,
others that saw the harbour for the first time and were admiring it and such
exclamations as “a bit of God’s own country’ and ‘the best country in the
world”, “good old Sydney” and so on. I was wondering how long our people
would have been waiting. The bugle went for breakfast - I went and sat down,
ate a plate of porridge and a bit of bread and butter with a little jam on. I went
out and we were coming up to the wharf but they had kept all the people and
friends outside the gates.
Harry, and Lindsey Walker, his brother-in-law, soon came along. I called to
them to go further down and come up the gangway, which they did. Then
Anne came - she stayed on the wharf and talked to me. As soon as Harry and
Lindsey came to me, I took them to my cabin and got my luggage and we
were soon off the ship. We were told where to take our things for customs
inspection and I soon got through, got a taxi and was on our way to the
railway station. On arrival there, we put the things at the Luggage Office and
booked them. We went and did a bit of shopping and came back to the
railway station again and who should we see on the platform but Martha and
Mr. and Mrs. Grey - what a surprise! They had come up by the earl y train,
arrived in Sydney 20 past 8 and had waited for breakfast, thinking that they
would be in plenty of time.
They went to the ship and found we had left. We had passed each other,
us on our way to the station, them on their way to the ship. Mr. and Mrs. Grey
wished to see Mr. and Mrs. Green, as they had come from near the same
place in the Old Country. Through not being in time, they had gone ashore
and they had missed us. But we made up for it, we laughed and joked till we
got to Wollongong. As I had seen several of Mrs. Grey’s people, she was
delighted to know all about them. I went with Mrs. Grey’s sister to see their
father’s grave, who had died while I was in England. Mrs. Grey wanted to
know all about it, also how I liked that part of England.
So we all went to Wollongong, leaving Sydney by the 2 pm train, arriving
7.15. On arrival at Wollongong, a motor car was waiting to take us all to Anne
and Steve’s shop and we spent a nice evening together. I told them all about
Wembly and about some of my experience in the Old Country. Then a motor
car took me to Martha’s. I stayed 3 days at Wollongong and left on the
Saturday morning, feeling very near all right. On arriving at Nowra, I tried to
ring up them at home but they were away at the tennis court.
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On my arriving in the Kangaroo Valley, many of my friends, on seeing in
the motor car, waved to me. When the car stopped at the usual stopping
place, different friends welcomed me back. When anyone has been away
over 12 weeks on the ship and five months in England and going about,
seeing the beauty spots, the large Wembly Exhibition, through large
manufacturing works, comprising railway engines, salt, crockery of all
descriptions, steam lorries, besides others, then to come back amongst one’s
children, relations and friends in an Australian village, the welcome of all, it
seems to place one’s brain in a maze.
No one that has not had the experience can really understand the feelings,
the excitement, on first seeing and meeting the ones we love. I have seen
some have a fit of weeping and others weep and laugh, all in a few minutes.
Others shout and wave frantically, calling out, “He (or she) sees me!” I tried
again to ring up home from Kangaroo Valley but failed again. I began to wish I
had rung up from Wollongong. I knew I could not get them a letter and I felt,
“Well, no one will meet me and here I am with a pile of luggage.” As the car
was getting near the Barrengarry school, I felt downhearted at the sort of
homecoming.
The car pulled up and I got out and got my (?) at my side, paid my fare. I
thought, “If my dear wife had been alive, it would not have been like this.” Just
then, I heard a voice and there was Olive with Polly’s 2 boys. She had heard
the car pull up and had come from the tennis court to see who was getting
out. So I brightened up. We carried my luggage to the side entrance from
Lewes paddock to the school and the tennis players were having tea. So I
was invited to join in. Mr. and Mrs, Harris welcomed me to Barrengarry,
George went home, got the horse and cart and took the luggage. I forgot to
mention that George was playing when I arrived and, as soon as he finished,
he came and welcomed me.
On arrival at home, dear old “Lindens”, I thought, “What a difference my
homecoming this time and the 1920, when I visited England, before.” My dear
wife and all my children within reach of home, the rejoicing of the wanderer
returned from the other side the world, the welcome embrace and loving
kisses. I was pleased that I was at home and yet, felt like crying. After being
so long in a whirl of company and noise, now quiet 7 2 of my youngest
children, I felt the loneliness of the situation. This ends my Diary of my travels
to and from England.
Alf Brooks
(I might say that I have wrote this diary for my children, so that they would
get some pleasure from the scenes and descriptions of places visited. I
wonder how many will read it Those that do and it gives them pleasure, then I
will be repaid for my trouble, as I often gave up pleasure, so as to get time to
write.)
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