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Leaving the land of one’s birth can be quite a wrench. As a child aged eleven, I could not
really‘ co_mprehend the enormity of the step my parents were taking. This g’amble on a
new life in a new land. All I could understand or imagine, was the excitement of new ho-
rizons and a future in a warm and sunny land, Australia.

My Dad had been to Australia during World War II, when he was in the Royal Navy. His
ship the “HMS Indomitable” Fleet Aircraft Carrier, came to Sydney for repairs after being
torpedoed. Dad made friends with an Australian family and he was able to see that this
would be a wonderful place to live.

Our parents made the application to emigrate in 1957. Dad was working in London in a
furniture factory, and almost every day he would go to Australia House to see if our

application was being processed. There were so many hopeful families wanting to start a
v life in a land half way across the world. The horrors of war had left deep scars and
prospect of a fresh beginn enticing. So our family, like thousands of
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en). I remember Mum e g In front of heaters (no clothes dryers

g away the last few possessions to friends. And as we
were only allowed a few ‘tea chests’ in which to put all our ‘worldly goods’ it meant my
two-wheeler bike had to be left out. | gave it to my best friend.

The whole house was truly vibrating with emotion, chatter, tears, laughter and the
excitement of adventure. But amidst all this frantic, busy activity, my dear Grand
Parents were helping us. They had sorrow in their eyes, but I did not see it then. Now

I feel a tremendous sadness. For those dearly loved ones were never to see us again.
How my heart aches for them, as they faced losing their family.

Tl}e madcap hustle and bustle of accepting a twenty-four hour cancellation to goona
thirteen thousand mile sea voyage is out of the ordinary to say the very least. Yes Dad

was a bit ‘impulsive’. I think the pace at which everything raced from the time he an-
nounced the news gave little time for focusing on gloomy thoughts and heart-wrenching
farewells. My Grandparents were spared a little, or they did not have enough time to
dwell on the final separation that was imminent.

The day we left the docks at Tilbury, England was cold, grey and raining. The feeling of
excitement filled the air. We were one little family, among hundreds of others who
shared the same hopes and dreams - the start of a better life in Australia. Even as a
Id, T remember the atmosphere of exhilaration paired with tears and smiles, as the

¥ SS Orontes slowly pulled away from the dock and the people wav-
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the children. My little sisters, aged eight and five, and I went to the Fancy Dress Party.
Mum made me a sailor’s outfit out of white crepe paper and my sisters dressed up as hula
dancers. With all the fun activities, we also attended Church and school. I remember as
an end of ‘school’ treat, we were allowed to visit the ship’s bridge. My youngest sister had

fifth birthday on board, so there was a special birthday party for all the children - her

name is printed on the list inside the menu.

Every day the children were given ice cream cones, this was a very special treat. We all
norary member of the Ancient

enjoyed the swimming pools and I got a certificate as an ho
Order of Salt Water Pollywogs because I learnt to swim on board.

Perth was the first port to see migrants leave Orontes. Then more people left at Adelaide
and Melbourne. Our final stage of our wonderful voyage was Sydney. Entering the har-

bour I can still vividly remember seeing all the little red-tiled roofs of the houses and the

leafy green trees. The sun was shining brightly on a warm March day, the brilliant vast
blue sky overhead, and the water of the harbour sparkled. The city skyline and the

Sydney Harbour Bridge, with its imposing magnificence welcomed us.

This was our new home land, Australia.







Nanny and grai}dad in the chaos
Hadn’t tlme to t};n;ak

Too much about the mgmﬁmag
Of the trip we were upon the br

Perhaps it was just as well
So all of us could cope %
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Not get too sad or dwell

To a place of m : -
A chance to liave & 500d fime
And enjoy lots of leisure
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