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It was the greatest thrill for me, a fantastic achievement to have flown the Spitfire and
Hurricane with the Air Force. This was something that would not have entered my head
at the beginning of the war and to add to this my war service incurred some memorable
traveling, even a couple of Luftwaffe sponsored flights.

The year 1939 was a mixture, the 4th Division Army Service Corps (pre war militia) had
been mobilized in September and encamped at Mornington Racecourse, I was a truck
driver, whilst there I applied for and was accepted by the RAAF as trainee air crew, the
next step was initial training at Somers.
Passing the initial training exams, I volunteered to take part in the new scheme of Empire
Air Training, introduced because Australia just did not have the aircraft and instructors in
the numbers necessary to train the influx. The RAAF managed to create this scheme of
decentralized training, and in my case, our squad was posted to Southern Rhodesia (now
Zimbabwe) in the middle of Africa, other Aussies went to Canada.
So with great excitement in January 1940 we embarked on the "Ceramic" from Port
Melbourne. I would say that 99.9% of the draft had never had sea voyage, other than
perhaps a day trip on the old Weeroona to Sorrento and return.
We had the rank of Leading Aircraftsman, (LAC equivalent to Corporal) but on this ship
we traveled as First Class passengers. The ship was typical of the times, comfortable not
lavishly furnished, we had four be11hcabins, excellent meals, no doubt there were more
expensive cabins on the ship.
We sailed across the Indian Ocean, en route to Durban South Africa. Apai1 from PT, first
thing in the morning we had no real duties, a submarine watch was maintained but at that
time we had not heard of any U-boat activity in that region but German armed merchant
ships were on the loose.
The trip was
We lived in a holiday fashion enjoying the sea voyage.
Arriving at Durban our ship sailed into a magnificent harbour bordered by attractive city
buildings. Going ashore to see the exotic scenes of Africa was a fantastic experience for
me. I thought of Melbourne as a rather colourless comparison. We had no time to dally,
straight on to a train for the long rail trip to Bulawayo. From memory it was three days
two nights on the train. It was a most interesting journey, clickety clacking through the
African bush, (not stopping a Johannesburg, the only part we could see were great hills of
slag from the gold mines). Mile after mile of scrub and mopani trees listless under the hot
sun, with only the occasional halts for water for the huge steam engine, where handcrafts
made by the natives were displayed and bought by the "tourists".
Arriving at the city of Bulawayo, our draft was transported to the RAAF station called
Induna, (the elementary flying training school), and introduced to the famous Tiger Moth.
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Thornhill near Gwelo was the next move. I was posted here to train with Harvard SE
aircraft as opposed to the twin engine school using Anson aircraft. I always imagined
myself flying twins, and had a vague ambition to fly amphibious aircraft, but evidently
my instructor thought otherwise.
After weeks of exacting training the greatly anticipated "Wings" parade and postings
time arrived. It was September 1941 when our wings were pinned on to our puffed out
chests. We were the fortunate ones our numbers had decreased by failures and casualties.
The greatest for me was that two Australians and I received the honor of being
commissioned officers, there were several RAAF trainees commissioned as well, the
remainder of our draft of about forty remained as Sergeants.
A further bonus was that I was posted to the UK along with a bunch of the now sergeant
pilots, for the operational stage of our training. This was instead of being posted to the
Middle East, which was the usual pattern.
Now being an officer I was happy to receive the luxuries of the military system, officers
went first class the sergeants, tourist class. The draft entrained for Cape Town to embark
therefor England.
The journey to the Cape was another long distance trip, taking several days, but the train
itself was the famous Blue Train, and as far as I was concerned, luxurious. Arriving, I
found Cape Town a most attractive city. I was booked in to one of the best hotels. The
famous Table Mountain was a superb background ..As a matter of interest I took the
funicular car up to the top of the mountain on my 21 st bi1thday, which was the 27/9/41.
The view over the city and coast was magnificent.
We were only a few days there, before we embarked on the Christiaan Huygens, a Dutch
ship. The ship was returning to the UK having on board a motley passenger list of
Disabled British Seamen (DBS's) repatriates from the war in the Middle East and our
small draft. I was fo1tunate traveling as an officer, as there were only a few of us, and
consequently we were very comfmtable. One passenger was the famous Air Commodore
"Billy" Bishop a Canadian, he was an "ace" in the Ffrst World War. My companions
were billeted down below amongst all the other odd bods, they were not treated well. As
Sergeants they should have had better quarters, their treatment noticeable as we had been
treated so well ever since leaving Australia.
This voyage was a "loner". There was no comfortable protective screen of warships.
The ship set course to sail via the center of the Atlantic to lessen the risk of prowling U
Boats and German cruisers roaming the seas and sinking allied shipping. The ship was
headed for the port of Halifax, Canada.
The voyage was almost uneventful, apa1t form underlying tension of being attacked, the
dramatic moment arrived when some of the Dutch crew, supposedly Nazi sympathizers,
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mutinied, demanding the ship sail to Holland. This nasty incident was quickly controlled
by the ship's officers.
As far as I was concerned it was all over by the time I heard about the fracas.
At last after feeling we had been at sea for ages (it was probably only about two weeks)
the ship's master decided to go into dry dock situated in a city called St John, in the Bay
of Fudny, New Brunswick. The reason we were told, was a cracked cylinder of some
such heavy engineering job, I certainly did not mind, an opportunity to see a bit of
Canada.
We were dry docked there for about ten days; I thoroughly enjoyed the spell, meeting a
family who had a charming daughter. She introduced me to parties on a Canadian
Corvette, and the RCAF aerodrome, it was a case of "where is the war". Inevitably the
day came when the Christaan Huygens floated out of the dock and we set sail for Halifax,
which was" just around the corner".
Halifax. What a harbour. It was a miserable day, low dark cloud, constant drizzle, but
ships - ships everywhere, all shapes and sizes. This was where the great convoys were
assembled, holds crammed with food, munitions and personnel, preparing for the Battle
of the Atlantic for the desperate allied forces in the UK. It was a case of our ships versus
the dreaded U Boat.
There was no shore leave. One just leant on the rail and looked at the rain shrouded city
buildings, the scurrying of small boats ferrying officers to their ships, warships flashing
signal lights, flags fluttering, ordered confusion. The next pait of this sea trip was going
to be a bit hairy. The weather was foul, October in these paits was poor month for travel.
Our ship moved out and eased into our position in the convoy. The scene was a most
impressive site, breathtaking in fact. Ships, cargo, oil tankers, passenger, all shapes and
sizes, shepherded by destroyers and corvettes.
Now we meet the forbidding turbulent North Atlantic Ocean. It was snowing, the sky a
dark ominous grey, the seas are mountainous, ice is beginning to form on the rigging, the
bows heave and lunge into the foaming grey cold sea.
Then came a surprise. Wallowing out of the gloom we meet up with an enormous
American battleship esco1ted by destroyers. We were still in territorial waters. It wouldn't
offend Hitler's Germany, so the Yanks were able to gain a bit of experience. I have
forgotten how many days we were at sea. I can vividly remember the site of the tiny
corvettes almost disappearing in a smother of foam as they plowed through the enormous
waves. My sympathies were for the sailors.
Lifeboat drill was taken very seriously, paiticularly against a background of the sounds of
depth charging. Life jackets were carried at all times, some of the blokes would not go
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below to their cabins, preferred to sleep in the lounge. Personally I like my comfort. The
cabin was for me.
At long last we sailed in to the harbour at Liverpool, not a ship lost, the expe1ts
maintained the rough and turbulent sea may have caused the U Boats to stay deep,
whatever reason, we were lucky.
The city of Liverpool huddled under grey rain-filled clouds, hanging over the blackened
and broken buildings. It was a depressing sight, my first glimpse of England and German
bomb damage.
Our small draft was immediately embarked• onto a train to London, an exciting prospect.
It was dark when we were booked into the Strand Palace Hotel (to us a luxury, a whole
room to oneself, glamorous dining room, attractive ladies), after weeks cramped up in
cabins. After our first "ration meal" full of adventure we left the bright lights and went
outside to see the sights, but a complete blackout found us stumbling over gutters
wandering aimlessly, I think we found our way to some basement 'night club'. The first
thing after a breakfast of egg powder and strange sausages, we now realized what the
Brits had been going through, food wise. We had been enjoying slap-up meals since
leaving Melbourne.
We entrained for Bournemouth on the south coast, the RAAF had set up a Personal
Reception Centre, utilizing the Anglo Swiss Hotel. We were settled in there to await
posting orders.
After a few days my posting was received, I was off to No 57 OTU (Operational Training
Unit) Hawarden in Notth Wales. This was a Spitfire training unit flying the Mk I and Mk
2.
I had Christmas 1941 there, and I was posted to No 234 Squadron, lbsley Hampshire.
This squadron was operating in that section of UK called 10 group flying Spit S's. It
covered Portsmouth Southampton piece of country, 11 Group was the plum group they
had London to protect.
At that time I was the only Aussie on the squadron and after proving I could chase the
· Flight Commander around the sky in a mock dogfight, I became "one of them". It was a
great squadron, the air crew were real friends, the air field situated in the English
countryside, our mess was an oldish thatched roofed building.
I was very happy there but it must have been around March when I was called in to see
the CO who advised me I had been posted to the Middle East, with another Spitfire
squadron. I was bitterly disappointed after having settled in to be dragged out. I could not
refuse the posting because according to the orders it was a " group" posting obviously
some paper pusher in RAAF. HQ's discovered I had trained in Rhodesia, so "send him
back to Africa". Typical headquaiters thinking.
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So once more I pack my gear the WAAF driver calls with the ubiquitous Hillman Minx
and drives me to the railway station. My orders were to report to No 134 Squadron,
temporarily stationed at Bagington, near Coventry.
Arriving there after another tedious rail journey, I meet my new CO. S/Ldr Hartley and
being introduced to my new flying companions they turned out to be a rather crazy
bunch, all good types, they had recently returned from flying Hurricanes in Russia.
It was only a matter of a day or two and we were off again. (Another train trip to an
unknown destination). The organization was incredible, 134 was one of the three
squadrons of Spits, being moved complete with all the ground crew. Three squadrons
equaled a Wing.
As was to be expected, the train journey of what should have been a few hours, took all
night and half the day, due to constant stops because of air raid alarms. Eventually we
crawled in to Liverpool and very smaitly embarked on a smallish passenger liner, the
"Rangitata". The whole operation of the transfer from train to ship was extremely
efficient, the Brits had had plenty of practice.
Early the following morning I was on deck, our ship was being shepherded in to the
convoy pattern. Ships were everywhere - big ex liners, freighters, tankers and surrounded
by corvettes destroyers and we had a couple of cruisers, which was a very satisfying
sight.
Flashing signals, masthead flags fluttering we formed up and set course for Africa.
This was an extremely large convoy. In 1942 the war in No1th Africa had been a see saw
battle, we chased Italians. Then to stiffen the Italians the Afika Korps arrived and chased
th
the 8 army almost to Alexandria. So the allied forces were desperate for reinforcements.
Our convoy sailed on, seemingly scattered over a huge expanse of ocean. As passengers
we had little to do, the occasional turn at orderly officer, so ship watching was a bit of an
occupation. There was a very large liner traveling parallel tour ship and to our delight we
caught sight of WRNS contingent on board, binoculars were at a premium. Sailirig
southwards the African coast lay to the west, day after day the destroyers were kept busy
dashing around, with frequent thumps of depth charges audible. This stretch of sea was
one of the U Boats hunting grounds. Again lifeboat drill was taken very seriously,
lifejackets were carried at all times.
The convoy made one stop, Freetown, there was no shore leave. We hung over the rail
and breathed the earth scent of Africa, whatever the reason the convoy was quickly on its
way.
The days passed, the weather was good, with plenty of sunshine, the lunch time pink gins
were very popular. Needless to say, we the passengers had no idea of our position until
morning the convoy changed course to round the Cape. We suddenly heard explosions,
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and rushing to our port side we were shocked to see three of our freighters in process of
sinking, the one nearest our ship was heeling over, with the deck and equipment sliding
off a horrifying sight.
Immediately, the convoy must have orders from the Commodore and our convoy split.
As it turned out half steamed for Cape Town and our half set off for Durban, the ship
vibrating as the convoy inc1;easedspeed.
We thanked our lucky stars, the thought of one of the liners crammed with troops being
hit was too mind blowing for words.
Our half section of the convoy sailed on with no further excitement. The thought of
another visit to Durban was a very pleasant prospect, having had a brief glimpse of the
city on our way to Rhodesia.
The Rangitata glided into the dock, it is a beautiful harbour, imposing buildings line the
waterfront, the sun was shining and everything looked so cheerful and colourful
compared to the belt tightening and black out of Great Britain.
The big surprise was that we were off loaded and transported to a transit camp at
Clairewood about ten miles from the city.
We found rows of tents, the temporary home for thousands of troops waiting fmther
transport. Not a pretty place, but for us it was a great oppmtunity to enjoy the pleasures
of Durban, looking around pubs and the sight of all the beautiful girls.
We had put up with this for about two weeks, when out of the blue orders to move. There
was no messing around, we were transported to the dock to be confronted by an
enormous liner.
The Mauretania, she was one of the luxury liners traveling Southampton - New York
before the war.
The activity was tremendous. As cranes loaded heavy equipment, we were marched on
board, allocated cabins and what had probably been a twin berth now we had twelve
officers. Extra steel bunks were bolted to the walls.
We were the privileged, the thousands of troops were packed in everywhere on deck and
crammed below decks. It was no picnic for them.
The turn around was incredibly fast. On deck early we were well out to sea. We
privileged characters had the boat deck and to my surprise and delight noticed a group of
WRENS enjoying the morning.
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It turned out that these were the girls on the liner we had seen in the convoy. There were
about eighty in the contingent, all technical types, signals, codes and so on, they were a
terrific bunch.
This ex luxury ship set off alone for Suez. It had the speed which we all hoped was faster
than some enemy war ship and it took little time for the white uniforms of the WRENS
and the khaki of the airforce types to mingle. The Grand Salon still hung onto vestiges of
opulence and was a great party spot. It was in this setting that I met my future wife.
Sitting on the deck during the day until the sun was too hot we then passed inside to the
air conditioned salon. The WRENS were allowed to dine in the officer's mess - so we
enjoyed their company in the evening, of course the girls were severely chaperoned.
Their few officers would keep a very sharp eye on their "girls".

It was a fast trip I've forgotten how many days, maybe five. Anyhow the day came when
we left the blazing hot Red Sea and sailed into Port Suez. I only saw the place from the
towering decks of the ship and I was not impressed with my first sight of the romantic
land of Egypt. No time wasted, the thousands of troops marched off, I had to say farewell
to Irene, my newly found friend, not knowing how or when we should meet again.
For 134 Squadron, it was a great disappointment to find we were dumped in some remote
patch of dese1t, under canvas. No aeroplanes - nothing, perhaps the aircraft had sunk
with the lost freighters.
Our CO S/Ldr Hartley was furious and stormed off to stir the headquarters staff. We all
sat around being introduced to the millions of flies, the heat and sand everywhere. No
refrigerators, food and oily mess and chlorinated "hot" water to drink.
The boss returned with the news that 134 would now become 213 Squadron, flying
Hurricanes. Because I had no Hurricane time I was then dumped into another transit
camp in Cairo.
I was not happy about that. The camp was full of odd bods .... All waiting for a posting to
some operational squadron, I felt that if one was not careful you would be lost forever.
I'm sure the HQ staff hadn't a clue who was in the dump.
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Part Two - Middle East
Languishing in this crowded tent city, I was pleased to run into a friend, Paul Brickhill.
We had traveled together on the Rangitata. He was another stray Spit pilot. His squadron
had also been used as replacement aircrew so we could commiserate with each other. On
the bright side, whilst stuck in this unpleasant place, I found out the majority of WRENS
had been packed off back to Suez, because the situation was quite dicy with Rommel and
his Africa Korps lined up only about sixty miles from Alexandria. However Irene being
one of the Navy coders had been transferred to Ismalia a small town on the Suez Canal.
As this town was only about fifty miles from Cairo, I hitchhiked to the place and we
reunited. I managed this trick a few times, until, after about two weeks in the dump my ex
CO, C/1 Hartley breezed in and without further todo raced me off to an airfield called
Kasfareet, where the squadron was camped. This was my first sight of a Middle East
airfield, tents scattered around a desolate expanse of sand, but at least there were some
aircraft. Carefully dispersed around the encampment were twelve Hurricane 2's looking
very shabby and worn, a far cry from the Spits I left in England.
I had not flown a Hurricane, the flight commander casually leaning over to me in the
cockpit said, "Ron, there's the controls, flaps, throttle, undercarriage, she's all yours."
That was my introduction to the tired old Hurris.
So this was 213 Squadron, after a few days familiarization training we moved up to the
line. LG92 was the name of our piece of dese1t, the landing ground was practically on the
Cairo Alex road. The Hurris were so clapped out the squadron was only capable of
ground staffing, patrols and convoy patrol.
Our new General "Monty" arrived and began boosting the moral. The Africa Korps were
held, obviously they were building up supplies for a big push, but Monty was there to
forestall that trick.
Towards the end of October 1942, the battle of Alamein commenced, the 8th Army let
loose a colossal artillery barrage and the fight was on.
The army advanced, and we followed, doing our little bit. We set up temporarily at a flat
expanse of sand, maybe it was called El Adem. The first operation from there was my
last. Twelve Hurris with long range tanks took off for a low level strafing attack deep
behind the German lines, I think the dot on the map was called El Aghelia.
Four aircraft were shot down including myself and on being captured hearing I remember
those fateful words "for you the war is over".
A completely new and unwanted part of my war service began. Picked up by members of
the Africa Korps, bundled off in an army truck to their rear HQs, the shock and
humiliation temporarily blanketing the mind as to the future.

It was a relief in a way, when pushed into a guarded tent, to find one of my fellow pilots
who had crash landed as well, at least we could pour out our troubles.
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The realization that one no longer had any control of their personal life your every
movement dictated by a guard was devastating.
The morning after being captured we were driven to a landing ground on which stood a
large four engined transport plane - a Pock Wulfe Kondor. It had unloaded supplies, and
was loading German repats, and us! Our visions of a prison camp in Africa and being
released vanished.
The aircraft took off and it was a hemt wrenching sight to see the coast of Africa sliding
away particularly for me because Irene and I were married in October.
As far as we could tell we were on our way to Italy. Hour after hour we droned on over
the Mediterranean. One piece of excitement, the Germans must have seen an allied
aircraft from Malta, causing a diversion, and a minor panic.
It was late afternoon when through the ports we could see the coast ofltaly. The aircraft
had commenced its approach when suddenly all four engines cut out. The sudden silence
was an extreme shock, were we going to plunge into the sea? Was this to be the end? I
give full marks to the Luftwaffe pilot, he managed to hold the descent of that huge
aircraft and dragged it over the beach and crash-landed. It was dark by this time, the
thunderous noise of crumpling and breaking up of the fuselage, my friend and I were too
stunned to realize to how bloody lucky we were to walk away from the mess. Fortunately
there was no fire because of the dry fuel tanks.

Our miserable, harrowing journey continues. After two hungry, boring weeks locked up
in a room on an Italian aerodrome the Germans resumed control. We were marched off to
the airpmt, bundled into a JU52 (the German workhorse, like our Dak) and took off for
the Fatherland.
Our guard was delighted, he was going home. To us it was the end of the world. We had
no idea what was going to happen, and at that time the war was decidedly in the balance.

It was so terribly frustrating in my mind continually whirling around "how was my
wife?" "How can I communicate?" the future was one big question mark.
After a long flight, which took us the length ofltaly flying over the Alps, the aircraft
landed at Munich. By this time it was dark, and furthermore freezing cold, with snow on
the ground and we clothed in tropical gear. At least the Germans had the decency to give
us an old gray coat to wear. Now another train trip to Frankfurt, to the Interrogation
centre, called Du lag Luft to endure a couple of weeks solitary confinement, interrogation,
hunger and humiliation.
Transferred to the barracks containing the airforce POWs waiting transpmt to prison
camps.
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Another journey by train to Sagan, (about halfway between Berlin and Warsaw), and the
straggling march of about fifty air force officers, clad in various pieces of uniform.
Arriving at the barbed wire gates, over shadowed by towers with machine guns, rifle
toting guards and unfriendly dogs. This was Stalag Luft 111.
The whole scene was gray. Gray sand, gray sky, cold the only relief was from the other
side of the gates, hundreds of officers gathered to meet the "new boys", ribald remarks,
greetings as some recognized friends and cries of "how is the war going?"
Ushered into this huge cage, wooden barrack blocks in rows, finger printed
photographed, documented and at last let loose amongst our fellow prisoners.
Dreary, hungry days and nights dragged on Christmas 1942, then 1943 then 1944 all
passed in forced humour and disguised misery. In January 1945 it was obvious the war
was rapidly coming to a climax. The enormous Russian advance was on the outskirts of
Warsaw, which really was not that far from Stalag Luft 111 that, by this time the three
camps would have totaled about 4000 POWs.
Towards the end of January about midnight, it is winter, snow and ice on the ground and
we heard shouts and thumping of armed guards telling us to evacuate immediately. We
took what we could wear or carry, the few Red Cross food parcels in store were shared
out, so we walked through those horrible gates, with very confused thoughts - what next?
The march soon became a shambles, all those feet tramping along the country road soon
created a slosh, loads were lightened, things thrown away, and nobody seemed to know
what the hell was going on. The German Officers in charge were obviously more that a
little panicked because of the rapidly advancing Russians, the guards weren't much better
off than the prisoners.
For me the march was just a matter of putting one foot in front of the other, there was no
organized food or water, heaps of snow lined the churned up track, even if we could there
was nowhere to sit and rest the weary legs.
The remainder of that night and for most of the following day we trudged, until we
arrived at a dese1ted factory and the POWs were allowed to rest. Food and water was a
problem, my small group of roommates had all split up, the few tins of food went with
them. I was extremely hungry, my coat pockets had a few raisins and lump sugar. This
kept me going. That little town was named Spremberg. I think we may have spent
another day there, anyway it was a case of "march".
The second pa1t of the forced march ended in a large town called Halle. My mind must
have switched off because I have no recollection of lurching along this section, it must
have been a hundred miles plus. I woke up to find myself with all the other kriegies lined
up at the soup kitchen, which was organized by a Panzer group. That soup was
marvelous. No chance of a rest, we were marched off to a waiting train. The line up of
well used cattle trucks looked ominous, no carriages, (no dining car). Knowing the use of
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our captors made of human cattle but we had no choice, we were jammed into these
boxes, standing room only, the doors slammed shut pitch dark and off we went, no idea
as to destination or what the Germans were going to do.
We stood in the pitch black interior more or less leaning on each other hour after hour.
There were a couple of stops for a breath of air and any nature call. Eventually after what
seemed like weeks, the train clanked to a halt, the doors thrown open and the usual call of
"Raus raus" and we stumbled out into daylight. The straggling line of weary and very
hungry Kriegies crawled into the next offering of accommodation. It turned out to be a
deserted POW camp. Called Marlag Milag Nord, evidently Navy prisoners had been
imprisoned in the place. At least our captors had provided barrack blocks, but the food
situation was grim, it was some days before we were given a ration of bread, I doubt
whether the German guards were receiving much better rations.
We were situated just North-East of Bremen, the allied armies were advancing from the
West, our hopes for release soon were high.
About February our optimism was dashed, the Germans ordered us to evacuate the camp.
Who knows where it will end. The thought of more shambling along roads, with the
strong possibility of straffing by our aircraft (it did happen) was too much for me, several
of us hid in the camp, there was so much confusion we were not missed. All is strangely
quiet. We walked out on to the road and automatically headed west. We had nothing,
only what we stood up in, vague hopes of being "saved" by the army. In fact the very real
danger was of being shot by the Hitler Jugend who were running wild. We had not
walked a mile, when a German naval officer who was extremely comteous picked us up.
He escorted us to a very strange Civil Internee Camp, "for our safety". The war raged
over our heads, thankfully on about the 26th April we few officers were released by the
British Army, immediately transported back to their rear headquarters.
By truck to Brussels, a night stop and the following morning we boarded a Lancaster and
were flown to an airfield in England.
Re united with my wife, rest and recuperation for a few months in England then orders to
return to Australia. My wife would follow a few months later.
About August 1945.
Homeward bound, once again the pmt of Liverpool bids me farewell. Our ship was the
Orion and was packed to the funnels with repatriated Aussies,' we were the fortunate
ones, thousands of our young airmen were left behind forever.
It was quite a change for me, no convoy, no warships, it was hard to believe the war in

Europe was over. We sailed across the Atlantic to the famous Panama Canal, passing
though this tremendous example of engineering to the Pacific Ocean. We would head for
New Zealand, but as the Japanese war was still active, the ship was blackened out at
night. We were not far from Kiwi land when the Japs packed in, and the whole ghastly
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was over. A stop in Wellington to off load the New Zealanders, then we sailed on to
Melbourne to a great reception.

