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    Explanatory Notes

    To Timothy, Dianne, and Michelle,

    Throughout most of these letters there will be names of people unknown to you. However, there are a few people mentioned in the early pages who are, in fact, your relations even though a couple of generations back, which may be of interest to you. Those mentioned in later letters were mostly unknown to Nanna and Puppa and were described in the text anyway.

    Chapter 1, page 1

    
      	Gordon Tye
 – 	Frankston identity

      	Bill Hanton
 – 	Friend of family for whom I worked in their pharmacy at Frankston – later married Mary; father of Shirley (mentioned later).

      	Kel
 – 	Kelly Wise – cousin of your Grandfather Grewar – their mothers were sisters.

      	Ellen
 – 	Sister of Kel

      	Gwlad & Dulce
 – 	Ellen’s daughters.

      	Bepsie
 – 	Kel’s French wife – real name Berthe (pronounced Bear-t).
      	Rube, Ethel
 – 	Kel’s sisters.

      	Jean Bell
 – 	Friend of Ethel

      	Kathleen Drury
 – 	Kel’s neice (not sure which of Kel’s sisters was her mother).

      	Peter Drury
 – 	Kathleen’s husband. (Parents of Ann – mentioned later in London.)

      	Rita Burrows
 – 	Friend from Darwin with whom I travelled to UK. You have all met Rita.

      	Mary & Don Cole
 – 	Old friends from Darwin – then living in Sydney.
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  Getting There


  ‘Fair Sky’


  3rd May l959


  Dear Family,


  To begin at the beginning – when we sailed out from the wharf, Melbourne looked quite attractive with all the coloured lights around the Bay. The first sitting of dinner commenced immediately, so after a short farewell look at the Bay I decided to go back to the cabin and get myself organised for the second sitting. I won’t go into details of how many stairs I went up and down before I finally found my dining room! What put me off for quite a time was the fact that the stairway to my deck goes down through one of the dining rooms. Each time I came to the dining room I thought I had made a mistake and, instead of pressing on regardless, I slunk back up and tried again. Talk about Bruce and the Spider. However, I finally took a deep breath and burst through that dining room to find the way to mine. I have since discovered that it is the only way down to our cabin.


  Sitting at my table was a woman of past middle age who, from all accounts, has travelled several times before, and two Danes. One is returning to Copenhagen for a holiday and the other for good. All quite congenial, but not overly talkative. After dinner I went up to the dance in the Grand Social Lounge and sat feeling most conspicuous, as though I was in a ‘pick-up’ lounge. However, I realised there were obviously others all doing the same thing and after a while a foreign chap asked me to dance, then another later on, and then Gordon T. caught sight of me and came and joined me, offering to buy me a drink. Although Gordon is not perhaps my type, whatever that is, he has proved to be quite congenial company and certainly has helped when it comes to dancing. He is very polite and does all the right things, so I was quite pleased to have someone to talk to. As the dancing goes on until midnight every night, I set my alarm for 6am and watched us come through the Sydney heads from my porthole.


  A huge crowd left the ship at Sydney and of course hundreds got on. I believe a lot more are joining the ship at Brisbane and some more are getting off. Most of the English migrants seemed to leave at Sydney and most of the children seem to have gone too. Rita came on board here with Mary and her two children to see her off. Don couldn’t come as he had the ‘flu. Rita too had not been well for about a week. Mary also had four others with her, including another Darwin lass, so we had quite a cheery farewell. There were hundreds to see the ship off but oh, they made a mess. There were broken beer bottles in swimming pool and it looked awful. However, the deck hands got busy immediately we pulled away and soon got our floating home ship-shape. There’s no doubt about it, they keep it clean. All day there are chaps wandering round with a broom and shovel to snap up any stray butts or matches or bits of paper which have been dropped.


  We are having perfect sailing weather still. Neither of us are showing any signs of seasickness, but I can’t imagine anyone being sick when it’s as calm as this. The air conditioning is wonderful and the cabins are very cool and comfortable. We had a cup of coffee and a cheese roll after leaving Sydney and it was 11pm by the time we went into the dancing. Even so we had a couple of turns on the floor with different chaps, I think nearly all of them foreign. There’s no doubt they are certainly more friendly than the Aussies when it comes to dancing. Quite a lot of them seem to be going back home, either for good or for a holiday and not all were assisted out either. Well folks, I must away and get ready for dinner.  I’ll post this in Brisbane, but after that there will be a long break before the next mail.


  All my love. Kathie.


  


  ‘Fair Sky’


  5th May l959


  Dear Family,


  First of all, I hope your birthday was a very happy one Mother and I hope the Cable was understandable. I am so sorry about missing the post in Brisbane. I can only put it down to the lazy, carefree shipboard life playing up with my powers of concentration. I knew that I had mail to post there, but unfortunately I didn’t have any airmail stamps and it was a public holiday. That was the last I thought of it until I was sailing down the Brisbane River. I rushed down to see if the Pilot could take it for me, but of course he doesn’t get off until Thursday Island. At least that isn’t quite as bad as Singapore. As you may imagine we reach Thursday Island on Thursday!


  We are all together now of course and the other two lasses in our cabin are particularly nice. They are very bright and we’re having lots of laughs – especially last night when we were entertained by a very amusing Irishman who calls himself Jungle Jim. He insisted that we should celebrate leaving Australia and even presented me with a huge sheath of flowers which belonged to someone else! Lots of flowers are delivered to the ship and they are all put together in one of the dining rooms. He just borrowed one for an hour or so, returning it later. The swimming pool opened today and the weather is improving each day.


  Cheerio for now, love to all. Kathie.


  


  12th May l959


  Dear Family,


  Whacko, we are reaching Singapore at 5pm on Wednesday so that means we can see it by night as well as day. We are having a most enjoyable trip. Just imagine me spending almost all day, every day in bathers, either swimming, or perhaps more accurately dipping in the pool, or playing deck tennis or table tennis or simply just sitting in the sun reading or chatting. That is a fairly accurate picture of how we are spending our time. The last two days we have been passing the Indonesian islands between Timor and Java.  Quite a number of them have either extinct, dormant, or even a few active volcanoes – it’s amazing to see them rise straight up out of the sea. We were terribly lucky as yesterday was perfect, with blue sky and lovely white clouds gathering around the tops of the volcanoes. One even looked remarkably like the mushroom formation of an atom bomb explosion.


  Life never seems to get dull on board – each day I seem to meet someone new. Two nights ago I caught up with Chris R. He says he has been working his way down the list of names he was given and mine was the next in line. With 1,300 passengers it’s small wonder you can easily not meet someone. As a matter of fact I met Chris through one of his cabin mates, an Italian lad from Venice who we met through one of the Malayan Chinese boys we have met, and so it goes on. Joan and I usually spend our evenings dancing. Rita and Wendy are not so keen on dancing and either go to the pictures or, after a coffee and liqueur, wander off to bed and read, or perhaps look at someone’s slides or something. Joan and I, however, have lots of fun. We have by this time quite a few friends and so we don’t have to sit looking like a couple of wallflowers.


  The other night we met a New Zealand lass who has had one trip before and who picked strawberries in Sweden and also had 11 weeks on board a Norwegian luxury cruiser which went north to Russia and all through the Fjords up the coast of Norway. She and her friend were stewardesses and seemed to have a wonderful experience. They had several days in Russia and went to quite a few places. Then yesterday, while having morning coffee, Joan and I met another English woman who, like Joan, has married an Australian chap and has spent most of her time in Australia in the outback and absolutely loves it. She is also travelling without her husband to visit her father and brother. Today while I was ironing I talked with a Maori lass. I had previously heard her telling someone else she is more than three-parts Maori. She is a particularly nice person who is married to an Austrian chap and they are taking a trip back to Austria to meet his family.


  Yesterday, while I was swimming, I spotted a lass using a small portable typewriter so I asked her if she would tell me the name of it. She explained it wasn’t hers but she was trying it out. We got chatting of course and she turned out to be the Immigration Officer on board. She has done three trips already and I think she said she would probably be with the ship for about 12 months in all. I don’t know her surname but her Christian name is Mary. Surnames are usually overlooked on board – it’s just too hard to cope with so many. She told me the Chief Purser has a very good portable typewriter and that I should ask him if I could have a look at it and where to buy one, so I may get a little advice from that quarter, which should be helpful.


  We have decided to do a trip by car from Suez to Cairo then on to Port Said where we rejoin the ship. It means we actually miss the Canal, but Mary assures me it is a must, as the Canal is not all that interesting and you see some of the same type of land on this trip. You also see the Sphinx and Pyramids which of course you don’t via the Canal.


  Just to keep me from getting too carried away with this shipboard life, I got a very sore throat about a week ago and now have a bit of a cold, although it hasn’t worried me much. Evidently a huge number have had a ‘flu wog, ranging from sore throats to a typical aching body ‘flu. My other ‘complaint’ is a swollen left ankle and shin. A couple of nights ago it was raining and, as I stepped over the 6" high strip of wood with a metal top to it across the doorway, either the floor was wet or my shoe was and I slid. I managed to save myself by clutching on to my dancing partner, who I had just met, but I hit my other leg on this step affair. I could hardly speak for a minute and it hurt when I put it down on the floor,  It went away in a minute or two, but of course the next day it was swollen and bruised and it still is. You may gather though it isn’t too bad, when I can still play sports on it, although that is probably the reason why it’s taking quite a while to subside.


  I don’t know if I mentioned that Rita and I are sitting with a very likeable couple and we have lots of fun with them at meal times. He is a spec builder and they have been on a couple of trips before. Because she was a long way from her family and we were from ours, Rita and I gave her a pack of cards for Mothers’ Day. I wrapped it up and put a white chrysanthemum out of a vase from one of the dining rooms on top. She was very thrilled with our gift, as I thought she might be.


  The food has improved quite a lot since we left Australia. Their ice-cream is delicious with lots of interesting flavours. They haven’t started the Deck Sports Competition yet but today they are having Trap Shooting of all things. They are also organising a Ships Concert and have called for all those who have any ‘talent’. I think there is probably quite a lot available as we have many Continental people on board.  I have almost decided to buy a transistor radio. When I hear people using them on board, I realise it could be most useful and good company at times.


  Well folks, there isn’t really much news. The activities don’t vary much and we get most of our enjoyment out of the people we are meeting. After Singapore we should have a little more of interest. I do hope you had a happy Mothers’ day Mother. Do give my love to Nan, Les and the kiddies. Tell Mrs D. I am very happy with the ship – it has been unbelievably calm all the way so far.


  Cheerio for now – all my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  16th May l959


  Dear Family,


  Well what wonderful news – a TV set eh? From all accounts a very snazzy job too! That must have been quite an exciting birthday present, Mother. I do hope my mail wasn’t too long in arriving. Speaking of mail Mother, thank you for your letters at each port. We really look forward to them after a spell at sea. I hope I can keep this legible – it is absolutely blowing a gale today. It’s not raining, but the old girl is going up and down like a huge seesaw. One minute the deck comes to meet you and the next it is running away from you. There are quite a few seasick today, but as yet yours truly is thoroughly enjoying it. I washed my hair after lunch and have been lying along a seat out in the wind. It was just like being under an enormous hair dryer and did the job nicely. Each day between 5pm and 6pm the orchestra gives a concert and they have just commenced for today, so I have music while I am writing.


  Of course when I last wrote we were approaching Singapore. Well, what a fantastic place that turned out to be! We were all very disappointed we only had such a short time there – it was all so rushed. There was quite a lot of feverish excitement and lots of people rushing madly about preparing for Singapore. It’s funny to see everyone snap out of the lethargy which seems to overcome everybody while at sea. It’s quite the natural thing to see sleeping bods all over the place, especially in the more comfortable lounges and of course the deck chairs.


  The first sign of the mad panic which we were heading for was the collecting of our mail. It is sorted out into slots for each initial and everyone collects their own. Well, you can just picture the pandemonium with everyone trying to get theirs at once! Then we had to have our passports stamped before we disembarked. When they arrive in Singapore, the ships have to drop anchor in what they call the “Sea Roads” and wait until a Pilot can come and take them in. To get tied up by nightfall they have to be in the Roads by 5pm at the latest. We made it by 4.30pm. It’s a lovely sight to look around this vast harbour with its little islands and peninsulas jutting out from the coastline and to see just hundreds of seagoing vessels of all shapes, sizes and nationalities lying at anchor. I believe Singapore is one of the busiest ports in the world and, after seeing it, I can well imagine that is true.


  When we finally sorted ourselves out we went ashore. We had hardly set foot on shore when a station wagon drew up and out sprang a very cheerful character calling out “Welcome to Singapore!” It certainly made us feel welcome. It wasn’t anybody we knew, but turned out to be two English Army officers and the mother of one of them. We chatted to them for a few moments and they mentioned a couple of places to try for a good Chinese tea. They also suggested we should head straight for Raffles Hotel and sort out our bearings from there – which we set off to do.


  When we reached the wharf gates we were absolutely swamped by offers of “Taxi Ma-am?”, “Taxi Lady?” etc., all wanting to charge us £1 for the trip which we had already been told should only be about 5/-. After getting in and out of about three taxis and being pursued around several others, I found one who offered to take us there for two dollars which is roughly 6/-. My what a hair-raising ride that was. The driver seemed to only have one speed which was flat out, with thumb on horn, beep-beeping everyone who dared to come across our path. I’m sure we almost grazed trishaws by the dozen on the way in. Trishaws are bicycle affairs with sidecar attached, most of which carry two passengers, although on one of our trips back to the ship we passed one carrying a fat Chinese and a huge pile of laundry. The poor old cyclist was peddling for dear life. Our first job on arrival at our destination was to pay off the driver. We offered to go into the hotel to change our Australian money for Straits dollars, but he finally took 8/- Australian and called it quits. We were quite pleased really as, when we compared notes with others, most of them seemed to pay at least 10/- or more.


  One unusual feature of Singapore, to us anyway, was the huge deep gutters along the edge of the so-called footpaths. One could easily take a nasty tumble into them, but I understand they are very necessary to cope with the floodwaters of the tropical downpours they get from time to time. On our way to the Cathay Hotel, which houses the Cathay Cafe, we got a small impression of the extreme mixture of life there is in Singapore – all sorts of people from the poorest to the richest. Likewise the buildings; some just a shambles of disreputable stone and woodwork, while others are magnificent architecture. However, I must say the overpowering impression I got while walking the streets was squalor and poor living. Still, we saw yet another side of it when we finally reached the Cathay. A much better type of person altogether and the atmosphere in the place was terrific. The Malaysian orchestra was a pleasure to listen to and so were the two Chinese girls who sang; one with a croonette’s voice who sang all the latest popular songs in English and the other with a soprano voice who sang in Chinese (or Malayan, I wouldn’t know which).


  As we were five girls together, we had to wait quite a while for a table, but in the meantime we sat at a bar at one end of the room and sipped a beer. We spotted another party from the ship and as it happened they were leaving after they had eaten, so we took their seats. We were wishing we had organised ourselves some male escorts as it seemed a crime to have that lovely music and floor space and not be able to make use of it. We had a wonderful meal though, eaten with chopsticks out of bowls. They also had a couple from Hong Kong who did balancing feats and the husband did a couple of turns with fire rings. At the end of our meal we were presented with hot steaming face washers, passed to us with silver tongs from a silver bowl, to wipe our fingers and mouth. We noticed quite a few of the menfolk giving their whole face a good old scrub as they had evidently got hot while dancing.


  After dinner we decided to have another short walk around to locate the Adelphi Hotel building where Lien Wah has his business. It turned out to be quite a long walk and in the end we were being pestered by about six trishaw chappies and three or four taxis wanting to take us back to the boat, so we finally succumbed and went back to the ship by taxi, to relax in bed. As we were quite happy with our taxi driver on the way home, we decided to book him for the next day. He met us at 8.30am and took us into town after a drive around the outskirts. Rita had managed to contact a friend of hers so she was well looked after.  The other four of us spent most of the rest of our time shopping.


  Golly you just should have seen Lien Wah’s shop. It was packed with people, and I have never seen such magnificent stock in such a small space. His is not a bargaining store but his prices seem very fair. I bought a Zeiss Ikon Contina III camera, with a telephoto and a wide-angle supplementary lens and flashgun. I haven’t worked out exactly what it cost to the penny, but the camera was $175. I think the price of my camera worked out at roughly £26-15-0A. I think it would be in the £50’s back home. Guess what, I also bought a transistor radio, which cost about £9A. It is called a Spica and is quite a neat little job, with earplug and aerial. The ship is just alive with transistor radios, cameras and binoculars now!


  We had rather a hectic drive back to the ship at Singapore as our driver insisted on taking us the long way round and we were running short of time. Still we made it, laden with parcels and glad to be back ‘home’ again. Whee! we are really rocking now. You should see the odd things the horizon is doing as I look through the windows, although as yet things aren’t flying around. I guess the rubber flooring and rubber feet on tables and chairs helps that a lot.


  Yesterday we had the Crossing of the Line Ceremony. We had actually crossed it just before Singapore but it just wasn’t feasible to hold the ceremony then. It was all done by some of the passengers and they really made it quite amusing. Last night we had the Equatorial dinner. It was also very enjoyable with wine provided free. We nearly always have a bottle of Chianti wine with our dinner at night. It is very palatable with the type of food we get, most of which is very good, but just the odd dish is not so hot. We had lobster and turkey on the menu last night.


  After dinner was the Equatorial Gala Dance. Most of the women put on their pretties and we had paper hats, streamers and paper balls which were thrown around with gay abandon while the dancing took place.  Joan and I were with Chris R. and Cesare M. (an Italian lad) and there were a couple of other Italian friends of their’s sitting with us. We had quite an enjoyable evening, although it was pretty hot dancing in the lounge. Rita and Wendy went to the pictures. I am only too happy to have Joan with me as we have lots of laughs together. She is a very bright, friendly person and we seem to hit it off. We finished up having a late supper with the boys and needless to say we were a bit exhausted today after our late night but it’s all part of the fun.  Well Mother, I think that’s about brought you up to date. Letter writing is very hard on board so I think I shall keep it down to a minimum.


  My love to you all as ever. Kathie.


  


  20th May 1959


  Dear Family,


  I will start this letter, although we are still about three days from Aden. I shall leave it open though, so that I can add any items of interest. The weather at present is not good. We are pitching up and down on the rough seas and the wind is terrific, sending salt spray everywhere. The main complaint about this sort of weather is that there is nothing much to do. All the deck sports are hopeless because of the weather, so one has to think of indoor occupations and alas, so many of the indoor lounges seem to be warm and so conducive to sleeping that reading is alright for a page of two and then it’s practically impossible to keep awake. This afternoon we may play cards of some sort for a change. I have just written a short note to Irene B. to tell her I shall be contacting her sometime. I certainly don’t want to be a nuisance, but I do hope she asks me out to see ‘Fox Hills’ – even for one day.


  Ceylon is quite an impressive island. We sailed very close to the shore around the southern point of the island and the actual harbour at Colombo is man-made. That is to say it is an area surrounded by a man-made breakwater which forms a large circular bay with two reasonably narrow openings, through which the ships have to manoeuvre. Only freighters tie up at the wharfs at Colombo, passenger ships have to anchor in the harbour. Everyone has to go ashore by motor launch at 6/- for the return trip. If you don’t get back to the wharf before 7pm you have to pay another 1/-! Mail sorting was pandemonium again, but you will be pleased to know I got your letter there, which you thought may miss me. Rita and I also got a combined effort from Helen and Cath. I forgot to mention Rita has a cousin who is meeting us in London so that will be a help.


  I enjoyed my day in Colombo. After we had scrambled onto the launch, we were dropped at the wharf which has Customs, Immigration, Money Exchange and Post Office all at your service. I posted some parcels there which will go sea-mail, so they may take about two weeks or so. As we were a couple of hours late arriving at Colombo, our luncheon at Mt Lavinia was postponed until 2pm. We boarded a bus and were taken straight out to the hotel for, as our guide said, “Your stomachs must be all pinching!” We had a most enjoyable lunch at the hotel – a typical hot Indian curry and rice being the main course. We also sampled the Ceylon Pale Ale which was quite palatable. It was a bit like our draft beer but lighter. There was a wedding reception about to take place as we were leaving the hotel. I saw some of the most beautiful women I have ever seen, wearing their gorgeous saris as only the dark-skinned beauties can. I did not buy one at Colombo, although I was sorely tempted. I may get one in Aden if I can find one I like cheap enough.


  Our guide was a funny little chap, terribly skinny, with slightly prominent teeth and sunken cheeks – but what he lacked in looks he made up for with a sense of humour. He spoke very good English, which is something that struck me about the Sinhalese in Colombo. Of course, there were children everywhere asking for money. One of the lurks of the older boys was to toss a flower (usually frangipani) through the bus window, a ‘custom’ I thought quite enchanting – until I realised it was always followed by the begging hand.


  I was wishing Dad had been with us after lunch for, when we came outside, who should be on the lawn but a native boy entertaining the folks with sleight of hand tricks. You know the sort with the pea under the cups, the string down the middle of two sticks etc. Of course, there was also the inevitable cobra in the basket. Some of the smoothest tricks I have seen. When he saw me produce my camera he gathered up his goods and ran after us saying “You want a good photo? I have cobra in bag!” So off we went to a small path at the side of the hotel where he produced the cobra for us and we took pictures. He also wanted to do some more tricks for us but we didn’t have time. We gave him a rupee for his efforts (2/- Aust.). Then, we were taken for another tour of the sights, which included an area called the Cinnamon Gardens – the ‘Toorak’ of Colombo. Lo and behold, we struck another Snake Charmer there, obviously strategically placed for the purpose of the tour. Personally I preferred our first boy.


  I did indulge in one extravagant purchase while shopping. I only hope I wasn’t taken in, but I am assured that I would have got good value at this store, which was sponsored by the Government. I bought a pair of Kashmir sapphire earrings. They are in the design of a scorpion with five tiny cornflower blue stones in each body. They cost me £10 Aust. and now I can’t wait to have them valued in England. I am told they would be worth £30 – so here’s hoping. They are small but most unusual. I certainly don’t intend to keep up that standard of purchase – but I couldn’t resist buying sapphires from the ‘home of sapphires’.


  After shopping we did a tour of a Buddhist temple, a sort of circular building which houses the many carvings and paintings depicting the life story of Buddha. I hope the photos I took inside come out, as the colouring and carving is very vivid and colourful. So are the Buddhist priests with their chocolate brown skin and their vivid yellow robes. We took photos of one small priest, a child of 11 years, with an angelic face, a beautiful smile and a closely shaven head. I would like to have brought him home with me. The temple guide told me they are allowed to become priests as soon as they know good from evil and right from wrong, depending a lot on the child itself. They decide for themselves if they wish to become priests, and once they do they give up everything for their belief.


  From the snatches of description given by the guide I gathered Buddhism, or rather the story and teachings of that religion, are quite similar to our Christianity. All through the temple there were small gifts left by worshippers, mostly small mats etc., made by children in schools. I didn’t really get a chance to examine them in my hand but they appeared to be made of either felt or scraps of material interwoven together – some were round, some square. In other places there were heads of flowers scattered on the figures. The image of Buddha is 24ft high. Whatever position they have him, be it standing, squatting or lying down, he is always built in the same proportion. This one was built and painted by local artists.


  I’m sorry about this bad writing but it is now a day later than when I started this letter and we are still going up and down like a bobbing cork. The night before last Cesare (who is now my constant companion) and I decided to go to bingo for a change as it was too rough for dancing and guess what – we both had a win – I won 10/- and he won 16/- and we only spent 3/- each for our cards. Last night we went to the pictures. It was quite good but, as we were a bit late, we were right near the back where it’s impossible to see the lower half of the screen. Needless to say we aren’t very keen on the pictures. I think we might try our luck at bingo again tonight. For the last two afternoons several of us have passed away the time playing cards.


  The orchestra is finding it quite difficult to give their afternoon concerts. Yesterday I could have thrown them overboard. They played selections from My Fair Lady and I don’t think they had ever seen the music before – they were terrible. The day before they were quite funny. Their music stands went flying and the drummer had to hang on to the piano to stop from falling. Several times the pianist finished his part standing up. They really put on quite a turn sometimes.


  It is now Saturday morning and I do hope this isn’t too disjointed. After spending about four or five days floating around in the south west monsoons, it is hard to believe there is such a thing as law and order in this world. Last night really was a beauty. I understand we are 106 miles off course because of the rough weather. You have no idea what it’s like – the wind is terrific. If you go out on deck, which of course you must do if you want to get some fresh air, you come back in covered with salt spray. My hair is just like barbed wire, but it seems pointless to wash it in this weather. Last night we went to bingo again and I had another win – so it will be my shout again for the Chianti at dinner! Poor Mr & Mrs M. have gone to bingo nearly every night while on board and they haven’t had a collect yet. Yet here I go and have a win on each of the only two nights I have been. I also sampled another side of the rough sea while we were having a drink during interval. Our glasses went skidding across the table and, although I managed to save one, the other went all over my arm, part of my skirt (nylon dress fortunately) and all over the floor. It was rather fun just to sit back and have one of the stewards clean up the mess, instead of having to worry about a carpet or anything like that.


  I decided today that when we reach the quiet waters of the Mediterranean I am going to pack as many of my things as possible, because I should hate to have to try to cope in seas like this and of course the Bay of Biscay could be just like this only colder. The Navigation Officer has just announced over the air that we should be out of the monsoon at 4pm today when we pass Cape Guardafui and our expected time of arrival at Aden Pilot Station is 2pm tomorrow (Sunday). Rita just came and told me that she heard we might be leaving Sunday evening, so by the time we get off the ship we won’t have much shopping time in Aden. That is if the rumour is true of course! We are going on the trip to Cairo from Suez and it should be very interesting, I think. Cesare has offered to take me out to a cabaret, or something like that, when we reach Naples. We hope to arrive there about 6pm, but he won’t leave the ship until the following day, so that could be fun too. He’s a very nice person with quite a sense of humour and provides a little light romance for my trip! After all “Latins make wonderful lovers!” – Ha Ha. No, don’t get worried, it’s all quite harmless and part of the shipboard life.


  From all reports, none of the Thursday Island mail had reached Melbourne when you wrote. The lass in our cabin, who only joined us at Colombo, said that her mother hadn’t got hers either. By the way my green cardigan finally caught up with me at Colombo. Well folks, I must try to catch up with my ‘notes’ – find it a bit of a struggle though.


  Cheerio for now, my love to you all. As ever.   Kathie.


  


  29th May 1959


  Dear Family,


  I’m afraid this will be rather a short letter this time for like everyone else I have had a bout of the ‘flu and the last week or so of the journey has not been very enjoyable for me. I could not get off at Aden, as I just didn’t have the energy. However, I am quite a bit better now, but things are still an effort for me; even getting in and out of bed etc. You know the feeling. We are at present going through the Suez Canal. It is quite an amazing place really – quite barren on one side but evidently quite fertile on the other. Every now and then we hear shouts of greeting from the Arab children, travelling on their strange two-wheeled cart with a flat tray, drawn by a donkey. There seems to be quite a good bitumen road right along one side of the canal. We are travelling up the canal in a convoy. There are 25 ships in all, 15 tankers and 10 passenger and cargo ones. We are No.16 in the convoy.


  Yesterday I went into Suez with Chris, Cesare and Meg. I had not intended going as I still don’t feel the best, but Cesare persuaded me and I’m quite glad I did. It is certainly interesting to see these places, but you wonder how the poor devils exist in the conditions in which they live. We had a couple of drinks in the very nice Suez Canal Co. nightclub, which was open during the day too. The entrance to the Canal, which is Port Tuvic, houses most of the Canal Co. employees and is the better area from the point of view of cleanliness. The streets were full of poinciana trees in bloom. I bought myself a pair of sandals in Suez as my other scuffs are much the worse for wear since being on board. Wendy, Joan and Vanda (the other lass in our cabin) have all gone on the trip to Cairo today. They will re-join the ship at Port Said. I was going but I cancelled it as I decided it would be too much of an effort. I’m glad I did really – the canal is most interesting.


  I received a letter from you and Nan at Aden, Mother, but I haven’t them with me at present and I’m right up on the top deck. So, if I haven’t answered any queries, I’ll catch up later. I can remember Nan wondering if I had waved my hand up and down when saying goodbye at Melbourne – yes I did, so I would be different from all the other thousands of hands. Well folks, I must finish this now as I want to make sure I catch the mail. I’m sorry about the brevity and lack of news but, like everything else, it is an effort to concentrate.


  Cheerio, love to you all. As ever. Kathie.







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London - Settling in


  Harrington Hall Hotel,
11-15 Harrington Gardens SW7


  7th June 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well I can hardly believe it, but here we are at last in London. Firstly, I am terribly sorry I did not get a letter posted at Naples, but unfortunately I was suffering the effects of the ‘flu so badly that I could not even get off the ship there. It was most disappointing because Cesare had offered to show me the sights, which were to include dinner at a restaurant. (Cesare is the Italian spelling of Caesar – whom I have mentioned before in my letters). If I ever repeat any news please forgive me, but it’s almost impossible to remember just what I have told you and what I have just thought of telling you. As for the trip itself, the last half of it was not so enjoyable because I was not feeling well.


  I am, of course, using the typewriter which Joan purchased for me at Aden. I can’t remember if I told you that I was feeling terrible there too so Joan, who is also a typist and fairly conversant with typewriters, said she would get one for me, and I am terribly pleased with it. It is a German make called the Olympia Diplomat, and cost me £24A. I had discussed typewriters with the Chief Purser on board, and he recommended a Smith Corona, but the girls were unable to find any shops selling them and all agreed that this seemed superior to any others they saw.


  What a day we had today! The awful business of packing – mostly dirty clothes too. We had to have all our baggage ready by 7am and, as we didn’t get to bed very early, it was a struggle. In my haste I couldn’t seem to organise my pyjamas, which I still had on, and one pair of nylon briefs which I missed hanging on my porthole, so they had to go into a paper sample bag. Unfortunately there were other things stuffed in it too. Can you just picture me struggling down the gangplank, with my large handbag strung over my shoulder, plus my camera which does not fit inside the bag, the sample bag, the pink plastic basket with the plastic cake tin you gave me the biscuits in, and my typewriter.


  I was absolutely petrified of the Customs inspection ahead of me, mainly because I just didn’t know what to expect. I managed to find my luggage fairly quickly, but once I found it I wasn’t too sure what to do with it. However, I finally plucked up the courage to ask a fellow with a disk on his arm if he would look after it for me. He carried it to the customs bench and finally, there I was face to face with a Customs man who was just as fed up with things as I was, for he never opened a thing except to unzip my typewriter and look at it. He asked me what I had to declare and I looked very forlornly at him and said I didn’t know what I had to declare, except cigarettes and liquor, which I knew we were allowed to bring in duty free. He said everything, so I pointed weakly to the typewriter, the camera, and assured him that I was taking everything back home with me to Australia. I couldn’t even fib about how long I was staying here. Even then he didn’t charge me any duty on anything – I still haven’t got over it.


  Then I had to get on to the boat-train which meant another porter. I think they will all go home and have champagne for dinner tonight, for I gave them all 10/-Stg, which I have since been assured was foolish. Anyway just as I was struggling through the gate and having my ticket punched, the paper bag came apart and the contents burst forth – nylon pants, pyjamas and all! Now I look back on it I wish someone could have been filming the whole thing. However, another old porter rushed to my assistance, gathered the spread contents in his hand and said “Don’t you worry, I’ll carry these for you, you just look for a seat. You know what you really want is a good strong bag.” Ha, ha!  Who was he telling! Anyway, the dear old thing helped me find a seat and, with a parting query of “Are you married?” rushed away before I could even give him 2/-.


  There were three others beside Rita and me, plus an Aussie friend of one of the lasses, so it was quite some time before we all got organised. After we had sat down for a few minutes and gathered ourselves, we decided we were parched so, as Rita and I still had some bottles of Australian beer, we opened them then and there and boy they were welcome. The trip up was wonderful, although we were dogged by delays there too as something was wrong with the engine. Instead of taking one hour and ten minutes we took 2-1/2 hours. However, it did give us a chance to see some of the countryside which was lovely and green after the dusty brown Middle East.


  I can’t describe the feeling of that trip. I was enjoying it and yet criticising at the same time. The green fields looked wonderful, but I felt they were too small to be real, and of course the farms were even more so. I noticed several groups of picnickers sitting under a tree with the boot of the car open and it seemed strange that they were so close to the houses. We always think of drives in the country for picnics in some spot where no-one lives. I don’t think I have expressed that very well, but I experienced in reverse what I am told an English person feels when they see our wide open spaces. I also began to realise how they fit so many people into such a small space when I saw the rows of tiny houses slap bang up against one another. Of course I realise I have only seen a tiny section of it yet, but even so it’s fascinating.


  Rita’s cousin, Don, met us at the boat-train at Waterloo Station. The poor man had waited from 2.30pm, which was the expected time of arrival of the first train, but we didn’t arrive until 7pm on the second train. Then we had to go all through the business of finding our cases again. While we waited for them, Don loaded himself like a packhorse with Rita’s haversack and basket, my typewriter and plastic basket and got us a taxi. We also had another Victorian lass with us whose name is Margaret R. She was with us because she had been travelling alone and Rita suggested that Don would help her too, which he did.


  I wish you could have seen us all piled into one taxi with all our luggage. The taxi driver was absolutely wonderful about it. I can just imagine how our taxi drivers would look if we even suggested that we could all fit in. As a matter of fact Don suggested he would follow us in another cab, but the cabbie wouldn’t hear of it, so in we piled. We first drove over Waterloo Bridge, catching a glimpse of Big Ben on one side and St Pauls on the other.


  I couldn’t hope to remember our route now (it being 12.45am while I am typing this), but we went to Margaret’s address first and saw her safely delivered. Then we drove through part of the main West End area past Trafalgar Square with Nelson’s Column, then the delightful drive down the Mall, straight towards Buckingham Palace, with St James Park on our left and all the royal residences on the right, such as Marlborough House, where old Queen Mary used to live, St James’ Palace, and Clarence House where the Queen Mother and Margaret live. As we circled the Queen Victoria memorial (I think!) the palace guards were pacing back and forth looking just as they do in the story books. Rita and I were practically speechless with wonderment. Then we drove alongside the palace grounds, past Green Park, Hyde Park and out to our abode.


  After we had settled our cases in our room we decided we should eat, so Don took us to an Italian Restaurant, which is just at the corner of the street. It was rather funny that we should patronise an Italian eating place after having five weeks on the Fair Sky, but the food was quite a lot better than on board. Actually the food on board wasn’t too bad either, but it did get a bit monotonous – it wasn’t really Italian food, but Italian cooking of English food. I’m sorry about the mistakes in the typing, but I think the brain is beginning to flag, in fact I think I shall finish this in the morning.


  Next day. I must leave this for the moment for we are off to Australia House to meet Marg., and sort ourselves out. I shall take this though and if I get a few minutes I shall add a bit more, otherwise I shall post it as is and continue when I have more time.


  Well here we are at Australia House and I thought while we were waiting for Marg. I would add a line or two. At the moment we are all feeling a bit bewildered as we can’t decide what we want to do or when. It all rather hinges on Len’s movements as we would like to be able to catch up with him. Later we are going to the Bank so perhaps there will be some word there. Then I think we will try to find a flat because we want somewhere to leave our cases and get some law and order among our clothes. The hotel is not too bad I guess, but it rather reminds me of a dilapidated country pub at home.


  I think I had better post this now or you will think I have forgotten you. I’m sorry about the long delay this time but will definitely follow up with another one soon. Give my love to all the family.


  Love as ever. Kathie


  


  c/o Overseas Visitors’ Club,
1/3 Templeton Place,
Earls Court. London S.W.5.


  10th June l959


  Dear Family.


  You can see I have a new address. I think if you send any mail there for the next couple of months anyway it will be easier for me to get. I am actually residing at a private guest house, or apartment house which is run in conjunction with the OVC, of which I am now a member, but it is only a few minutes walk from the clubrooms where I can collect mail.


  Perhaps I should explain what has happened over the last two days. Firstly, there are about eight of us more or less together from the ship – four boys and four (sometimes five) girls. Eventually there is some talk of us getting a flat which we can all use at odd times, but one or two of us were not happy with the type of accommodation we already had. For instance, at Harrington Hall there were no ironing facilities and even my little iron would not have been practicable. There was only the bath or basin to wash clothes in and nowhere to dry them except in front of the window, which was OK for nylons but no good for anything which dripped. To make a long story short we decided to join the OVC to get more reasonable and more suitable digs, as a temporary measure.


  Now we have a nice large room with twin beds, a divan, two large armchairs, oodles of drawer space, sufficient hanging space for temporary dressing, a hand basin with hot and cold water, gas fire and gas ring etc. It is so much better than the Hall which was 21/- B&B, against this at 15/- B&B, with ironing and drying facilities (a warm airing cupboard in the bathroom).


  There is quite a bit of humming and ha-ing going on at the moment about trips to the Continent. I think Rita is intending to hitch-hike, and one of the lads, (Bill C. a lawyer from Sydney) may go with her. As you know I am not keen on hitching, so I am hoping to team up with four of the others and either hire a car for a month, or possibly buy something cheap between us. There are two lads, one of whom has done Engineering and knows about cars, the other is a farmer from Queensland (in fact both lads come from Dalby) and two girls from Melbourne with whom I am sharing a room at present. They are Rosalie P. and Margaret R., who are both nurses.


  Rita is staying at Harrington Hall until Friday. She then moves out to her aunt’s until she decides when she is leaving for her trip up to Scotland, across to Norway to see her girlfriend and then back southward. I don’t know if she has planned the exact route yet. I would like to go with her but I can’t make up my mind to hitch-hike. The others think they will do much the same trip, but perhaps start across France and work up north to Norway. However, it is all rather vague yet because we can’t seem to meet anywhere quiet where plans can be made. I guess the next day or so will produce something definite and, as soon as I know, I will let you know what I am doing.


  I received a note from Marion at the Bank, but we were two days late arriving, so I just missed her. She left for Norway on the Saturday and I didn’t get my mail until Monday. She didn’t say how long she would be away, so I don’t know exactly when I will see her. I also received a note from Ann D. giving me her address but I haven’t contacted her yet either. Both her flat and Marion’s are very close to Harrington Hall. They are still not too far away from here but not as close as before.


  I must tell you to pass on one very good word of advice to Dick and Phyl – don’t bring too many clothes! Perhaps I shall be glad of them later, but with all this moving around at present, I could cheerfully pitch the lot of them into the Thames and exist on one small suitcase full. I am more than ever confused by England’s weather. It is summer, yet I am sitting here with my green twinset and grey skirt on. What am I going to wear in the winter? All my summer clothes look like unnecessary monsters which I have to lug around with me. Ah well, I guess it will all work itself out soon.


  I find it hard to give my impressions of London at this stage. It has all been so hectic and I haven’t felt like being hectic, so I have felt a sort of grudge against the huge metropolis, rather than a liking for her. I have sore legs from walking the miles of streets, trying to get from one place to another. We have been meeting a lot at Australia House, which is a long way from my Bank and the popular Piccadilly Circus. I have spotted many well-known landmarks such as Nelson’s Column in Trafalgar Square, Eros at Piccadilly and Leicester Square, just to mention a few, but I really haven’t had time to stand back and admire them. It has been more of a frowned scowl at a map, then a nod of the head as we agreed our whereabouts, then a dash through the mass of cars, buses and taxis, against the red light if necessary. London pedestrians take no notice of the lights!


  The evening we arrived was lovely, but the next day I froze in my green suit and got wet in the showers which fell intermittently through the day. It is quite amazing to have bright sunlight still at 9pm and today it was grey all day until about 5pm when the sun decided to come out! I suppose you heard from Cath that Len is not coming to London now. It’s such a shame, but these things happen. I am worried about your leg Mother, do look after it, and don’t go doing any more walking than is strictly necessary, and don’t hesitate to tell me to come home if you can’t manage at any time.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  c/o OVC


  14th June 1959


  Dear Family,


  Goodness me, I just never seem to be able to stop. However, I have made the effort today and at present I am home by myself, which seems to be a good opportunity to get off a little more news to you. Now then, what have I been doing? I must mark down when I write you, for I keep forgetting what I have told you about. I think I mentioned the idea of a trip with four others in my last letter. Well we are leaving next Tuesday for approximately four weeks. Those going are Margaret, Rosalie, Michael S. and Dugald C. (the lads from Dalby, Qld.) and myself. We have hired an Austin A55 between us which will cost us approx. £26.10.0 ea. for the four weeks, of which we should get £5 ea. back if we return the car unharmed. We all decided that was the most sensible thing to do, even though it may be a bit more expensive than buying a second hand car, which would mean a substantial outlay at the beginning. The car we have is the latest model so we shouldn’t have any mechanical trouble.


  We are going (roughly speaking) across to Calais, then to Brussels, Bremen, Hamburg, right up through Denmark to catch a ferry across to Oslo in Norway; up the west coast of Norway, through the Arctic Circle into Finland, returning southward through Sweden to Stockholm, then across to the west coast of Sweden to catch a ferry across to Copenhagen; back through part of Denmark which we don't go through on the northward trip, through part of Eastern Germany, back through part of Belgium which we don’t see on the way up and back to England.


  Rosalie had been out but has now returned so my line of thought has been broken I’m afraid. I think if you send any letters to the above address they will either forward them or hold them until I return. I shall post a letter or two along the way if I can, but if there seems to be a delay don’t worry because I am not sure of mail on the Continent, and the opportunity to write at all may not come very often. We are hoping to stay in Youth Hostels, or cheap Pensions, or even camp out – anything to save money!


  I received a note from Irene the other day asking me to let her know my home address so she can contact me there. She has had Ann staying for a couple of days at Fox Hills so she said. I shall have to drop her another note to say I shall be away for a month. It is terrible, there are so many things to do I don’t know where to start.


  Last Friday, Margaret and I went to a service at St Paul’s Cathedral for the Order of St Michael and St George. We were given tickets by Victoria House. They allowed us to go in certain seats, but as it turns out anyone could have gone with us. That was something we didn’t know, so Rita and the others missed out. We sat just behind the privileged seats so that we could get right on the aisle. All the Knights and Companions of the Order dress in their Ceremonial Robes and take part in a procession through the Cathedral etc. It was most enjoyable and gave us a taste of the Pomp and Ceremony which the English seem to revel in. I must confess though, that it seemed little like a church service and more like a spectacle. St Paul’s is magnificent, of course, but we did not have long to admire it.


  We were then met by Rita and her cousin Don and about four others of our gang and Don took us to see St Clements of Dane church which had just been rededicated by the Queen about six months ago. It was completely destroyed by bombing during the war and has only just been finished. It is now the RAF church, dedicated to those of the RAF who were killed in the war. In the floor of the main aisle are the insignia of all the different RAF Battalions. The inside of the church is all very new and beautiful, but it has been restored to its original design. We climbed up the circular stairway to the bell tower, first visiting the bell ringing room where the 11 ropes hang down, for the bell pullers of course. It is now worked electrically, but the ropes are there ready for use if and when necessary. The bells are rung each day at 3pm and we stood around while they pealed out the old nursery rhyme ‘Oranges and Lemons’. The noise was deafening of course, but it was quite an experience.


  Then we went out through the roof to have a view of the Law Courts where Liberace is at present involved in a case. I’m afraid I haven’t even caught up with the details of that yet as I haven’t looked at a paper since I arrived. There’s been no time! Then we went and had a drink at an old London Pub called the ‘Cheshire Cheese’, then round to ‘The Mitre’ where we had lunch, after which we took a boat trip down the Thames to Greenwich. I wish I had had a notebook and taken down all the places of interest we had pointed out by the boatman and Don. Such places as the church where the crew of the Mayflower received their blessing before setting off for America, the site of the old ‘Globe Theatre’ of Will Shakespeare and the dock where the first iron ship was launched (sideways, because it was too long to launch by the conventional slipway method) etc. When we got to Greenwich we went over the Cutty Sark, built to compete in the Tea Race before the Suez was built. It is now in dry dock and a tourist attraction, as are most relics from the past.


  Yesterday we got up at 4.30am to join the thousands to see the Trooping of the Colour. We managed to get quite a good position just behind a fence of St James Park which runs right in front of the Horse Guards Parade where the actual Ceremony takes place. When the time came we knelt on the iron pipe railing of the fence (you can imagine what that was like after 10 mins. or so) and saw most of the ceremony. What a shambles though! It was well worth going to for the first time, but I don’t think I would bother going again unless I had a reserved seat. As the ceremony doesn’t start until 11am and finishes about 1pm, you can imagine how exhausted we were after the 4.30am rising. However, tired and all, we went and had ham sandwiches and a beer at a pub and then went to have a look round Westminster Abbey.


  No-one could possibly see over the Abbey in the time we had available, but nevertheless we went. What a peculiar feeling it gave me! As you walk down the aisle, you walk over stone slabs, telling you that so-and-so is buried here! So-and-so being all sorts of well-known people, famous for some contribution he or she has made to this world. Around the walls are tombs of yet more world figures (statesmen, service personnel etc.) and in the right hand wing are all the famous poets, including Milton, Shelley, Keats, Tennyson, Burns, just to mention a few – oh yes! and Adam Lindsay Gordon and Musicians, Composers etc. Everywhere I walked I felt I wanted to step aside to dodge the graves but it was impossible because you just stepped on to another one. In spite of this I still found myself skirting around some instinctively. Then we went to see the Waxworks and Museum. There are not many wax effigies there, mostly the old Monarchs of England.


  I realise as I sit and write just how bad my memory is for I can’t remember half of the things I have seen. I think the trouble is that I am seeing too much too quickly and you register at the time, but it doesn’t stick. I shall have to take a notebook (handbag size) and just jot things down as I go. For instance I can’t remember who was represented in the waxworks except William and Mary, Elizabeth I, Henry VII (I think) and Nelson, although there were several others.


  Perhaps the reason I forgot was this. Among other things there are copies of the regalia used in Coronations. One piece in particular interested me – the gold anointing spoon. You know the souvenir spoons we have Mother, which Auntie Lyn brought back with her. There is one among them which I have always particularly liked. It has a very ornate handle and the bowl is sort of raised in the middle. Well, it is a replica of the anointing spoon – I recognised it immediately.


  Some of us had decided to go out to the Royal Household Polo Tournament at Windsor Park. It took us quite some time to meet up with the others, as we had parted after the Trooping ceremony. The bus ride to Windsor takes about an hour and we didn’t get there in time to see the game, as there is such a long walk after you leave the bus. We didn’t know about that or we could have allowed more time. Instead, we had a look at Windsor Castle where the Queen is residing at present. What a thrill; Windsor Castle is just what a Castle should be! One of these days we will go through it. A local lass, who told us the way to the park, advised us to go when the Queen was not in residence because they close part of it to visitors when she is there, which is only to be expected.


  We walked down a section of the park they call the ‘Long Walk’, which is a perfectly straight bitumen road stretching for one mile directly from the front gates of the Castle. It has an avenue of trees and lawns on each side. The road is only about a single track wide, but the whole drive would be about as wide as Dandenong Road near Oakleigh, counting the side roads. All the locals seem to take their dogs (which are numerous, both in number and breed) for their exercise along here. Our original intention was to try to make it to the match but, when we were about two thirds of the way along the Long Walk, we saw some of the polo ponies being led back to the Castle so, as we were already exhausted, we decided to sit and wait to see the Queen and the Duke returning from the match.


  What a thrill it was; along she came, driving herself in a Rover sedan, with the Duke and some other man following in an open sports car behind. It was wonderful seeing them first in their official status at the Trooping and then just in their normal clothes, like normal people, returning from the polo, all in the same day. What is more, there were only a few odd people scattered about and we were right beside the track, so we had a private viewing. To celebrate, we had a beer at the Two Brewers pub which is next door to Turret House where visitors to the Castle stay. It is right at the Gates of the Palace. Windsor is a fascinating place – full of antique shops. We all decided we would go back and spend at least a weekend there. The tariff at the pub is only 17/6 B&B or 21/- with bathroom (there is only one room with a bathroom attached).


  None of us like the English beer much, but we are trying to acquire a taste for it as it is about half the price of Australian beer. So far we like Courage Draft Bitter, which is what we had at the Two Brewers or, in other places, I prefer the Pale Ale. It is a bit tasteless, but sometimes the bitter is ghastly so I prefer not to take the risk. The trouble is they all seem to have a different brew, so it’s a bit hard to find just what you like and stick to it.


  Today I wasn’t going anywhere, but at breakfast we got talking to another Australian lad who has been here since January and he said we shouldn’t miss Petticoat Lane. As it is only open on Sundays and we will be away for the next four weeks, I went to have a look. Rose decided she couldn’t afford to spend money on anything apart from the trip until she starts work, so I went by myself. Golly what a wonderful place. I just wandered around for about two hours, in and out of the stalls. You can get everything imaginable there, but as I don’t know the price of things in shops over here yet, I didn’t buy anything because I wouldn’t have known if it was cheap or not. Most of the stuff seemed to be very reasonable and it was fun just to hear the backchat that goes on among the Cockneys and some of the customers. I always thought ‘bloody’ was an Australian expression, but now I am convinced it originated in London, probably at Petticoat Lane.


  Petticoat Lane incidentally is not just one street, which I always imagined, but an area of cross-streets with hundreds of stalls, slap bang up against one another in front of the shops in the buildings which are also part of the whole set-up. It is very similar to the bazaars of the Middle East, but I felt the vendors were much more jovial in their attempt to sell their wares. I bought an uninteresting small towel at one stall for 2/11 – one which wouldn’t show the dirt too much on the trip! I don’t know if I should have tried to beat her down, but I’m afraid I just can’t bargain. If I go there with the definite intention of buying something, I shall have to take someone with me who knows how. I must close now and get some tea. My love to you all. My trip book is sadly neglected!


  As ever. Kathie.


  


  Scandanavian Trip


  Amsterdam


  l8th June 1959


  Dear Family,


  We are just about ready to leave the camping area at Amsterdam, to have a quick look at the city before pressing on to Bremen and then Hamburg. To start at the beginning, we left London at 1am Tuesday and travelled in our new A55 to Dover. We drew up and pulled out our sleeping bags on the white cliffs and oh boy was it cold! Just as I was settling down I heard some scuffling and when I looked up there were two members of the Cameron Clan (Army Division) in their kilts and all, clambering through the fence with a huge chest on their shoulders – and this was 3 o’clock in the morning! I had all sorts of wild thoughts of smuggling! However, they completely ignored us so I nestled down in my bag again – golly it was cold. I didn’t get a great deal of sleep for the rest of what was left of the night and when we woke we were covered with dew.


  We had breakfast in a dockside cafe and then boarded the ferry, together with three vintage cars, which were travelling to the Continent for a rally in Switzerland and Belgium. Of course there were a variety of other vehicles too, including that of a friend of Rosalie’s who is cycling through Belgium and Holland. The trip across the Channel was smooth and uneventful. Ostend intrigued us of course, being the first spot we hit on the Continent. The cobbled streets, the sidewalk cafes and the restaurants-cum-saloons, which have the front of the shop completely open to the street. Some of them had beautiful chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, while one had the top of the back wall padded with blue satin!


  I can’t possibly give you all the little details as I go along or I would never finish the letters which have to be written in snatched stops while having coffee, or deciding where we’ll go. We loved Belgium, although we saw little of it. At Ghent a chappie who owned the Rembrandt Inn, where we stopped for a beer, told us that Belgium had the highest standard of living of any of the European countries and I can well believe it. From Ostend we passed through fields of barley. Not very large plots, but they were very even and appeared to have good heads on them. Everything looks green and lush right now. Evidently they go in for crop rotation here because interspersed with the cereal crops were vegetables – peas, potatoes etc. Around Ghent we got more of the flower farms but this is not the season for flowers yet. The houses in Belgium seem to be of a high standard – very picturesque and well built – and well cared for. Lots of them have thatched roofs and white walls. The roads are lovely with avenues of trees along most of them.


  We had our first experience of continental habits in toilets just outside Antwerpen when we went into a cafe-saloon and were shown the way to the W.C. Obviously it was for both sexes for there was a urinal in one corner and two toilets opening off the washroom. I wondered what would happen if a gent wanted to come in while we were there, as there was no lock on the washroom door. Well we soon found out! We were just about to gather our things together, as we had taken the opportunity to have a wash, when in walked a gent who quietly said “Excuse me” and went into the urinal. You can imagine the hasty exit we all made, especially Rose, who gets most embarrassed at such things.


  That night we camped in an Internal Touring Camp which was very like the spot at Winton which Helen, Marye and I stayed at on our way down from Darwin. (I am now writing this in the car as we are tearing along towards Utrecht, so the writing is a bit topsyturvy). Then we continued to Rotterdam which was almost entirely destroyed during the war. They have now rebuilt a newly designed city and it is very modern and very beautiful. Some of the main shopping streets have stands with tubs of flower baskets on them, which make it all very colourful. The shops too are very modern – a lovely city, still in the course of reconstruction. They have a monument to the destroyed city which is the figure of a woman with the centre cut out – called the lady without a heart, which was supposed to be what Rotterdam was after the bombing.


  We then went to Delft and saw lots of Delft china, after which we continued to The Hague. As it was fairly late by then we only had enough time to visit the Model Town, Madurodam. Like nearly all we have seen up to date it really needed much more time for study but we have planned a fairly extensive trip and we are only skimming the surface of some things. We are all inclined to spend more time up north, but it takes a lot of will-power to leave these new places.


  We camped out again last night (we are finding it quite good and cheap to do this and, as we seem to arrive everywhere late, it suits us well). It is still light until about 9.30-10pm so we can travel for a lot of the day. Amsterdam is the commercial capital of Holland. We visited Rembrandt’s old house and saw some of his original works – mainly etchings.


  We are now speeding along the highway (sorry Autobahn) munching some black cherries we just purchased from one of the orchards along the road. Incidentally the strawberries over here are delicious. Some of them make the ones from our drive-in farm look like peas and they lose nothing in flavour in spite of the size. The weather is absolutely glorious – lovely sunny days – the nights are nippy though. Must finish now as this is the end of my space.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Sarpsborg, Norway.


  22nd June l959


  Dear Family,


  Well we are really moving over the ground. I have been keeping a record of most of what we have been doing and seeing, which I will send home when I sort it out back in England. Since yesterday morning this is the fourth country we have been in. I realise now we are doing too much in the time, however, at least we are seeing the different places and can choose those which appeal and come back for a more leisurely look – Copenhagen has stood out as a ‘must’ on our list!


  We spent what time we had there at the Tivoli Gardens which is a cut between Luna Park and Botanical Gardens with an open-air stage for band recitals, another small open-air stand for Chamber Music, a huge concert hall for symphony concerts etc. and another Vaudeville Theatre. There are also lots of cafes and restaurants. We sampled one which was very modern. Each place was set, both at tables and bar, with a map of the Gardens which looked like a table mat but which said “You may take me away with you” – so of course we did. The meal was most enjoyable too. The light fittings in the place were very elaborate, the globes being coloured and in the shape of flowers. Either light fittings appeal to me, or the continental people concentrate on elaborate chandelier type fittings. I seem to have noticed them all along the way.


  That first part of this letter was written at the Victoria Hotel at Sarpsborg late yesterday evening. It is now the next morning and I am sitting on a moss-covered rock in glorious sunshine at 8am, having had a wash in the cold mountain water. We are at one of the many camping areas just south of Oslo, but we are in the forest section, not the cleared part where most of the tents are. There are only a few others scattered throughout the woods so it’s really nice. I am hoping to post this in Oslo later this morning. Since my last letter, which was posted at the Holland/Germany border, we have passed through Germany, Denmark and Sweden, all of which we will be passing through again on our return journey.


  It is amazing how each country changes from the previous one, even just a few miles from the borders. Germany was not so picturesque – neither from the scenic point of view nor the houses etc. They seem to go in more for the very plain, square red brick houses with small windows and no frills whatsoever. Of course there are exceptions, but that was the general impression I got as we drove along. The country people also live in tiny communities. If you turned off the highway along a country track you would come to these tiny groups of houses – just a road between each side of the ‘town’ and only about 20 houses in all. Evidently they all have their various blocks of land in that area because there is quite a large area of cultivated land all around the community. We drove down into one just to see it and when we went down the track there were only one or two out in their gardens. By the time we went to the end of the track and turned round to drive out they were all out! These little communities however, do make some attempt at gardens whereas in the towns there are very few.


  Our first taste of German beer was at a small roadside pub (only they are usually called restaurants). It was quite modern inside and the little fair-headed lass behind the bar gave us all a souvenir glass – they have most attractive drinking glasses. Nearly everywhere there is a transfer on the glass advertising the type of drinks available and usually they serve the type of drink in the same glass as the transfer for that drink (if you see what I mean). She also provided us with some music from a very up-to-date ‘juke box’ called a Telematic – you dial the numbers of the required record just like a telephone!


  Later that day at Hamburg, we discovered yet another German custom. We went to a restaurant and ordered the main course, with the help of the proprietor, in broken English. Then we found the tariff not only covered the main course – against which the price is written – but also soup and sweets. You can imagine the mutterings that went on before we realised we didn’t have to pay extra for the unordered courses!


  We went to a wonderful ancient inn built in 1755 in Lubecht. It looked like an ordinary city building from the outside but, when you walked through the two lots of entrance doors, you were in another century. The tables ran the length of the room and had seats rather like church pews, with high backs and ornate ends, along each side. There were two tables along the length of the room but the tables were about the length of two ordinary kitchen-size tables and about half as wide. The tops of the tables were about 2-3 inches thick and quite ‘wavy’ from the hundreds of years of use, and they were thoroughly scrubbed. I could just imagine the ancient warriors in their multi-coloured clothing singing and rollicking and joking among themselves as they drank their wine, spirits or whatever they drank in those days.


  From the ceiling hung all sorts of models of ancient ships, even to the old viking ships which were rowed by oars. They were the only things which were picturesquely covered with dust. As well as ships there were all sorts of ancient lanterns. The ceiling had huge oaken beams and in between was painted in yellows, reds, browns, blacks and dull greens in complex patterns. The two main uprights which supported the ceiling were also carved and painted – rather like totem poles. From the centre was a huge brass candelabra – very intricately entwined. At the end of the room was one table running at right-angles to the rest and it was set with a lovely brass candlestick which held about 8 or 10 candles. At the back of the tavern, in the back walls, were stained-glass windows and all the walls had murals in dull colours. Unfortunately I could not read the captions which were written in German.


  I am now sitting in Thomas Cooks in Oslo, while Marg and Dugald are inquiring about their mail – every opportunity must be snatched. At Grosenbrode, where we had to catch the ferry across to Denmark, we spent the night in a private house. The motel was full and one of the women cycled post-haste up to this woman’s house to get rooms for us. It looked like a hotel which is now used by this family as a rooming house. It was absolutely wonderful to sleep in a bed.


  Instead of bedclothes we slept on a sheet and were covered by a huge eiderdown pack which is put inside a sheet bag. I wondered what would happen to my feet during the night as there is no way of tucking the pack in. However I looped it round my feet and was as warm as toast. Apparently the pack settles down around you and just doesn’t move. Marg said I looked most odd – just a tiny head peeping out from this huge white mound. It is as light as a feather of course which just suited me – warm but not heavy! The room cost us approx. 10/- each, with use of the bathroom. It would have been an extra 2/- for breakfast, but we decided we would probably eat on the ferry anyway.


  Next morning we caught the ferry to Denmark. Denmark is lovely – the scenery is more undulating and the houses more attractive. The country houses all look like dolls’ houses to me. They are usually two-storey but quite small, with very steep gable roofs to get rid of the snow, I presume.


  In Copenhagen itself, especially round the seaside resorts, the homes were much more spacious and looked very expensive. They all look to be very solidly built, even the small ones, and there are practically no wooden houses. In Sweden there are, however, quite a large proportion of wooden or part-wooden houses. Swedish scenery is of course more open and at present very green and lovely. We passed through lots of flat plains, which were usually cultivated with crops and surrounded by low hills of granite which, surprisingly enough, are heavily wooded. The fences in Sweden are stone, whereas in the other countries they have been avenues of trees or bush hedges. There are very rarely any fences along the highway. In fact, across these plains I have just mentioned, the crops come to within a few feet of the road. We passed some lovely lakes yesterday in Sweden and will see more of them on our return journey.


  Everywhere we have been, we have found the people most helpful when asking our way. Oslo promises to be wonderful but I’m afraid I must close now, as we have to rush back to meet the others. Marg had a letter from Rita here. She and Bill reached Edinburgh last Thursday and so far seem to be enjoying themselves. Their lifts, which were about five in all, were with transport drivers. Cheerio for now, must fly. I am having a wonderful time. Hope you are all well and had a good weekend down at the coast.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Midtnes Pensjonat (Pension)
Balestrand, Norway


  25th June l959


  Dear Family,


  The only trouble with writing several letters from the one spot is that everyone gets the same news, but here goes. I hope you can read these letters, they are all written under difficulties, although I must say I have the perfect set-up right now.


  I posted my last letter in a hurry in Oslo. Since then we have travelled westward and north through the most beautiful country I have ever seen. Words can’t describe the beauty and it seems to be never ending. It is not just every now and then, but we all seem to be exclaiming with delight whichever way we look. As I am sitting in the bedroom of this Pension (guest house) I look out my window to see one of the high peaks which rise directly behind this small village and although it is now 11.20pm the glow of the sunset is still in the sky behind the peak. Some of the loftier peaks still have snow on them, but not a great deal of course as this is midsummer. The colourful little village is nestled along the banks of the Sonjefjord, at the foot of the rocky mountains.


  Yesterday we passed through a section of the mountain range called the Land of the Giants and it was rather awe-inspiring to be driving along the valley with the huge mountains of practically solid ironstone or granite towering vertically from the road. In spite of the fact that they appear to be solid rock, they are also covered with trees, some pines and some which resemble a beech tree but I am not sure what they are. There are numerous waterfalls in this area too.


  The weather continues to be perfect for us and today we went water-skiing in the fjord. Little did I think last summer, when I had a ski with Chris E., that the next time I tried would be in the crystal clear, calm waters of a Norwegian fjord. I made a much better attempt here too and got up without any trouble – golly it was wonderful. We would all love to stay here but time does not allow I’m afraid. You would love it here Mother, all through Scandinavia they go in for indoor plants and they have dozens of them, all growing prolifically.


  The gardens are very colourful here at present – lots of the flowers are the same as those grown at home; lupins, roses, pansies, asters, lilacs, fuchsia, oh and lots of others too. Everything looks lush and green and the quaint houses look like dolls’ houses. Not all of them are small of course, in fact some are quite large, but a lot of those in the hills are two-storeyed but compact, with high gables to get rid of the snow in winter.


  Everywhere they mow the grass for hay to feed their stock in the snow season. Most of the farm houses are painted white and have huge red barns where their stock are housed during the winter. They stook their hay over frames – in Denmark and Sweden they were conical but here in Norway they are usually stooked in straight lines like hedges. Evidently when it dries off they take it indoors and store it.


  Likewise, everywhere you see stacks of wood which have been chopped in readiness for the next winter. They are all packed neatly in orderly stacks too, not just thrown into heaps. In fact, everything in Norway seems to be clean and tidy. We saw lots of timber floating down the fjords as we drove along. A Norwegian chappie I met at our last overnight stay was telling us that the timber is chopped during the winter months, taken by small horses to the edge of the fjords and then, when the snow thaws, they slide into the fjord and are floated down to various spots where trains pick them up and take them to the mills.


  On June 23rd we stayed at another small village called Fagernes (pronounced FAG-AIR-NESS with the accent on the NESS). The 23rd was mid-summer night, which is a festive occasion in Norway. It is usually celebrated with bonfires and outdoor dancing etc. We thought we would see some national dancing and we did too, but only one or two were in their national dress and the dances were interspersed with ordinary modern dancing. As I was strolling along to the outdoor museum where they held the dancing, which was a lovely spot at the top of a ski-jump dropping straight down to the fjord below, a Norwegian chappie spoke to me. You’ll never guess but he was a commercial traveller from Oslo! He travels in chocolates and was staying at our hotel where he had seen us all at dinner, although I didn’t realise that until later. He offered to pay my way in (about 1/3) and invited me to dance. They were playing a slow foxtrot so that was OK, but imagine my amazement when the next tune was a Norwegian dance. Golly it just made my holiday complete. To be dancing a Norwegian dance with a Norwegian during their mid-summer festival! What is more he was very complimentary about my effort at the dance. We all sat around chatting on the makeshift seats which had been placed around the area. When midnight came the dancing stopped and we walked back to the hotel where Korja (pronounced Cora) gave us some sample chocolates.


  Saturday 27th; at Geilo. We have changed our plans to save a day or so for our return journey.  We did not go to Bergen but cut across to our return track from Balestrand. Yesterday we travelled through rocky mountains with huge gorges, in fact we went right over the top along a narrow winding road which was cut into the sides of the almost perpendicular mountains. When we reached the top we were amidst the snow. Michael, who had never been in snow before, had the time of his life in a snowball fight. The boys carried back two great handfuls of snow and put them on my head and down my shirt and jeans. However, I found two lumps left when all the frivolity was over and as we drove away I gave them one each down the back of their shirts (they were both sitting in the front).


  Late yesterday afternoon we passed over some barren mountain tops with no trees anywhere, just grass and rocks. It gave me the impression of being just like the moors in England would be, and that is how the book describes them. They were very desolate. We were very happy to find this camping spot at Geilo which has very comfortable little cabins. Dugald and I went for a swim at 10.30pm and it was the coldest water I ever hope to swim in – it was just like lying in snow and almost burnt! Needless to say it was a very quick dip but we felt wonderful after it. The river is of course melted snow.


  We are now about to head back to Oslo where we hope to spend a day and possibly meet up with Rita and Bill. Do hope you are all well.


  My love to everyone, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Alexandra Hotel,
Stockholm.


  30th June l959


  Dear Family,


  Well here we go again. After I had posted your last letter in Oslo, we went on a sight-seeing tour of the city. First we went to the Holmenkollen ski-jump. It is a colossal jump of world standard and was used during the 1952 Winter Olympic Games. I won’t bother to give you all its dimensions, but the run is 90-1/2 yards long and 33 degrees steep – the off-run below the jump is 36 degrees steep (that is after they have been airborne for approximately 3 seconds). The average competitor has a speed of 50mph when he leaves the jump and the record jump of 78 yards was made this year by an Austrian, Otto Leodolter. Each side of the jump are tiers upon tiers of seats for spectators. There is a lift in the tower which takes you to the top of the run and from there you get a wonderful view of the city.


  At the bottom of the run (i.e. level with the jump) is a ski museum and a restaurant, as well as the inevitable store for souvenir gifts etc. The ski museum was very interesting, having examples from the oldest known ‘bog skies’, which are prehistoric, up to present day skis from all countries. They even have a pair of Australian skis made by a Norwegian around 1890, in Kiandra. There was also a showcase showing Amunsden’s equipment when he went to the South Pole in 1910-12.


  Then we went into the City and visited the Town Hall. It is a beautiful building with huge murals on the walls of the entrance hall, which has a glorious marble floor. The other rooms, all of which are open for inspection, are also beautifully appointed, either with panelled walls or, instead of murals and panelling, they have brocade walls to match the curtains. After the Town Hall, we went out to the Kon Tiki Museum which houses the raft in which Thor Heyerdal, with four other Norwegians and one Swede, made their famous crossing of the Pacific Ocean in l947. It is very cleverly got up in a huge tank, showing both the top of the raft and also the underwater section, with samples of the fishes, sharks and the huge whale shark which they encountered.


  We decided to give the Polar ship ‘Flam’ a miss and press on to the Viking Ship Museum. As I couldn’t take any photos inside, I purchased a few slides just to give an idea of what’s what. Then we went on to the Sculpture Museum which is a large park containing the bronze figures of a famous Norwegian sculptor – Gustav Vigeland. They are all groups of nude figures which are supposed to depict the life cycle of mankind. Some of the figures appealed, some didn’t, but all of them were well done.


  After tea we went in search of a friend of Rita’s who is married to a Norwegian captain in the Merchant Navy. Fortunately we found her without much trouble and spent a very pleasant hour or so chatting to her about life in Norway. She tells us that the folk in the north, where her husband’s people live, are a very simple peasant type living a very limited sort of existence but a very contented one. We felt that some of the people we had seen in the hills of the fjord country in the west would be similar to the people she described. Strangely enough she and Marg discovered that they had both gone to ‘The Hermitage’ together, but I think she might have been a year or so ahead of Margie. Fancy coming all that way and meeting again.


  That night was our first wet night, so we all decided to put £2 in and purchase a tent, which the folk at the camping area got for us. I decided to sleep in the car as it was only a 4 man tent anyway. After we left Oslo we noticed the country opening out and becoming more like the Swedish country we had seen on the way up. It is still very attractive but more the undulating farming country although, once in Sweden as we came further east, we passed through heavily timbered country with quite a number of lakes. In fact we camped last night on the shores of one of the lakes near a town called Karskoga.


  We were lucky enough yesterday to pull up at a sign which said ‘Drive-In Bar’. When we got there we discovered it was a new service station which was opening just that day. It had slot machines for coffee, chocolate, soup etc. and, because it was the opening day, they offered us whichever we would like – on the house! To five people who are trying to make every post a winner, we jumped at the offer, naturally. The young salesman spoke very good English. He had been over to England in March for an exhibition of the slot machines and next year he is going to America – the home of ‘slot machines’. He was quite a bright spark and should do well in his job – he seemed to be quite happy at the results his firm was having in Sweden.


  Today our fine weather returned although it was a bit overcast to start with. Our most impressive sight today was a water tower at a town called Orebro. It was one of the most modern designs for a water tower I have seen so far – rather like a mushroom or perhaps, to be more up-to-date, an atom bomb cloud. At the top of the ‘mushroom stalk’ where it spread out into the ‘umbrella’ they have a restaurant and lookout. There’s no doubt about these countries, they keep their tourist trade well up-to-date and catered for.


  When we reached Stockholm, we spent about two hours trying to decide on our accommodation. We thought we would camp, but we all wanted hot baths. To make a long story short we finished up in this place, which is a two-star hotel recommended by the AA of England. It was just heaven to have a bath filled to the brim by the maid and to get dressed in clean civilised clothes again. We have been travelling in slacks or jeans and you get very dirty travelling and camping.


  After a while you hate the thought of wearing anything good so we save it for when we reach the big cities. My two Glo-weave shirts have been just wonderful and I have found out that my tweed slacks can be washed and drip-dried! Once again I find I could have brought less, but we did think we might get to the Arctic Circle where it would be really cold. I brought my skiing clothes, which I don’t need except for my jacket and my socks, which I wear as bed socks when we sleep out.


  Tomorrow we are spending the morning shopping. Stockholm is a lovely city, with very attractive shops, so we will have to be very firm, I can see. I think I may try to buy a couple of Swedish records and, if possible, some Norwegian ones, which I just didn’t have time for in Oslo as we arrived there on Sunday and only had a little time on Monday morning.


  I do hope you are all well at home. I am dying to get to London to receive my mail – it will probably take me a day to sort it all out. I hope your leg is quite better, Mother. You will all have to get fighting fit for your overseas trip next year!


  My love to you all, as ever.  Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Copenhagen.


  2 July 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, the variety of our abodes has been quite remarkable. We have just arrived from Sweden and, by inquiring at the Tourist Bureau about rooms in private homes which Marg had been advised about, we are now installed with a Danish family – all five of us. There are also two English boys here according to our host. It is wonderfully organised – we had only been in the city about an hour and everything was arranged.


  Our trip down from Stockholm was interesting but uneventful – spoilt a little, perhaps, by the fact that it was raining most of the time. We did strike an interesting hotel, which is a reconditioned Castle. It had quite an atmosphere, although just a little too much a tourist attraction. It was in a wonderful position high on a hill which overlooked a narrow stretch of farmland and then the waters of Lake Vattern.


  Last night we camped at Jonkoping, which is world-renowned for the manufacture of Swedish 3-Star matches. Today we went to the site of the original factory, which is now a museum and, while there, we were shown a film in English of how matches are made and packed etc. It was most interesting and, like most of those industrial films, makes you realise what a lot of clever people there are in this world to be able to think out these complicated pieces of machinery.


  It is now Saturday morning. We slept late yesterday, but after an enjoyable breakfast, which was still ready for us in spite of the late hour, we went off on a shopping spree. You spend hours just looking of course and there are such lovely things on show. We went to an exhibition shop called ‘Den Permanente’. It is a huge store where all the Danish arts and crafts are displayed and can be purchased – everything from furniture to jewellery.


  All over Scandinavia there is a large amount of pewter, silverware and porcelain. These seem to be the main materials for which they are renowned and I must say there are some lovely pieces. A large proportion of the designs, both in furniture and the more delicate crafts such as jewellery, silverware etc., are very modern. I notice a lot of the designs painted on their porcelain ware is very similar to our aboriginal art, which we tend to put in the category of ‘modern’.


  Rosalie, Michael and I went over the Rosenburg Castle, one of several in Copenhagen. It was interesting from the historical angle but I can’t say it appealed to me. Most of the furniture etc. of those days was terribly ornate and, when you see room after room of it, it becomes a little overpowering. Even their china was covered with elaborate designs. One of the small rooms in the castle was completely mirrored on the walls and ceiling. In the middle of the floor was an oval section of mirrors which completely reflected the rest of the room. I think it was a dressing room, for there was a type of dressing table along one wall and some of the mirrored walls had doors which looked as though they were wardrobes. I guess when they had so many falderals to their dressing, they needed to see themselves from all angles! To me it was just another example of their ostentatiousness.


  The night before last we went again to the Tivoli Gardens and it is much more attractive at night. Each avenue of trees is lit by various coloured lights. The buildings are also lit with fairy lights and even some of the flower baskets and tubs, which are arranged attractively around central posts, are lit from the inside to show the colours of the flowers at night. We listened for quite a time to an orchestra playing light classics – they were very good. Then we had our evening meal in one of the many restaurants and had the strains of yet another dance orchestra, which was playing in another partitioned section of the same restaurant, as a background to the meal.


  It’s rather an eye-opener to stroll around the gardens and go from one extreme to the other in the way of entertainment – from classical orchestras to the shooting alleys and roulette stalls which seem to be in their hundreds – all working at a fantastic rate. I was fascinated by the quiet, determined method of gambling at these tables. The wheel scarcely stopped moving before the man or woman in charge leant over and scooped in the money, just in time to make way for the next lot of bets to be placed, while the winners were paid out with no show of emotion on either side!


  I don’t think I have expressed that very well, but once again I am snatching a moment to finish this while waiting for the others to get packed up, so I am writing almost without thinking. I hope you can sort it all out. Last night we went to a very famous restaurant in Copenhagen called ‘Oscar Davidsen’s’. They serve over 150 varieties of the open sandwiches for which the Scandinavians are famous. We also had draught beer in glasses resembling champagne glasses, but about four or five times as big. Finally, we sampled some of the locally made ‘Oscar Davidsen Blackcurrant Rum’ which is a type of liqueur rum – it was delicious!


  Today we are having a quick look at a couple of places in the city we haven’t seen yet and then we are off to Odense. Everything is just about ready so must away. Do give my regards to anyone interested – I hope you are all well.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Koblenz, Germany


  8th July 1959


  Dear Family,


  I wish you could see us right now. The foreshore at Rye during Xmas holidays is nothing compared with our camping spot here on the Rhine. There is one difference though. A large proportion of campers are only one-night residents, like ourselves, so that the place is teeming with tents one minute and the next time you look, half of them have gone. It’s just so amazing to me how much camping is done throughout the Continent – it seems to be the accepted form of holiday – cheap I suppose. There are lots of cars from other continental countries on the road.


  Since my last letter, posted in Denmark, we have had an interesting and quite different sort of trip from what we had previously. After leaving Copenhagen, we travelled through fairly flat open farming country which, because of lack of rain, I think, did not look so lush. It has been a particularly dry summer from all accounts. Our next interesting stop was Odense, the birthplace of Hans Christian Andersen. It is another quaint town and his house, which is now a tourist attraction, is a plain little white stone building on the corner of a quaint cobbled street.


  Imagine my surprise when standing outside was the Danish lad who shared the cabin with Cesare and Chris on the Fair Sky. He was doing a sight-seeing trip with two friends from his own country. Like lots of Australians, he had travelled overseas before he saw his own land. We had quite a chat and he told me work is reasonably easy to get, in fact it is better now than it has been for the last ten years. He also said wages were reasonable, but tax, of course, is high. Rent for flats, other than modern ones, is low, but there is lots to spend your money on in the way of entertainment, etc.


  While at Odense we found an old-fashioned restaurant. It is the only place so far where we have seen the Australian flag and this is a continent of flags! The place had huge heavy beams across the ceiling and the part we were in seemed as though it had been a small courtyard which they had roofed over. It looked very attractive with its ‘stable doors’ and an old wooden staircase leading to the upper storey, where they had lots of flowering pot plants etc. However, we paid for the atmosphere as it cost us about 4/-Stg. for coffee and bread and butter. The country seemed much more attractive as we moved south towards Germany and, when we actually got to Germany, it was much more prosperous looking than the previous part of that country we had seen.


  I have just read the first part of this again and the last of it sounds quite a jumble – however to continue! We have now had yet another day on the road. Yesterday we passed through some of the parts of Germany which were badly bombed during the war. Golly it makes you wonder why bombs were ever thought of. Some of these lovely old buildings were completely gutted. Cologne is a perfect example of both utter destruction and reconstruction. More than 80% of the actual city area was wrecked and about 60% counting the suburbs. There were five bridges over the Rhine and all of them were bombed. They have completed about two thirds of the reconstruction work.


  We got all this information from the guide on a bus tour of the city, which we decided to treat ourselves to. One of the so-called blessings of the bombing was the discovery of some ancient buildings, dating back to the 3rd and 4th century (and that’s a long time ago in anyone’s language!). It’s rather strange that, when they started excavating to build a new Town Hall, they found traces of these old Roman buildings under all the rubble. Archaeologists from all over the place came and they excavated it inch by inch for seven years from 1947 to 1953. In the meantime the new Town Hall was underway on top of these excavations so they now have an area underneath which is a tourist and historical attraction.


  We also went through two other places which were badly wrecked by bombing – Dortmund and Hagen.  They are both now very busy industrial towns, mostly steel works. I guess that’s why they were targets during the war. Hagen particularly was a very sinister town. All the buildings were quite black from the smog. The atmosphere was quite grimy and for once the people seemed and looked quite antagonistic. They were obviously the typical tough element you usually get in highly industrialised towns.


  Although we had planned to camp there, not one of us felt like even getting out of the car. We felt the sooner we got through the town the better, so we hopped it very smartly. Possibly it looked even more eerie than it was because of the huge twisted network of steel piping which, in one section, seemed to go right along the street, over the tops of the buildings. All part of some foundry or something which was belching forth great palls of yellow smoke – ooh it was quite horrible. How they ever live in those places I can’t imagine.


  Last night at Koblenz, where I started this letter, we went to hear an operetta called ‘The Beggar Student’, which was performed on a floating stage on the Rhine River. It was an amusing light opera, rather like a Gilbert and Sullivan, and was in German of course, but we had the story of the play in English and it was quite easy to follow. It was just wonderful to sit on tiered seats on the river bank, with a very cleverly decorated stage and with the trees on the opposite bank as a distant backdrop. The scene of the operetta was outside a castle. They had a three-storeyed stage mounting and, at times, all three storeys of the building were used at once. The costuming too was beautiful – period clothes of course.


  The orchestra, which was in another section of floating stage to one side, was very good. The singers were fair and the dancing was quite good. I don’t know if they were a local group performing or not. I wouldn’t say they were the tops in this country, but even so they were good and the whole evening was very pleasant. Between the stage and the bank they have two fountains in the river which they turn on during interval and light with changing colours. The whole effect was very lovely and a far cry from a stuffy old theatre – especially for music!


  We have had an interesting day today down the vine-growing section of the Rhine Valley. They can certainly show us a thing or two about using all available space for farming, with their vineyards on hillsides of about 60 degree angles. They make quite a pretty pattern down the slopes to the river, with numerous old castles on many of the higher hills. Tonight we are at a small village about five miles from Baden Baden, having passed through Mainz and Heidelberg.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  On Board Ferry.
Dunkirk


  13th July 1959


  Dear Family,


  As far as I remember, I finished the last letter at a place called Rotenfels near Baden Baden. I hope I am not repeating news when I tell you that we looked over the Daimler-Benz factory at Gaggenau. It is the place where they make and assemble the large trucks. Naturally, most of the finer points escaped we girls, but the boys were in their element, especially Michael. I can imagine the comments three women caused strolling through a motor factory, in spite of the fact that we had slacks on and were far from glamorous at that stage. It was most interesting though and the efficiency was most obvious even to the layman’s eye. I was surprised at the amount of manual labour still required in spite of all the elaborate machines like electric drills, lathes etc. The chappie who showed us around was on the clerical side dealing with orders and despatches etc. He spoke very good English and we all felt he was probably very much in line for a managership of some sort.


  You may wonder, as I did, why the factory is called Daimler-Benz, when the cars, trucks, buses etc. are Mercedes. Well, Mercedes was the name given to their famous racing car which is still the top car in the motor world and now ‘Mercedes-Benz’ is their trade name for all motors. Daimlers are not produced by this company, but by the Daimler Corporation, which I think may be a subsidiary of the same company.


  After we left Gaggenau we travelled along a very pretty valley and, as it was very hot travelling, we pulled up and had a swim in the swiftly flowing river – I think it was a tributary of the Rhine. The rest of the trip that day was almost as lovely as Norway, only not quite so rugged. Two of the prettiest villages were Triberg and Titisee, both winter ski resorts.


  We travelled fairly late that day trying to reach Zurich but at 9.30, when we stopped at Schaffhausen for a refresher, we decided to camp there for the night. It was an unfortunate place for me, for I lost pants and bra which I had hung out to dry overnight! The only time anything was stolen and of course it would be mine!


  Next morning we decided to by-pass Zurich because we would not have enough time to do the city justice and it would not make such a long day’s drive. So we went straight across to Basel. It was during these few days and the next few that we seemed to do nothing but cross borders from one country to another. We all got to the stage of saying “Which country are we in now?”.


  The part of France we travelled through from Basel to Luxembourg was very poor and unattractive. The tiny villages, with their one winding, narrow and usually dirty street, looked old, drab and steeped in poverty – as did the few inhabitants we saw as we drove through. I gather very few of the houses, which are usually like tenement houses all mixed up with the few shops etc., have any grounds because the front doors are on the street and everyone either sits or stands on the front steps – so I assumed there was nowhere at the back. It seemed to be predominantly an industrial area.


  Unfortunately from here on we left the wonderful autobahns behind and I did not have the chance to write up my diary as I went along. It is just amazing how quickly you forget, especially at the end of a trip. I agree with those who say that four weeks is the maximum time to be touring, as you tend to get very tired and I guess blase up to a point, for things just don’t seem to have the same interest or make such a lasting impression as when you first start out.


  However, I do feel we saw the most interesting part of the continent first and the latter part, with the exception of the famous Rhine Valley, was a bit of an anticlimax. Perhaps it was because the last section of our trip was full of the reminders of the war and the utter devastation which must have existed in the post-war years. When you see the remains of the wholesale destruction that war produces it makes you wonder what it was all for. I should think it must be very difficult to ‘forgive and forget’ if you happened to live in a town or city which suffered bomb damage. Still they seem to and, especially in Cologne, take a great pride in their reconstruction work.


  We went in and out of the tiny Duchy of Luxembourg, where they speak mostly German and some French, into Belgium where they speak French. Then we passed through the Flanders section of Belgium, where they speak Flemish and French and finally to Dunkirk in France. So our sign language has been working overtime, with the help of my poor French! Once again we were aware of the prosperity of Belgium, both in the country and the towns.


  Some of the country we passed through yesterday reminded me of Australia. Rather flat, open farming land and the acreages here were more in keeping with those at home and not the pocket-handkerchief size we have been seeing. Most of the crops seem to be cut for hay rather than grain. At one spot we stopped to take a photo of a German family harvesting some of their barley. Everywhere we went we passed wagons, usually horse-drawn, piled high with hay.  Obviously we were right in the midst of harvest time.  Everyone helps with the harvest, men and women, young and old.


  Last night we spent an unexpected night at Ypres which is the very centre of Flanders and the scene of battle during the 1914-18 war. There is a huge concrete memorial in the form of a town gate, which arches over the Menen Road and is called the Menen Gate. It lists all those of the Allied forces who lost their lives during the battle at Ypres and a large proportion were Australians. They still play the ‘Last Post’ here each day. We had a look over the Town Hall which has been reconstructed twice – firstly after the 14-18 war when it was completely destroyed and again after the last war when the tower was bombed.


  We discovered that there was a Bruegal Festival on while we were there, for the amusement of the people of Flanders. It was in the form of drinking and dancing, and took place in one of the huge rooms in the Town Hall. The atmosphere was almost medieval, with the ceiling of huge oaken beams, constructed like the upside down hull of a huge ship. The long, scrubbed wooden tables had beer kegs as trestles and long wooden seats at each side of them. The centre of the hall was left clear for dancing and the orchestra was set up on a platform at one end. The orchestra, incidentally, was one of the best I have heard, being very like that of the famous Glen Miller. Apart from being very competent musicians, they were also humorists and provided quite a lot of amusement during the evening. The beer was served in clay pots, especially made for the Festival which could be bought as souvenirs for about 3/6.


  After we left Ypres sometime around midnight, we drove the rest of the way to Dunkirk and had quite a bit of fun trying to ask for a camping spot. By persevering with my French, we managed to get directions to the beach, but we found this morning that, in the dark, we had actually pitched tent on a park where camping was not permitted. Ah me, the joys of travelling on the cheap. To cap it all, we bogged the car in the sand when we tried to back out this morning. With the help of numerous Frenchmen we managed to lift it out.


  I don’t think I have laughed so much for a long time as last night, when we were erecting the tent in the strong wind among the sand dunes – in the dark and slightly tipsy after our night at the Festival. Dugald started to quote very dramatically about how we “pitched tent, against terrific odds, on the beach at Dunkirk!” when, lo and behold, I looked up to see the tent collapsing! You can imagine the hilarity that went on.


  When I had a look at the beach this morning I could well understand why they chose Dunkirk to withdraw troops during the war. It is a glorious beach with firm white sand which stretches for miles. I could just picture the craft recovering the troops by the hundred, although today it looked very peaceful with children building sandcastles, or playing with dogs and each other.


  We may stay tonight at a nice little pub we visited when we went down to Windsor on the Queen’s Birthday, so we can have a general clean-up before returning to London. I am dying to get back to London to get my mail, it seems ages since I read any news. I shall leave this letter open until after I read my mail in case there is anything further to add.


  We are at present crossing the English Channel and the old ferry is tossing about a bit. We have really had a wonderful trip and the thought of searching around London for ‘Digs’ does not hold much appeal really. We will go to the Overseas Visitors Club to get something temporary and try and sort out what to do from there. There has been a suggestion of a trip to Wales or the south of England when I return, so at present I am not sure what I shall be doing during the next month or so. I don’t feel like working while the weather is good for travelling and London is very expensive to stay in when you are not working, but I shall let you know as soon as possible what I am doing.


  It is now Tuesday afternoon and we are back in London. At present we are sitting in the car waiting for the boys to get themselves organised into a flat. Rosalie and I are again sharing a room at Craig House, which is right opposite the Overseas Visitors Club and which we obtained through them. It is really very convenient to deal through the Club. We just walk in and say we want a room and ‘Bob’s your uncle’ so to speak. It costs us 13/6 per night B&B.


  I am quite exhausted reading all my mail – I got the ones from the Bank first and wondered why a couple of comments seemed hard to understand, then of course I got the two at the OVC and it all fell into place. I shall have to read them all again as it has been a little disjointed, what with collecting luggage, hopping in and out of cars etc. Golly it was wonderful to get them though Mother – it seems positively ages since I had heard from home. After a break, it is now midnight. I have just re-read all your letters and realise I have quite a few to write. I shall try to rectify that over the next day or so. I also received my colour slides today and, with the exception of one or two unimportant ones, they have turned out quite successfully.


  Margaret had a letter from Rita in Oslo, where she was staying with her girlfriend, who we met while we were there. She seemed to be having a very good time in Oslo. They were due to go to Trondheim, which is up north in Norway in the Land of the Midnight Sun. She mentioned that lifts were harder to get in Norway than Scotland, which didn’t surprise me as we hardly saw any hitch-hikers in Norway, but Denmark and Germany were full of them. She didn’t quite know how much longer they would be away, so I just don’t know when we will connect up again.


  As far as our trip went it was wonderful, but we all felt it was too short a time for the distance covered. We had to cut out the far north and Finland which was a great pity and there were lots of times when we would like to have stopped a day or so in some village or another. Of course, all these little sojourns eat up more money, so you have to compromise somewhere. We worked it out that we all spent about £90Stg. Because of my purchases, my total was nearer to £98. It is rather a lot, but amounted to four weeks living and included everything (souvenirs, mailing etc.). One thing that makes that particular part of the Continent expensive is the cost of the ferries. We had to use quite a number of them to get across the fjords. Of course, that money also includes petrol and hire of the car. We all got on very well together as we were all people interested in natural beauty.  Rose and Michael though, both got a bit fed up with the car travelling.


  Last night we came as far as Canterbury and were just in time to have a fleeting glimpse at the famous cathedral. As it was just on closing time, we didn’t see it all. What we did see though, convinced both Dugald and I that we preferred it to Westminster Abbey. I will have to have another visit to Canterbury some time. It was rather strange coming back to England. We felt as though we were home and travelling through country we knew, which of course was quite wrong. It seemed funny to be still ‘sight-seeing’ in England, but it was a relief to be able to look at prices in windows and see at a glance what the price was, instead of first having to do rapid calculations and conversions.


  We stayed the night at a village called Sittingbourne which is on the way up from Canterbury, about an hour and a half from London. It was quite a relief to have a nice bed and to be able to have baths etc. and sort our cases out before hitting the busy metropolis. I must to bed as it is now 1am.  Rosalie has been madly unpacking while I have been writing, but mine will have to wait until tomorrow I’m afraid.


  Bye bye for now. All my love. Kathie.


  


  In and Around London


  c/o National Bank.


  20th July 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, since I last wrote there are several items of interest. Firstly, last week I went to Australia House to make a phone call to see when Phyl and Dick were to arrive. I was waiting patiently outside the one and only phone box there when who should I see but Les C., a lad from Ballarat who lived at Summerlea with us. You can imagine our mutual surprise and how our tongues wagged. He introduced me to his wife Jo and we sat down and talked about old acquaintances, their trip, my trip etc., for a couple of hours.


  My telephone call didn’t get made, their trip to Westminster Abbey was postponed and we finished up having a cup of tea and a hamburger at one of the Lyons Stores. I gave them my phone number and they gave me theirs. They also suggested that I should go and visit them at their flat in Chelsea one night. They are only here for about another fortnight, so it should be soon. They are doing a flying holiday – being away from home for about 3 months. Isn’t it amazing to meet them over here after not seeing them for about seven years!


  Secondly, Phyl and Dick arrived last Friday. I had sent a wire to the boat giving them my phone number, so I waited in all day thinking I might hear from them. When I went downstairs later, I happened to look in the message box, at Rosalie’s request, and lo and behold, there was a message for me to ring the Clarendon Court Hotel where they were staying. I finally got on to them about 7pm and, after having a bite to eat here, went out to see them. We talked about our respective holidays, as you can imagine, and I missed the last tube train, so I had to get a taxi home. It’s the last time too, if I can manage otherwise, because it is the second time the blighters have taken me halfway into the city to the Overseas League, when I have asked for the Overseas Visitors Club! I guess it is a genuine mistake, but it adds to the fare, and for poor muggins me who is not sure of the way, it is only when I get to a spot when I know for certain that it’s the wrong direction that I can say anything to them.


  Joan had invited me down to her home for the weekend so I didn’t see them again before then, but said I would ring when I returned today. My stay with Joan was most enjoyable, although in one way it could have been better timed really, for early on Saturday morning, the day I arrived, Joan’s grandfather died. He was 87 and had been ill, but had just returned from hospital to recuperate. Evidently he overdid it and his heart gradually gave out. Poor old Joan, who had had quite a few hectic days and nights looking after him I gather, had to perform the task of ‘laying out’.


  Joan met me at the station with Ivor B., the New Zealand schoolteacher who was on board ship with us, and who just called in as she was about to pick me up. He was on his way to inquire about a possible teaching position for next year. We had a couple of beers and he went on his way. I only left London at midday and, as it took about an hour to get to Elstead, there wasn’t much of the afternoon left by the time Ivor went.


  Joan lives in the small village of Elstead. I should say it would be a typical middle-class village, at least what I saw of it; perhaps some of the other sections might be termed ‘better off’. Joan’s cousin Mick and his friend Alf came in during the afternoon and arranged to take us to the local British Legion that night. That is the equivalent of our RSL Clubs. They were having some visitors to the Club from Portsmouth and it was to be a special night. I had a most enjoyable evening. We sat round the piano (played by Mick who doesn’t know one note from the next but plays quite well by ear) and sang all the songs usually sung in the English pubs on such an occasion. It was a very happy night, finishing up with dancing to some of the music being played.


  Afterwards they took us for a drive around some of the local lanes, pointing out spots of note by the moonlight! Mick is quite a comic and it was quite a hilarious ride. They organised to see us the next evening at one of the three local pubs, to take us a little farther afield and show me some more English life.


  We thought we were going out the next day with a friend of Joan’s, whose fiance had just purchased a vintage car. We were to have the day out to Oxford, but when we rang the next morning the car was not quite roadworthy, so it was cancelled! After that, we called on a young couple, who were childhood friends of Joan’s, to deliver some dry cleaning collected on their behalf. They were very nice, just like any Australian couple with three children. The wife was cooking and her husband was all caught up with arrangements for a local fete. Joan was telling me the husband was a pacifist during the war and was imprisoned for it. He is, and apparently always has been, one who organises young people’s clubs etc., and probably generally does quite a lot of good for the little village community.


  While we were there another chap called to see him and in the course of conversation mentioned a second-hand Austin (1937 model I think), which impressed him as being in excellent condition, well looked after etc. and which was being offered for £50. I didn’t think much about it at the time, but during the afternoon, as we drove around in Joan’s 1936 Morris, which she purchased for £45, I began to think it might be worth looking at, particularly as he seemed to be very impressed and had no idea I was even interested in cars. I would dearly love to have my own transport here but can’t, of course, tie up all my money as it would leave nothing to travel on. I wouldn’t mind outlaying say £50 though to get me here and there. Travelling cross country on public transport is almost as bad as at home. Outside London, you take about three times as long, if not more, to get somewhere which takes very little time in a car.


  Both Mick and Alf are mechanics, at least they have their own workshop where they do spare time work (I am not sure what their real jobs are) and they said if I did get a car they would do any work I wanted, so that could be handy. I haven’t done anything yet but don’t be surprised if you hear that I am the proud owner of a 4-wheeled match box! I am finding it just a little difficult to organise anybody I know into tripping at the moment and I feel if I had a little car I could get into it and just tootle off if I felt like it, or perhaps if I had a spare seat someone might get the urge to join me. However, we’ll see.


  My present arrangements are that Joan and I are leaving, probably next Saturday, for a short trip around Wales in her small car, possibly being away for a week or ten days. Joan’s husband John is now following her over here and arrives about the middle of August, so naturally Joan is waiting to do most of her tripping with him and doesn’t want to spend too much money before he comes. She is quite happy to do this short trip though as she doesn’t think they will go to Wales together. She also has another girlfriend who has a couple of days leave due and who might join us for the first four days, to visit another friend somewhere in south Wales. Also Mick’s sister, Pauline and her husband will be going to Snowdon in north Wales and we might possibly meet up with them for a day or so. It should be quite fun.


  I seem to have digressed a little from the weekend story! On Sunday afternoon Joan took her mother, step-father and me for a trip around some of the neighbouring counties, or maybe I should say towns rather than counties. It still intrigues me to drive along their narrow country roads with either hedges, stone walls, which are the boundaries of some of the larger estates, or trees which grow in avenues right alongside the road in some places.


  We drove to a spot called ‘The Devil’s Punchbowl’ which is a large basin between some fairly high hills covered mostly with scrubland. From the highest point you can get quite an extensive view over the neighbouring farmlands. Corn, barley, wheat etc. seem to be the main crops, cut mainly for hay, as on the Continent. As I have not actually spoken to any of the farmers, I can’t vouch for the accuracy of that statement and I certainly don’t know why hay is the main interest and not grain. Perhaps that is not so, although we saw some of them baling hay, using Massey-Harris machinery too I noticed. Did I tell you that a lot of the machinery on the Continent, particularly in Germany, was Lands equipment. Someone was telling me that they were trying to import that into Australia.


  We went to another ancient village of Petworth, which has a local Manor House in which I understand there is a very interesting art collection. Unfortunately it is only open on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays, so we couldn’t go in. I might try to organise another trip there as it is a quaint little town and the house looked quite promising. We had a look at Thursley Church, which was built during the 1400’s and where there is a grave of The Unknown Sailor who was brutally murdered in the early 1700’s. They also have the gallows somewhere where they hanged the three scoundrels what-done-it. It’s somewhere near the Devil’s Punchbowl, but we missed the turn-off so that has to wait for another time too.


  We came back to Guildford, which is a city in its own right. It still has a bell tower and the town clock at the top of the High Street, which is its main street and is, as its name suggests, a street running up a very high hill. The old Town Crier used to call out all the important happenings with the old cry of “Hear ye, hear ye” from the bell tower. I shouted our evening meal at a restaurant attached to the local cinema which, incidentally, opens on Sundays like all English cinemas. Then we came back home, dropped the parents at the ‘local’ and went home for a bath prior to meeting the boys.


  The homes are typically small square maisonette-style houses, with a tiny bathroom tucked under the stairs and a tiny bath tucked away in one corner. As the hot water works off an open wood fire, which is not lit during hot weather, which we are having at the moment, we went across the street to Auntie’s place and filled our bucket at the kitchen sink, which has a small Braemar-type gas heater.  We then used her equally tiny bath. How the men of the family manage to sit in it I’ll never know - I went from end to end just sitting up!


  We met the boys at the ‘Star’, had a drink there, then they took us to Thursley to ‘The Three Horseshoes’, where we spent the rest of the time having a couple of drinks and playing three games of darts. I can see I’ll have to improve my darts! It was all very English and lots of fun.


  That’s about all for now, love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Australia House,


  22nd July l959


  Dear Family,


  I have about twenty minutes to wait before Phyl, Dick and the girls meet me here, so I thought I would take the opportunity to start another letter. When I returned from Elstead last Monday, I went to the Bank to check on the mail and, as it was only about 1pm, I decided to have a stroll around the city. First of all I went down Burlington Arcade, which runs off Piccadilly, just to have a look at what’s offering. Now is the season for all the summer sales and there’s no doubt about it, their reductions are really worth while. The shops in the Arcade are very varied, but there are a lot of jewellery shops selling new, antique and second-hand stuff, and the inevitable souvenir shops. It was fun just looking! At the moment, of course, it’s mostly summer clothing on display and one is sorely tempted to buy. Such things as attractive 3/4-sleeve shirt dresses for around 50/- for instance, but as sure as I did the glorious summer weather, which has continued day after day since our return, would cease – so I am just window shopping.


  Even in the evenings I have been going out in nylon dresses, with a cardigan in case it gets too cool and so far I haven’t needed it! I can’t believe my good fortune in striking one of the hottest summers on record. I am sure most of the English business men can’t believe it either, for the majority of them are still wearing their bowler hats and carrying their umbrellas over one arm – with, of course, newspaper neatly folded and tucked under the other.


  Next I decided to have a look at Winston Churchill’s paintings for 2/6 at the Royal Academy. They were very interesting to see but, although I don’t profess to be an art critic, I thought that if they were put in a shop window with no name, for the most part they would hardly warrant a second glance. The majority were painted around 1924-l936, but there are a few later ones too. Of course, it is rather wonderful for a man to have so many attributes and add painting to them but, from the purely artistic view, they were only just interesting.


  I then decided to see if I could find my way reasonably quickly to Trafalgar Square, as I had a couple of photos left to finish the film in my camera. I had already taken one of Eros and part of Piccadilly Circus, so off I set, window shopping as I went, naturally. I was quite pleased with myself, as I got there by a fairly direct route down the Haymarket, discovering a couple more theatres on the way. I am still finding out where the theatres are and, although I haven’t been to any more yet, I am really getting a theatre appetite. From the Haymarket, I turned into Pall Mall and there to my left was the National Gallery, St Martin’s in the Fields straight ahead, with Trafalgar Square itself on my right as I faced down Pall Mall. As I was so near to the National Gallery, I decided to go in and see some of the real artists’ work. They have some wonderful paintings there but I only saw a small portion, mainly Dutch painters which appeal to me, even though I was strolling around for about three quarters of an hour.


  When I came out I decided I would have a good look around the Square to find the best camera angle. I picked my way through the pigeons, which are always there by the thousands and dodged around numerous groups of people taking each other’s photos feeding them, while every now and then looking back over my shoulder to see how my position was. I was just about to cross the road to where I thought I could get everything I wanted in, when I looked back and thought – that’s funny – it looks different now. When I had another look I realised the fountains had been turned off! Ah me, the joys of photography! As Trafalgar Square would not be the same without the fountains of course, I had to abandon the idea! Must go; Dick and Phil have just arrived.


  Thursday 23rd. Well it’s the next day and I am back at the same desk in Australia House, this time waiting for Rose and Michael to turn up, so I thought I would continue. When we left here yesterday we got on to a bus down Fleet Street, which runs straight down from the front door here towards St Paul’s, and got off the bus right at the ‘Cheshire Cheese’ pub, which is the old haunt of Dr Johnson (of the Dictionary fame and an old confrere of Dickens). It used to be the Monastery of the White Friars and the wine cellars are part of the original monastery. We had lunch there and had a look at the cellars. True to form, Dick was asked to stand still at one particular spot and he was used in place of a keg, to demonstrate how they raise and lower them on the lift!


  After lunch we all went our separate ways and I had yet another walk to find my way around. I went into ‘Libertys’ and saw some materials for quite reasonable prices. There were fine woollens 54” wide at 25/- yd. Others were a little more expensive at 39/6 - 40/-, but very nice. I still maintain that most of the woollens have a ‘muddly’ design and quite a lot of them are drab colours. Libertys is quite a big store in an old Tudor-style building (white with black wooden slatting) and it has a series of mezzanine floors – you know sort of balcony floors where you can look right down the central section to the ground floor.


  Rose and Michael are going to the House of Commons today and I came in early to see if I could organise a ticket but no luck either at Victoria House or through a Mr B. here at Australia House, who did try to get me in through the seats reserved for visiting MP’s. So unfortunately it looks as though I shall miss out. I may just try going down with them but Mr B. didn’t hold much hope – they are debating the Central African question and it’s evidently rather popular.


  I am still out at the OVC at Earls Court but tomorrow I go back down to Joan’s at Elstead and we set off for a short trip to Wales for about a week or ten days. She has a girlfriend who may come with us and I just heard through her that Ivor, the NZ boy from the ship, may come too. I rather hope he does because then we will go in his Ford Anglia, which would be much more reliable I feel. However we’ll see.


  Margie and Dugald are off today until 8/8/59 down to Cornwall and up to Wales. When they come back Marg. and I are hoping to go up to Scotland for part of the Edinburgh Festival. We may find it a bit hard to get into everything as the bookings have been open since April, but we will have to take that risk and we hope to see something of Scotland at the same time. I also hope to have some transport of some kind by then. I am tempted to get one of the bubble cars, but I think I stand to lose more when reselling. I could get it on hire purchase with about £50 deposit, but over the 18 months I should still be tying up a considerable amount of money. I shall have to have a talk to the boys at Elstead again.


  The other day I went up to Trade Publicity here at Australia House to put my name down for the selling of Aussie goods and when the woman heard I was a stenographer she offered me a job in her office from the end of this month. However, I want to see Scotland first and I had this trip with Joan planned, so I couldn’t accept – but you just never know do you! Shorthand/typists are on clover really. They are wanted everywhere, either temporary or permanent. I’m not sure that I want to go into an office, but maybe I’ll be glad of it when the time comes. I can’t say I’m looking forward to working at all!


  If I can’t go to Parliament today I am tempted to go to the matinee of ‘All in the Family’ which is in its last week here and supposed to be a very lively adult comedy! I’m just dying to go to the theatre but so far haven’t organised it. Time just flies. Joan’s cousin Pauline, who I have met, is interested in amateur theatre. She belongs to the Farnborough Group where her husband works so I may see some amateur plays through her.


  Cheerio for now, love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  A Visit to the Houses of Parliament


  London


  Thursday, 23rd July


  Dear Family,


  I really should be packing my cases now, but I thought you may like to hear about my day at the Houses of Parliament while it is still fresh in my mind. I tried everywhere for a ticket to get in. When Michael and Rose turned up at Australia House, we even went back down to Queensland House to see if they had a spare ticket. Evidently each Embassy is allocated four tickets each day, but I had no luck. However, both the Queensland and the Victoria House girls suggested I go along and stand in the general queue, so I thought it would be worth a try. After walking through Trafalgar Square, down Whitehall, past Downing Street etc., we waltzed up to the front door of Parliament House.


  We asked one of the three Bobbies how long I should have to wait and, once we were in, if we could all meet outside again, to see if we had had enough or wanted to stay longer. We didn’t know, of course, that we would all actually be in the same gallery. He told me I would probably get in about 3-3.30pm, but Rose and Michael would go more or less straight in and that we should spin a yarn to the Sergeant-at-Arms on the door to get a pass to the cafeteria when we wanted to come out.


  Well, off I went, along with about a hundred others, into a long hall with seats on either side. I was ushered from one Bobby to the next and finally into a seat in the queue, where I sat and watched and listened from 2.30pm until 4.15pm. Fortunately there was an almost continuous passing parade of people – all shapes, sizes, ages and colours. We had the Indian ladies in their saris, the coal-black West Indians of which London seems to have thousands, English public school boys, the American tourists, the ordinary English citizen in London for a trip, the Scots down for a holiday and of course me!


  Not long after we were seated, one of the ushering Bobbies said out of one side of his mouth to those of us who were seated adjacent to where he stood, “That gentleman there,” nodding to some chap who had held a whispered word or two with him, “was Sir Thomas (it sounded like Dugdow).”  “Oh,” said I, as the remark seemed directed mainly at me. I’m sure I sounded most impressed and should hate the Honourable Gentleman to know I had never heard of him! Then, after a few more had passed down between the long rows of seated public, came another aside from the Bobby,  “That last gentleman is Lord Lambert – he’s Torrington!” I could only assume ‘Torrington’ to be one of the electorates, of which Lord Lambert is the present member!


  You can imagine how, during two hours, I had plenty of time to study my confreres. Opposite me was one American lady who couldn’t understand why “Those people got in ahead of me, officer, I was here long before them!” – in a typically audible American voice. When told that they were ticket holders – “Waal - how do they get tickets?”  “Mumble mumble” from the Bobby. “Oh reely - waal now, I didn’t know thaat – they didn’t taal me at my Embassy!” etc. All this interspersed with anxious looks from many of those seated, wondering how long they would have to wait. Every now and then all of us had to stand up and move along a few yards to be seated again; either to make more room, or to fill a space left by a departing, exasperated, body.


  Finally, at 4.15, I moved into the Lobby or Entrance Hall; a circular hall which houses the statues of numerous monarchs around the archways and over each of the four main entrances are coloured mosaics of the four Patron Saints, with a small plaque below telling who and why they are there. St David for Wales, St Andrew for Scotland, St George for England and St Patrick for Ireland. All this I gazed at while I waited for Rose to emerge as we had arranged to meet at 4.30, thinking I would be inside much earlier.


  I explained my position to the Bobby on duty at the door to the Entrance Hall. At the end of my explanation he grinned and said “My, that was a mouthful wasn’t it!” He suggested I wait for Rose where I was and then to see him about going inside. This I did, but when she emerged, we first paid a visit to the restaurant for an orange drink. While there I heard one of the girls behind the counter pass some comment to her mate, whereupon she replied “Nice dress!” – looking at yours truly (I had on my wild rice linen which I made myself and which, incidentally, has been extremely useful).


  When we came back my Bobby had disappeared, so I approached his replacement and, after finding out he had gone “To have his tea” I explained the position. “Well you just sit down there and in about five or ten minutes I should be able to get you in ahead of the next lot.” So there I sat, again, and, in roughly the appointed time, I got a quick wave from the Bobby who had evidently conferred with the one issuing the tickets, because he was waiting for me with a knowing grin and handed me my Pass. At last I was in and could actually sit with Rose and Michael, so it was worth it.


  The House was by that time discussing the Coal question. Evidently Britain is producing more coal than is required and there was lots of backchat about what should be done about it. One Member of the Government was a particularly good speaker – ex-RAF I should say with an enormous handle-bar moustache and he was quite witty. He was supporting the Minister for Fuel and Power and among other things described him in a very English voice as his “Fuel and Power Pin-up.” Later, in reply to one of the Opposition’s remarks about “To the average Conservative” he assured the House in general that “I am not an average Conservative” – amid howls of laughter. Without knowing the background of the English coal situation, I should say the Government had a very sound argument, or at least they put their case and stood the abuse from the Opposition very well! Incidentally, they lounge all over the seats here too, and sleep on the back benches.


  We decided to nip into the House of Lords before leaving. They were discussing whether or not to remove the 10% tariff on Danish bacon imported into Britain – for reasons too long to explain now – but I’m afraid it was suitably ‘dull’ after the Lower House. We left to the sound of a quite young member who professed to be a farmer, although not a pig farmer, extolling the virtues of the previous speaker’s comments in a very nasal and frightfully plummy accent. This, I’m afraid, made Michael shudder visibly, he being very Australian! So much for my visit to Parliament. I enjoyed it immensely! Hope I have given you some idea of what it was like. Incidentally, when we came out at 7pm, there were just as many waiting to go in and even more outside!


  Love. Kathie


  


  Wales


  Near Aberystwyth, Wales.


  27th July 1959


  Dear Family,


  Here we are on the move again, a more leisurely trip than last time and so far it has been most enjoyable. At present we are sitting inside the car to keep out of the pouring rain. We are at a place called ‘Devils Bridge’ and have returned exhausted after climbing up and down the valley around the Mynach Waterfall. The Devils Bridge was immortalised by Wordsworth in a sonnet. It is a triple-bridge construction with each bridge being constructed directly above the previous one and the road at either end being built up as necessary. The Falls, like most falls of any size, are quite picturesque, but unfortunately the rain rather dampened our enthusiasm somewhat. At the foot of the falls is the junction of the Mynach and Rheidol rivers, which then flow into the sea at Aberystwyth.


  It is lunchtime now and we are sitting watching the sea roll in at Aberystwyth. Last night we stayed at Aberayron in a private house owned by a Welsh chappie and his German wife, both quite young, with two lovely little boys. They take people in for bed and breakfast – we think it’s to help to pay for the wife’s bi-annual trips to Germany. The husband was a good-looking, tall, dark Welshman who worked as a linesman with the local Electricity Commission. His main interest in life seemed to be fishing for sea trout in his beloved River Aeron which flows swiftly in front of their council home. She is a self-confessed ‘rolling stone’ and, as they had once considered going out to Australia, they were quite pleased to hear a little about it. I think we rather gave her itchy feet, but I expect he would take a lot of moving from his river. You can imagine what an attractive accent she had; a mixture of German and Welsh speaking English.


  We had quite an amusing evening with the young couple and she gave us numerous cups of tea and biscuits while we chatted. Although she had told us the charge was 15/- each for bed and breakfast, when we gave her the £2-5-0 for the three of us, she insisted on giving us 5/- back “to buy lunch”; to go with the two thermoses of tea she had already supplied. It is much the best way to spend the night, rather than go to an hotel. Apparently quite a few people around Wales (and probably England and Scotland) make a few extra bob by taking in guests.


  Before that we had been camping, but the facilities at the ones we have visited so far were not so good, although some of the sites are quite attractive. One, for instance, which actually ran to a shower, had the shower locked at night. The warden came and banged on the door when Joan and I were in there saying “Will you ladies please come out now?”  When we asked why – “Because we are locking up!” Next morning when I went for a shower it was still locked and when I enquired at the Warden’s house, I was told they wouldn’t be open till 10am. It’s quite crazy really, because most people like to be on the road by that time.


  We are gradually moving from the south of Wales, which is the more industrial area, up the west coast to the north, which everyone tells us is the most beautiful part of Wales. Actually I have found the last day or so most attractive. There are quite deep valleys along the various rivers which flow into Cardigan Bay. They looked like patchwork quilts with the small plots of varying colours joined by the inevitable stone fence or hedge.


  One complaint I do have though, and it also applies to that part of the English countryside I have seen, is the habit of building hedges or stone walls, or both, right beside the roads as quite often they completely obstruct what would otherwise be a lovely view. I think perhaps the ideal way to drive through these areas would be on a double-decker bus, although I don’t know how they would get through some of the tiny narrow streets in the Welsh villages.


  We are hoping to meet up with Joan’s cousin Pauline and her family at Snowdon, which is a famous mountain resort. I forgot to mention before that we have visited a couple of old castle ruins already in Wales – Raglan Castle, which dates back to the 13th and 14th centuries, Pembroke Castle which was the birthplace of Henry VII and St David’s Cathedral at the most westerly point of Wales, where the patron saint of Wales was buried.


  It is now the next morning and once again we took shelter in a home rather than camp, because of the wet weather. It is bad luck really, because most of the Midland Cities with the big industries all close down for holidays at this time. Lots of working families have looked forward to their annual fortnight’s leave, so it’s a shame when the weather turns nasty, especially as it has been so good up to this week. We are at present in a farm house just out of Harlech (where the ‘Men of Harlech’ of the well-known song came from). It’s a terribly old homestead, built, as most of the farms and houses seem to be, of the local grey stones. Our host informed Ivor that it is about 400 years old and I can well believe it. Some of the walls are about 2ft thick. There are no electric lights, only lamps, but I was happy to see the bathroom has been modernised, although no shower of course.


  This couple is a little older than our last hosts and they have about 11 people here at present, mostly passing through. They didn’t sit and chat with us like the folk in Aberayron, but left their guests to amuse themselves over a supper of tea and biscuits – all at no extra charge, the tariff being 12/6 per night. There must be thousands of folk on the road at present. We tried numerous places before we found this farm last night. The farmland I can see out of my small window seems quite lush. They run dairy cattle, the coal black ‘Welsh Blacks’, with just a few Friesians and Jerseys.


  Well folks, we have just finished breakfast and are making a move, so must away for now.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Aldershot,


  3 August 1959 (Bank Holiday)


  Dear Family,


  Well, we are once again in England. When I last wrote we were on the farm at Harlech. From there we travelled round the coast going right down to the tip of the Lleyn Peninsula where we had our lunch on the beach at Aberdaron. There are quite a number of reasonable beaches around this section of Wales, although the sand is grey instead of white, but at least there is some sand. We passed quite a number of places where the beach consisted only of large stones. In Aberystwyth, where we sat in the car and had lunch, we watched the poor English holiday makers fighting against the cold wind, having paid their 2/6 deposit for a deck chair so that they could spend the day on the beach wrapped up in overcoats etc.


  We have actually finished our tour of Wales, but as we got back last night and today is a holiday, we decided to come to Pauline & Peter’s (Joan’s cousin and husband) to have a wash up and general sorting out. Actually we met up with Pauline, Peter and their six-year old daughter at Bedgellert, a village near Mt Snowdon which is the highest mountain in Britain, about three and a half thousand feet from memory. We spent a very pleasant day and night camped with them at Benllech, which is on the north coast of the island of Anglesey at the northern point of Wales.


  We were unlucky with the weather in one way as quite often we passed some very pretty spots which were spoilt photographically because of mist in the hills and valleys. The north is reputed to be the beauty spot of Wales but we did strike some quite bleak stretches. The most noticeable thing to my way of thinking was the general lack of trees. In some spots the hills were quite void of trees of any sort. Even when you did strike wooded areas they were short scrubby types of trees – I’m afraid I don’t know what sort. We did notice, though, quite extensive afforestation in both the north and south, so perhaps in a few years this aspect won’t be quite so noticeable.


  It’s funny how things don’t register until you actually come up against them. For instance, I had no idea Wales was noted for its woollen goods and yet everywhere we went there were shops with ‘Welsh Woollens’ on sale, a lot of them still ‘hand-made’ on the old spinning wheels. Their woollen goods seemed to be very reasonably priced too! The main patterns are the tapestry and the honeycomb weave. They also use mohair a lot, although that, of course, doesn’t come from Wales. They are also famous for their ‘Welsh Rock’ sweets; like the old Castlemaine Rock we get at home. I managed to get a photograph of a Welsh lass in her national costume who was selling sweets in one of the ‘Welsh Rock’ shops.


  On our way home we decided to ask one of the farmers if we could camp in his field, which we did. The one we chose seemed to have quite a prosperous farm. He was a little hunch-backed fellow, but cheerfully offered us his field and showed us a toilet attached to his milking sheds, which we could use. He even offered us his bungalow if we wanted to wash there, but we didn’t bother disturbing his wife. He had already told us where to get water, so we could heat it on the primus ourselves.


  The next morning he showed us around his cow sheds and piggery. He owned 150 acres of land, ran 48 dairy cows, mostly Ayrshires and had three milking units which each milked two cows at a time. In the pig feeding pens he had 34 pigs which he told us he fattened to eight stone. He has no worries about freight as they are sold to the local butchers and there is a chappie who does nothing but collect pigs from farmers and deliver them to the butchers. His other interest was chickens. All in all he seemed to be making quite a good living, at least enough to employ three men, so that wasn’t bad on 150 acres.


  The next day we travelled round and about, finally coming to Stratford-on-Avon. We booked in at a guesthouse in the hopes of being able to get in to the evening’s performance at the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre, where the annual Festival of Shakespeare’s Plays is in progress. Of course it was the Saturday of the Bank Holiday weekend and, needless to say, as Sir Lawrence Olivier and Dame Edith Evans were both in the play, we couldn’t even get standing room. The first bookable seats were for October. The only others being sold were unreserved and standing room, which they sell on the day of the performance, opening at 5am.


  However we weren’t completely outdone. We managed to get tickets for their Open-Air Theatre where the Oxford University Experimental Drama Group were performing a 16th Century Ben Johnson play called ‘Bartholomew Fair’. We were terribly lucky with the weather as the previous day had been wet and that day had been dull, but the evening turned out to be perfect. The play was extremely well done and ideally suited for the open-air setting, even to the Avon River running at the back of the stage, into which one of the players had to plunge while being chased by an irate crowd. It’s just amazing how effective their ‘props’ were and their costuming was very clever. They even had an orchestra to suit the period consisting of a violin, two flutes, an oboe and a bassoon. They would come into the category of amateurs, but I should think Drama would be part of their studies at the University and so would be more comparable with our Union Theatre at home.


  I am hoping to see some amateur plays through Pauline and Peter who belong to the Farnborough group. They also offered to take me to some Vintage Car rallies when they go. I think I may have mentioned Peter has a 1926 Rolls Royce. They are a very pleasant couple of my own age, so I may see quite a bit of them. Apart from a general invitation to come whenever I felt like it, Pauline suggested that, if I felt lonely at Xmas, I could spend it with them.


  I must away now as I am on the track of a second-hand car. We have seen a 1939 Ford Prefect for £65 today. I went for a drive and tonight Pauline’s brother, Mick, is going to look at it for me. He is a mechanic so will be able to offer sound advice about its value. I am going to try to beat them down a bit. It is at Elstead where Joan lives and the folk at the garage know the owner, so we feel they won’t really try to take us down.


  I have made up my mind to get a car because then I shall be able to get around to the numerous friends and relatives I still have to look up, without all this nuisance of getting luggage in and out of storage etc. and the bugbear of carrying luggage up and down train platforms.


  No more room, love. Kathie.


  


  A ‘New’ Car


  112 Cromwell Road,
EARLS COURT.


  5th August 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, I have quite a number of things to relate and I find it hard to know where to start. First of all, I have purchased a second hand car! A December 1938 Ford Prefect – referred to on my Insurance as 1938, by the AA as 1938 but by the salesman as 1939!  Oh well, what’s a month or two between friends.


  The story goes something like this. I told you I intended getting one if possible. I also mentioned in the airletter posted in Godalming the other day that I had seen this car. It was a local car in the garage at Elstead, where Joan lives. Quite a few people knew it, as it had been owned by the garage salesman. He had made one or two changes, including a reconditioned engine which he said had only done about 2000 miles since renewal. Everything works, including the fog light and indicators. The steering box has a bit of play in it, but Mick checked that for me to make sure the car didn’t have ‘jellied steering’ (as he put it) and wander all over the place. Actually, after driving a few miles you don’t notice it much at all.


  The chappie told both Mick and I that I shouldn’t need to spend anything on it mechanically for at least 2 years, which is all I am interested in. I certainly hope he is right! Now – the most important detail – the price was £65. I am really quite happy with my value for money. We looked at quite a lot that was offering and, although there were a few around £45-55, they weren’t in the same class, even on appearance. Of course you don’t expect the latest model when you buy a 1938 job and there are always risks one must take, but I have gambled and I hope it pays off.


  I have insured it under a comprehensive policy for any driver. I haven’t ever hit anyone, but there’s no saying in this traffic that someone won’t hit me and anyway it’s better to be on the safe side. I have also joined AA so I guess by the time I pay for those it will have cost nearly £80. I am hoping the money I get when I resell it will be my pocket money home! It is registered until the end of December so I am a bit lucky there. Oh yes! The colour is black with red leather upholstery (Father will be pleased). I shall have a colour slide taken of ‘Me and my car!’ and send it home.


  I drove up from Elstead to London today and didn’t have too much trouble finding my way. It has already proved a blessing as the room I got through the OVC this time is quite a little way from the Club and, as this place doesn’t supply breakfast, it would have been quite a hike each morning. Well so much for the car!


  The room I have is quite interesting. It’s a single, with its own shower and a balcony! They are usually long narrow rooms and this is no exception. It’s not too bad for size really and has quite attractive modern wallpaper and light modern furniture.  The shower is quite intriguing. It is a tin cubicle which sits midway along one wall, like a largish telephone booth with a plastic curtain. It has hot and cold water (which mustn’t be used after 10.30pm!) but at least there’s no problem waiting for the bathroom and it is a shower! I can quite understand why they put a 10.30 curfew on them though, for the floor is also tin and when you step on it and move around you beat out quite an alarming ‘tom tom’ with the slight buckle in the flooring! I don’t know just how loudly it echoes in other rooms but it had me afraid to lift a toe!


  There is also a hand basin next to it and a gas radiator for the winter. It wouldn’t be too bad except for the fact that it is 15/- per night or, £5 per week, for just the room with shower. Of course there wouldn’t be enough hanging space for me! It only has one of those combination dressing table-wardrobes, two tables (one drop-sided), one upright chair, one modern easy chair and, as I have just discovered, what I thought was a lowboy is in fact a cupboard containing a double gas ring cooker with grilling tray and a cupboard underneath. What next!


  I watched TV tonight round at the new Clubrooms. I was quite taken with the programme too, especially a Quiz programme called ‘Concentration’. It is a little like our ‘Crossword’ programme. There was also one called ‘Meet the Stars’, which is an actual broadcast and features well-known singers, entertainers etc. It included a particularly good dancing ensemble. The smoothness of the whole show was really something and the standard of the entertainers high. Of course, like our commercial stations, there were lots of ads, but even those were snappy and didn’t waste too much time.


  I am now at the bank and what a wonderful home-coming – all my mail – lots from home, a note from Phyl and cards from Irene and Rita. Phyl and Dick have gone to the Continent and are due to head for home on the ‘Oranje’ from Genoa on the 11th of September. Irene has given me her phone number and was pleased to think I had suggested ringing her to arrange a meeting, which I shall do tomorrow.


  I made one or two phone calls, the last to a friend of Margie’s with whom she is staying. Her name had rung a bell when I first heard it and guess what – it was Mrs McG., who is a friend of Jean and Bill O’C.’s. Jean mentioned them to me quite some time before I left and said they would give me her address, but I left without it. Anyhow, after making arrangements to see Margie, I told her my name and she said, “Oh you come from Frankston, Jean must have mentioned me.” Isn’t it amazing. No more for now.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  ‘Foxhills’


  OVC.


  10th Aug. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, I guess you are longing to hear about my visit to Irene. Quite a colourful story it is too. Firstly, I rang her last Thursday and she invited me down to Fox Hills for either Saturday or Sunday, so I chose Sunday. We arranged for me to arrive for lunch at 12.30pm. All my arrangements went swimmingly, until I went out to set off in the car and yes, perhaps you have guessed, a flat tyre! I knew my spare wheel was only good for a real emergency, but I seemed to have a stroke of luck because there was an AA garage only about ten yards away. However, it was not all luck, as the chappie had been called out to another job just as I came around the corner, so he had to attend to that first.


  I knew there would be quite a delay so I rang Irene to explain that I should be late. She was, as I expected, at church but Smith, the Butler, took the message and very kindly arranged to have lunch delayed until 1pm. You can imagine what I went through – every minute seemed like an hour. As my spare tyre was no good for such a long trip, the chappie checked my flat and assured me it was a slow puncture. He pumped it up well for me and off I set. I managed to get there fairly quickly but it was 1.15pm before I arrived.


  Irene was very sweet about it, being more concerned for me than herself, which I feel is very typical of her nature. Strangely enough she has a young Queensland nurse there, temporarily relieving her permanent nurse. She is a lass who Ann D. met on the way over and she was thrilled to have the opportunity of nursing in a wealthy, English country home. I gather it suited everyone admirably, filling in the gap for Irene too. The girl’s name is Beth and she is a very sweet, conscientious person.


  Fox Hills, of course, is wonderful and too much to take in all in one afternoon. The drive up to the house is a bitumen road winding up and around through the grounds which are still in their natural wooded state. Imagine how I felt to find that, as I drove up, there were squirrels playing on the road. As I approached they scampered back to the safety of the trees.


  We went straight into lunch, taking a sherry with us and dining off Spode china. The French white wine I had was served in green Bristol glassware, which I think I have often mistaken for Venetian glass. Irene told me nearly all her crystal and glassware is Bristol and she has sets in green, red and blue. Mother, you should just see Irene’s furniture, which is all antique and very valuable. As a matter of fact, she confided later to Beth and I that the six dining room chairs we sat on at lunch were worth something over £2000 today. They were ladder-back Queen Anne I think, or may have been of the ‘William and Mary’ era; they seemed to be the two main periods she has.


  After lunch we went for a walk in the garden with her two dogs; a boxer bitch called ‘Tess’ and a French poodle called ‘Horace’, both old, but very affectionate and lovable. We went to the rose garden and waterlily ponds, an organised section which Irene planned herself. Of course the waterlily ponds have goldfish too. Then we went into the kitchen garden and past the huge hothouse where grapevines, peaches etc. are growing. She said they are letting the large glasshouse go from now on as it is too expensive to keep up. It costs something like £200 a year for the heating alone.


  Surrounding this more organised section of gardens and sweeping lawns are lots of beautiful trees, some of them hundreds of years old. Unfortunately I am not good at remembering so many names in such a short concentrated burst and I can’t think now of the different varieties. There were, however, quite a lot of maples and the whole garden must have been a picture in the autumn.


  I couldn’t hope to give even a rough plan of the house. There are many rooms and we did a tour of nearly all of them, but just how they were all connected I am not sure. Naturally, in spite of seeing them all, we were only in one or two most of the time. Most of Irene’s ornaments and porcelain are Chinese and very beautiful and, quite rightly so, she is very proud of them all. If you can imagine the three of us, Irene, Beth and me, wandering through room after room, with Irene giving a non-stop commentary about the furniture, the ornaments, pictures, tapestries etc. – sometimes delaying to recount a story about one particular item – you will have a fairly accurate picture of the whole set-up.


  Of course, over the meal and every now and then she would inquire about our family, mentioning the letter she received from Dad where he recounted how, as kiddies, they had shared the one bed. She was highly amused. We went upstairs to Irene’s bedroom which is also very nice. All her cupboards are built-in and are panelled on the outside to look like the rest of the wall. She has a special cupboard for shoes and another for hats. As you open the doors, interior lights come on. I gather this was all to her own designing too.


  We popped into Jim’s room for just a few moments. He had been lifted out of bed to be sitting with his feet up and was being fed by Beth with biscuits and butter. Poor Jim – he is (according to Beth) quite at peace, but it is really sad to see him. Although he doesn’t speak or anything, when Irene knelt beside his chair and spoke to him, encouraging him to eat up etc., he never took his eyes from her. Apart from that he makes no sign of recognition. He evidently has an extraordinary heart and, although he is quite helpless, he strangely enough does not look really as ill as one would expect. Of course, I may have been lucky enough to see him at a good time.


  About this time a young lass by the name of Kathleen called to see Irene. She is a Jewish lass who was born in Egypt. Her father was evidently quite well-to-do, but lost all his money through Nasser, I gather. She is at present living near Irene with another couple, an Austrian girl and her English husband. It is quite an involved story, but I gather the wife was this lass’s companion before her marriage. Anyhow she is quite a nice person, but I should think rather nervy and would take quite a lot of knowing. She took my telephone number before she left and Charlotte (the Austrian wife) who had called for her, invited me to pay them a visit sometime. We all had afternoon tea together.


  It had started to rain and when I ran out to close my car window I discovered my tyre was going down. I didn’t quite know what to do, as Irene had suggested she could get Paige, her chauffeur, to look at it if it should go down again. I couldn’t decide when would be the best time to mention it, as I didn’t want to disorganise anything further. Irene had by this time asked me to stay for dinner. I said, “Oh no, you have had quite enough of me for one day, you must be exhausted.” However, she insisted that she would like me to stay and have dinner with her and Beth (or Nurse, as she is called). When I mentioned my tyre she got Paige up from his cottage and he went to change it for me. Firstly we couldn’t get the jack to work, it came out of the Ark I think. Then their jack wouldn’t go under it and by this time it was too dark to do it anyway, without a lot of trouble.


  Irene very kindly decided I must stay the night. I felt dreadful about it and wouldn’t have had it happen for the world. I don’t know why it had to happen just then – the day before it wouldn’t have mattered! But I also realised there was nothing I could do about it so I stayed. I couldn’t get to sleep for ages for feeling such a fool. However, everyone was very nice about it all.


  This morning Paige found I had a nail in it – just my luck. He also said the tube was pretty old and not too good. I am not surprised of course, the four tyres are good, but one cannot easily inspect the tubes and evidently I came off second best. However, the local garage man fixed it for me, but the first thing I shall do is to get a reliable spare, jack and a pump. I don’t think Paige or the garage man were terribly impressed with my buy, but they didn’t know what I paid for it and I do think perhaps they are used to superbly running Rovers etc. Harry McG. thought it was quite a good buy and apart from this episode it seems to be running quite well. The heavy rain this morning found a weakness in the roof. Paige described it as “as wet inside as out”, whereas I called it a little damp on the lining of the roof. If Irene happens to write and say I’ve been “had” don’t be surprised. It is not quite as gloomy as that, not yet anyway.


  Irene is contacting Ann to try to arrange a night out at one of the theatres for us sometime next week. In the meantime she has sent me back to London with £2 to take myself to about three plays she has recommended. I said no of course, but she insisted I should be her guest – isn’t she sweet?


  All this has taken precedence over what happened last Friday. When I came back to London I contacted Rita and Margie, as I mentioned in my last letter. On Friday we were all due to meet at Rita’s at midday to go on out to the boys’ flat for lunch. I arrived about 15 minutes early and Rita told me Joan was arriving at Waterloo and had arranged to meet her there at 12 noon.  I said I would race off and try to meet her while Rita waited for Margie. This I did and then we all went out to the boys’ flat.


  Joan had come up to see ‘My Fair Lady’, which I knew was her intention and she had a spare ticket which she had offered to Rita. However, while we were at the flat she rang Jose, her girlfriend, who had procured the tickets for her. To make a long story short, while Joan was making arrangements to meet her, Jose offered me her ticket. I protested but she insisted, saying she would be here always and have lots of chances to see it – really, people are so thoughtful and I think that just about beat the band. So, out of the blue, I saw ‘My Fair Lady’. I shall take Jose out to lunch sometime to repay her.


  I was doubly lucky too, because from this week Julie Andrews is out. I did not see Stanley Holloway, although his name was on the programme and no explanation or alternative name was given. I loved it again of course. Alec Clunes was quite pleasing, not so much my idea of Professor Higgins though. A little too nice I felt and he did have one ‘blackout’ which ‘Pickering’ covered for him admirably. He did move very easily and had quite an individuality in his singing, which was quite attractive. We had front row seats of the Balcony (our ‘Gods’) and they were excellent – we were able to lean on the rail in front.


  One feature of the Drury Lane Theatre, which was a surprise, but an excellent idea, was that at the back of the seats are little gadgets holding fixed-focus plastic opera glasses which you can release by inserting 6d. They were quite strong too and gave us quite a reasonable close-up. I did notice just one or two very slight alterations in production, but ever so slight. Melbourne certainly has nothing to worry about in general production. Rita was terribly pleased as she hadn’t seen it in Melbourne first and was completely enthralled with this production. However, I was in no way sorry that I had seen it before, especially as this cast was not the original one with the exception of Eliza and Pickering. One of the smaller performances which did surprise me was Max Oldaker as Sultan Kaparthy; he was very polished I thought.


  On Saturday I came around to the Club and looked up Rosalie, who had come up to London for the weekend from her hospital in Kent. I then rang Margie and arranged to go out and see Rita and her at Dorothy’s (she and Harry had gone away for two weeks holiday and the girls are looking after the house for them). I had a narrow escape, having left my purse in the telephone booth, but fortunately I got it back again later. I had a worrying afternoon wondering about it though! In the afternoon I drove Rita over to Denham in Berkshire to visit a friend of Mary C.’s. Margie came too and we finished up having afternoon tea with Hope and her husband who is a paraplegic. She is a physiotherapist and that is how she met her husband. We had to come back to Dorothy’s as the boys and Rosie were due out. They were there when we arrived, which was about 6pm, so we then had quite a bright night, swapping more of our experiences and news and watching television. I guess it must have been on the way home that I picked up the nail in my tyre.


  Tonight I am off to a Promenade Concert at the Royal Albert Hall with Joan, Jose and Olive, another girlfriend of Joan’s I have met. I shall probably go to a matinee tomorrow and Wednesday as Irene’s guest. We both thought the matinees would be easier to get into. Rita has already seen one or two matinees, as she had a few days in London before we all came back from Wales. Incidentally she and Bill are both looking very well after their trip. They went much further north than we did and even got into Finland! They had some wonderful experiences, but I gather it wasn’t all a bed of roses. I think they are both looking for work. Rita wants to see the south of England and hopes to perhaps combine fruit picking or farm work of some sort with it! Nothing definite yet. I am not sure about Scotland yet as Margie is also toying with jobs, but if she doesn’t line one up for a while she will still come. Anyway I’ll keep you posted. Hope you are still saving your pennies to come over next year.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Out and About


  London.


  17th August 1959


  Dear Family,


  Once again an attempt to get a letter written in between comings and goings! I am actually with Margie and Rita at Dorothy’s, having called in here on my return from Mary P.’s mother’s place at Upper Basildon in Berkshire, where I spent a very pleasant weekend. I went down last Friday, after spending the morning and early afternoon packing, collecting the movie films of Mary’s wedding etc. from storage and finally visiting Kensington Gardens and Kensington Palace, which also houses the London Museum. I couldn’t help thinking of our last play at home called ‘Jenny in the Orchard’. I remember how we were hunting around for early twentieth century fashions. Well, here at the London Museum, you can actually see costumes dating right back to medieval times, not just an illustration or two. How much easier it would be if we had that available! I spent a very pleasant hour or two looking over possessions of Queen Victoria and Queen Mary, which are on display at the Palace.


  Mary’s mother lives with her sister in one of England’s ancient thatched cottages, which is roughly 300 years old. It is a charming little cottage and is at present up for sale, so I was lucky to be able to see them while they still had it. It is very well kept but still very authentic, with its wavy attic ceilings and floors etc. We went into Reading, a city about 20 minutes away, to shop and to hire a projector for the films. We had lunch there and then returned to the cottage to pick up the sister and go to the local village flower show. It was quite entertaining, of course, very like our own country town fetes. The flowers and vegetables were quite impressive in spite of the dry, hot summer! After a cup of tea, we went for a drive around locally to see one or two picturesque spots and altogether spent a very pleasant day. We watched the wedding films at night, of course.


  On Sunday morning we went for a walk with ‘Judy’, a little Cairn terrier. In the afternoon Mary’s uncle and his wife visited us, so we sat in the garden and heard all about their son’s wedding which had recently taken place. Then in the evening they were able to see the films once more. Today we drove into Reading, where we returned the projector and I came on home. It all worked out very well and they were thrilled to see the films of course. It was nice that the others could see them too.


  Margie has just bought the Times and there is quite an exciting advertisement in it which I shall answer. Probably nothing will come of it, but it’s worth following up. The advertisement says “Executive Secretary required for temporary employment of 3-6 months from Sept. 1, with Philco Corporation – European headquarters of a large American firm in Fribourg, Switzerland. Please submit complete application with photo, references and salary requirements by mail.”  It sounds pretty good, but I guess there’ll be hundreds of applicants. Still there are preliminary interviews, so we’ll see. I don’t hold much hope of course, but there’s no harm in inquiring.


  It is now 10.30pm and I am back at the OVC in a room for three. Two other lasses are in the process of packing and moving on, while I am just moving in, so you can imagine the mess! After lunch, Rita, Margie and I all came into town in ‘Eartha’ to meet Joan and John (her husband). We all met at the Surrey Dive. It is the downstairs section of the Surrey Hotel, not far from Australia House, where you can get cold Aussie beer! Joan and John are off to the Continent tomorrow. Then Rita, Margie and I came on out here for tea and now the girls have returned to Stanmore. We are all meeting tomorrow after our various chores.


  I rang the Bank and there are a couple of letters which they are forwarding to me here so they should arrive tomorrow morning. I shall keep this open in case one is from you. You asked me what I thought of the ‘Fair Sky’ – for Fran. Well, personally, I quite liked it. We had a good cabin as you saw. The food was good but we tired of it a bit towards the end and that often seems to happen. We were two days late and so was John on his last trip, so that seems to be the general occurrence. My main complaint was too many people for the size of the ship, but all in all very satisfactory for the money. After all it is about the cheapest ship on the run and the ports are numerous and interesting, even if a bit rushed. The passengers are varied of course, but generally there are lots more young people than on some ships and air conditioning is a big advantage. I asked John what he thought and he was very pleased with it too, all things considered. Of course, I guess only the ‘Matson Luxury Line’ would be considered perfect.


  It is just possible that Rita and I may go up to Stratford-on-Avon for next Saturday night’s performance and then wend our way down to Devon and Cornwall. She has quite a few people to contact down that way and this is the time, of course, to go there. I just can’t see that I’ll be able to get everywhere this year, but I really would like to get to Scotland. Anyway we’ll see. It looks as though I’ll have a day or two in London again.


  We are going to the Royal Opera House at Covent Garden tonight to see the Royal Ballet. Rita managed to get us tickets. The programme is ‘A Blue Rose’, ‘Firebird’ and ‘Pineapple Poll’ but I don’t know who is dancing. I am posting off my application for the job today – guess I shall have to wait for days to hear. You have to apply to Switzerland, although the interviews are held in London.  I can’t quite make that out. Must away now, do hope your weather has settled down by this. I haven’t heard anything further of Irene yet, but I am writing  to her today to tell her the shows I have seen, as her guest!


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  South West England


  26th August 1959


  Dear Family,


  I hope the break hasn’t seemed too long this time. I am not sure just when I sent off the last letter, but I think I mentioned a possible trip to Devon and Cornwall. At present we are having our lunch at a little spot on the coast of Devon called Beer. We are high up on a cliff and the view is delightful. Actually, our trip started last Friday. Rita, her cousin Don and I set off at 2.30am for Stratford. We had all joined forces at Dorothy’s and I had a couple of hours sleep as I was driving. It took us 3 hours to get there and we passed through quite a bit of fog en route. I was very glad to have Eartha’s fog light and the ‘cats eyes’ in the centre of the road. Most of the country A-roads in England have these guiding lights and they are certainly good to have for night driving.


  When we got to the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre at 5.30am, Don joined the queue for seats. We got in – but standing room only. However, I haven’t enjoyed a night at the theatre so much for ages. We were early to get a good position of course and, before others started to come in, I was able to go right up to the stage and have a close-up look at the set as the curtain was drawn for the beginning of the play. We saw ‘Coriolanus’, one of Shakespeare’s early dramas. It is not performed as often as some of his other works. Sir Lawrence Olivier and Dame Edith Evans were in the cast and they really know how to deal with Shakespeare. We stood leaning on the rail provided at the rear of the back row of seats – but I was so carried away I hardly noticed that I was standing.


  At interval we looked over the theatre. From the players’ point of view, apparently, it is wonderful. Don tells us that the back-stage facilities are the last word and the dressing rooms a sight to see. The actual seating area is not large, in comparison with the overall size of the building, which of course explains why seats are so hard to procure. There is, of course, a bar and a restaurant for patrons and, as the theatre is built right on the banks of the Avon, it is possible to take your drink out on to the patio and lean over the rails, in between the pretty flower boxes, to gaze at the river.


  In the afternoon, after we had lunch at the Judith Shakespeare Restaurant, which is the house where Shakespeare’s daughter lived, Don took us up the river in a punt. Just picture Rita and me lying stretched out in the punt while poor Don stood up at the back and poled us upstream past some very pretty houses and stretches of weeping willows dipping down into the quiet Avon. It was just heavenly to be away from the hubbub of the busy city again.


  After the show we drove towards Warwick and camped off a side road which we found led to a dairy farm. On Sunday we toured around through the Cotswolds, travelling more or less south to Oxford. We did a tour of Blenheim Palace, which is the home of the present Duke of Marlborough and the birthplace of Sir Winston Churchill. It is a very lovely spot and we spent an interesting few hours there. Then we dropped Don at Oxford, where he caught the train to London and Rita and I travelled through some very picturesque villages, mainly off the highways, towards Salisbury.


  We spent the next night in a farmer’s stubble field near Devizes. This last place was one of the bigger villages and in the middle of the market square is a monument called a ‘Market Cross’ – erected as a warning to all would-be buyers on market day. The story is that some time in the 17th Century, a woman by the name of Ruth Pierce agreed with two other women to share equally in the purchase of a sack of corn on market day. When one of the women collected the money to pay for the purchase she found it was short. She accused Ruth Pierce of short-paying her, whereupon Ruth declared she had paid her full share and said “May I fall dead on the spot if I have not”. To the horror of all those standing round she did just that and they found her clutching the extra money in her hand! Quite a fantastic story – but evidently true.


  We met Margie at the station in Salisbury and, although she had decided not to come with us, we have persuaded her to join us on the trip. As she did not come prepared we are now discovering how three people can manage with two people’s clothes!


  Yesterday we called in to see an old lady to whom Margie’s mother sent food parcels during the war and it turned out to be a most enjoyable interlude. The lady herself is unfortunately failing in health (loss of memory etc.), but her sister and brother-in-law – both of whom are turning 80 this year – entertained us. They have one of the old homes of England, about 400 years old. It was at one time the centre of the hunting area and is complete with hunting stables etc. They have lived there for 20 years and have made lots of modern improvements in the way of electricity, central heating and an Agar stove in the very spacious kitchen. It still retains the air of an old home though and is very comfortable and ‘lived in’. They not only asked us to share their evening meal, but also asked us to stay the night; we used mattresses on the floor. They are both very bright company – appear to enjoy young people and have a wonderful sense of humour.


  Today, before we left them and the village of Queen Camel where they live, we visited the kennels of the Sparkvale Hunt Club, where we saw the fox-hounds, ranging from puppies of six weeks old to the present fully active pack. They were wonderful of course and the chappie in charge very interesting as he told us how they are trained etc.


  Now we are off further down the coast of Devon, heading for the moors of Dartmoor, so I must away for the present. I am taking Marion to Edinburgh and Margie is coming too. We leave for Scotland on 3/9/59 and will probably spend about two weeks there. Rita hopes to get some farm work in Devon.


  Cheerio for now, love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Plymouth


  29th August 1959


  Dear Family,


  At the moment we are waiting in the queue for the car ferry to take us from Plymouth to Torpoint where we cross from Devon into Cornwall. It is a shuttle service so we shouldn’t have long to wait. We are having a most enjoyable trip, made even more interesting by Rita’s various relations, who seem to be nicely scattered all through this area. We are taking quite a bit longer to do the trip than expected, mainly due to our stop-overs with Rita’s relatives.


  Since I last wrote we travelled down towards the coast to a spot called Bridport and have followed the coast around through some lovely spots. We then carried on through Exeter to a village on the Devon moors called Morton Hampstead, where we spent two nights with sisters who are second cousins of Rita’s. They are both in their 60’s but received us with open arms. Rita had written telling them we would be travelling down this way but, as we didn’t know just when we would arrive, we came unannounced. They insisted we stay the next day as the local Carnival was on.


  The main attraction for us was the thought of the Furry Dance (Floral Dance), but we actually missed it because it took us longer than we thought to tour through the moors. That included a trip to Princetown, where the famous Dartmoor Prison is. However, we did see all the local village turned out with numerous floats, one or two of which were quite good. We were terribly lucky with the weather and had a perfect day to see the real attraction of the moors. Not the way they are most cherished by the Dartmoor prisoners, who prefer them to be veiled in a thick Devon mist, so they may attempt a gaol break!


  It is now Sunday the 30th and we have pulled in at a service station for petrol. We have also made use of the washrooms as we slept on the roadside last night, near a charming little fishing harbour called Bodinnick. You can’t imagine these little ports. The streets are just wide enough for one car and I am extremely grateful I haven’t a large American car to manoeuvre through the winding steeply graded streets – most of them are a 1:4 grade! Another very lovely place we stopped in was Polperro, where we had a Cornish pastie for tea and I followed mine with a Cornish cream ice – ice-cream made with clotted cream (very rich, but yummie). At Bodinnick, where we had to ait until the tiny car ferry started up again this morning, we met an Australian lass from Ballarat, who is working at the ‘Ferry Inn’ as assistant cook. She has done a Constance Spry course and this is her first job.


  This morning is another glorious day and, as we approached St Austel, we could see white ‘china clay’ hills dotted all around. These are the excavated waste deposits of the mines where the famous Devon and Cornish pottery clay comes from. They look rather like pyramids and are quite attractive, being stark white against the patchwork effect of the small fields.


  I’m quite sure this disjointed account can’t possibly do justice to the wonderful sights we are seeing here in Cornwall. Each small coastal fishing village seems to outdo the previous one. We have just passed through St Maws, which is bigger than some and reminded me a little of Bobbin Head, along the Hawkesbury River near Sydney. There were dozens of yachts, many of them with vivid red, blue and green sails, all looking a picture on the heavenly blue sea.


  31st, and so we press on. We have now passed Lands End, where we resisted the attempts of the photographer to take our photos under the signpost. I even resisted a colour slide as strangely enough for the short time we were there the clouds covered the sun. Actually I was quite pleased, because Lands End is not half as spectacular as some of the other parts of the coastline we have seen and really a waste, photographically speaking.


  We have just polished off scones, strawberry jam and cream overlooking the sea near Newquay. This afternoon, among other things, we visited an ancient hut village, reputed to date back to 100BC. These ‘huts’ are rather reminiscent of a child’s playhouse made of stones or bricks. The rooms are all marked out with walls of large stones piled one on top of the other. I imagine at one time they had roofs, probably thatch or grass, but now only the outlining walls remain.


  We found the loveliest sandy beach today at a little spot called Porthcurno, just before you reach Lands End. It would be ideal for a summer holiday as it is as yet unspoiled by tourism. High in the cliffs they have fashioned out a theatre where, during the month of August, they perform Shakespearean plays in the open air, with the huge breakers pounding the rocks below. The beach nearby is wonderful and the water, as we saw it today, crystal clear.


  About half and hour ago we passed a spot on the coast called Hell’s Mouth – well named I thought, when peering over the sides of the high cliffs straight down into the swirling waters below. ‘Eartha’ is doing an excellent job on these terrific Cornish and Devon roads. Incidentally, I haven’t heard any more about the Swiss job so I guess that’s that. I am not able to take Marion up to Scotland as I thought either, but will possibly catch up with her.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  


  Near Bath


  4th Sept. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well here we are, once again near the end of one of our wanderings. We are at present packing up from our camp in a field which belongs to a little roadside pub – very rural in spite of the fact that we are only about five miles from Bath. It’s quite an unusual set-up here, the tiny pub also seems to be a small farm. In fact we slept right next to a hay stack and in the next field are some cows. There was only one other car load of campers here last night, which is, of course, why we like these ‘Private Camping Areas’! Actually we have only had to resort to them twice. Usually we have managed to find a spot near the road which, although it’s not as nice as a field, serves the purpose (and is cheaper!).


  Our trip since Tintagel has been interesting and varied. We have seen awe-inspiring cliff scenery, travelled up and down some of the steepest hills in Britain and have also sampled some of the narrowest and the most winding English lanes.


  One day at sunset, we explored the caves at a place called Bedruthan Steps, which is one of the most fascinating spots along the coast. You have to climb down hundreds of steps to reach the sand below and wander around among these great huge rocks, which over the years have become separated from the mainland.  This can only be done at low tide of course and, in the cliff face itself, are numerous caves, some of which are open at both ends and possibly in hundreds of years to come will be the cause of yet further breaking away of the cliffs. Then on yet another day at sunset we talked to the little donkeys, which are still the only form of transport for the little village of Clovelly. And I am not just being ‘poetic’ when I say we talked with them. After we had returned to the car park, which is at the top of the cliff, they came up to the fence and put on a great turn “ee-awying” at us. No cars can go into Clovelly. You have to walk down the cobblestone steps between the houses, which are built one beside the other up the cliff face. It is quite unique and very quaint, in spite of tourists.


  Sunday 6th. Once again in London for a short stop-over. Margie and I are off to Scotland on Tuesday. Our Devon and Cornwall trip took longer than we thought and we had expected to leave here on 3rd Sept. However, the delays were very enjoyable, being caused by visits to various relatives (of Rita’s mostly). We shall be away for about 10-14 days, but haven’t really worked out a route of any sort yet.


  Waiting for me on my return were tickets, for myself and two friends, to see four events; the ‘Ceremony of the Keys’ at the Tower of London, the Royal Mint, the Royal Mews, and Mansion House, which is the residence of the Lord Mayor of London. They were all made available through the Agent-General for Victoria. The first is on the 22nd of September and the others all within the following week, so we have to be back by then.


  My car is behaving very well, although I got a shock when I received my account for a Comprehensive Insurance Policy on it - £21-7-6. I am going to consult my Bank Manager to see if he thinks, as I do, that it is much too high for a £65 vehicle. It would be better to take the risk on just the Third Party cover, especially as I have to pay the first £10 anyway in case of accident! I rather defaced poor little ‘Eartha’ slightly yesterday. All my own stupidity, but something I didn’t even suspect was happening. I was pulling into a kerbside and hooked my rear mudguard in another bumper bar. I’m afraid the old rusty metal gave way under the strain. I was only too pleased there were no marks on the other car, but I was furious with myself for being so careless. I hadn’t even realised I was so close. Although it hasn’t interfered with her performance, it has rather spoilt her sleek appearance from the rear.


  Rita isn’t coming to Scotland with us as she has already been there and anyway she is looking for work. I am not sure just what she has in mind as to future trips. I heard her saying to another lass yesterday that as soon as she has earned enough to go to Spain she will go, but that is all I have heard. From what I hear of the wages, I hate to think how long that might take. There was a notice on the board of the Club today about a skiing holiday at Geilo in Norway (a place we stayed at one night and liked). It is a 14 day inclusive tour from the 15th of February for £25, which sounds very reasonable. I have always had a hankering to ski in Norway, however that’s a little way off yet, although you have to book early of course. I tried to find out Marion’s movements in Scotland this morning, but the girls at the flat didn’t know, so I don’t suppose I’ll see her up there after all.


  Love to all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Scotland


  Queen’s Ferry,
Near Edinburgh


  11th Sept. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Once again a few lines, this time snatched while we are crossing the famous Firth-of-Forth. We are travelling right beside the magnificent Firth-of-Forth Railway Bridge which is 1-3/4 miles long and 361ft high. One really has to travel beside it this way to appreciate its size. Margie and I are on our way back to Edinburgh from Braemar, where we made a rush trip to see the famous Braemar Gathering. It was only on the day we were due to leave London for Edinburgh that we discovered the Games were on the 10th and, as we were both very anxious to see them, we decided to try and make it. It was a rushed trip up as we only called in at Edinburgh to see if we could book in to any of the remaining days of the Festival and then we were off posthaste. However, it was worth every minute of the drive and, although we had to stand all day at the Games and were thoroughly exhausted afterwards, we enjoyed it immensely.


  Saturday, 12th September. Now we are back in Edinburgh and are really on top of the world. Everywhere we have been people have been wonderfully kind. We went straight to the Festival Offices to see what we could get in to. One of the ‘musts’ of the Festival is the Military Tattoo held on the Esplanade in front of Edinburgh Castle. It is such a magnificent setting for the display and the swagger of the kilts of the massed pipe bands make it a very colourful and moving spectacle. We had enquired about tickets for the Tattoo on our way through Edinburgh. There were none left for any performance, but there was a very slight hope of cancellations.


  When we returned there still weren’t any but, while we were trying to work out what else to go to, lo and behold two tickets came in, in one of the very front blocks – a wonderful position. We could hardly believe our good fortune. Then there were two tickets for resale for Anna Russell, very good seats for only 8/6. So that was our first night complete; Tattoo 8pm, Anna Russell 10.45pm – wonderful. So we thought!


  When we were ushered to our seats at the Tattoo, hardly able to conceal the grins on our faces, imagine our dismay when we found someone already in our seats.  On closer inspection we found our tickets were for the 10.30pm performance. We were horrified – we would have to miss either one or the other. However, the men ushers were so wonderful. There was a hurried conference with some of the officials and we were allowed to stay. We were given two chairs, with backs which the other seats didn’t have, still in the same block but higher up – on a level with the Royal Box. The chairs actually belonged to one of the ushers and were dragged out slightly to give us a better view. He sat on the floor and gave us advice about when to take photos etc. I hope they come out as the exposure was only guesswork. We couldn’t measure the floodlighting from where we were. The programme included precision marching, massed pipe bands, an exhibition by the famous Spahis on horseback in their flowing robes and turbans, Scottish highland and country dancing and gymnastics.


  Then we went on to Anna Russell, who is a particularly clever and amusing artiste. She makes fun of various aspects of entertainment, both vocal and instrumental. Margie and I both thought she was very good but I sat next to a complete log of a man who appeared to be bored to tears! I guess it’s all a matter of taste.


  At the moment we are seated in the Assembly Hall waiting for the Matinee performance of a truly Scottish play called ‘The Thrie Estaites’. It was written by Sir David Lindsay in 1540. We believe it is amusing and so Scottish in dialect we may miss parts of the dialogue, still we thought we must see it as we will never get another chance. The stage is more like a rostrum surrounded by seats on all sides, the fourth side being the back of the setting but also containing seats as in most Assembly Halls. There are no curtains, of course.  In the centre back is a throne, behind which are stairs on either side leading up to a balcony, with flags and pennants as a backdrop. On each side are three rows of seats like the choir stalls of a church and in the front is the main ‘playing area’ which has three terraced steps all round. I think that gives you the general picture. The musicians are at present tuning up and I have just discovered they are semi-concealed behind the flags and pennants mentioned above.


  Well, we now have a 15 minute interval. So far the performance is fascinating. It is primarily a play, but certain parts are sung. The tunes are more like choir singing of religious music. It is I guess what you would call a play on ‘morals’ where all the ‘Senses’ are represented by persons or groups of people. The idea is a display of how humanity can be effected by these different senses (for want of a better word) – good against evil, broadly speaking. It is very well presented, the cast is enormous and it is really amazing how so many people can move so well in such a small space. The aisles of the Hall are used for entrances and exits. I think one of the most startling accomplishments is the combination of acting and part-singing, both of which are very good. The synopsis of the play explains that whereas the first part deals with the frailties of the individual and its atonement, the second part deals with the frailties of politics. Like a lot of medieval works it was very spectacular and enjoyable, but not the sort of thing you would want to see every day!


  Tonight we are off to hear the Czechoslovakian Philharmonic Orchestra and then tomorrow we are heading north, first to Aberdeen and then probably to Inverness. Today has been rather overcast, in fact this morning we had a few drops of rain, but we are hoping the good weather will last at least for another week. Edinburgh meets wholeheartedly with our approval – more particularly the people in it than the actual city. The buildings are nearly all dark grey and hence rather drab and the small section of the ‘old town’ which we have seen appears to be a perfect set-up for slums. Perhaps the drabness of the buildings is offset by the colourful kilts and tartan skirts which are very much in evidence. We have been sorely tempted by the clothing in the shop windows too.


  When we first arrived Margie looked up a contact of hers who owns a small hotel right in the centre of the city. She was very apologetic for not being able to put us up owing to the Festival crowds but treated us to a hot bath and afternoon tea – just a sample of the kindness we have met here in Scotland. I think I shall try to come up to Edinburgh again sometime before I return to Australia as there is so much we haven’t seen here yet. We feel it is better to go up north and across to the west this time as those places are more likely to get missed later.


  Cheerio for now, all my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Forfar,
Scotland


  14th Sept. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well I have quite a lot of what I think is exciting news this time. After Margie and I finally left Edinburgh we headed north and came through Dundee. I remembered Dad saying his father came from Dundee and so I decided to look in a phone book just to see if there were any Grewars still here. There were actually about four, much to my surprise, but only one whose address we could find easily so I decided to call round. She was listed as a Mrs May Grewar so I guessed her to be a widow.


  Well, as soon as I told her I was a Grewar she said how I looked like them. Her husband whose name was John (the eldest son was always called John) was the eldest of 11 children. His father’s name was David and he was also one of a large family but evidently not the eldest because he wasn’t John! At least one of his family went out to Calcutta. They all originated in a district called Glenisla and are descendants of Rob Roy McGregor. When he became such a famous (or infamous) cattle thief, the clan was more or less outlawed so they all had to change their name – some chose Gregor, others Grewar.


  This Mrs Grewar has two children; a married son living in Winnipeg and an unmarried daughter, Betty, who we met. They were both very delightful people. They seemed highly delighted to meet me and seemed to have no doubt that at some time we were all connected. They asked us to stay for the night and we talked for ages. I was sent off this morning, or really this afternoon, with a McGregor tartan scarf of Mrs John’s – our tartan mind you! She also gave me a picture of her husband in his kilt and with various comments about him. I am sending all these out for you to see and keep.


  15th September. Our next stop was an enforced one, but only for an hour or so; we had a flat tyre. Fortunately we were only a few miles from the next big town so I hitched a lift with a passing car and got the AA chappie to come and change the wheel. Then we had to have the flat repaired. Evidently the old tube had really seen better days and the patches were lifting, which was the cause of the flat. So I had to get a new tube.


  Afterwards, we set off for Brechen where Margie had to look up the mother of a friend of hers, a Mrs P., who was just so sweet to us. She was terribly happy to meet Margie who had nursed her son after he was injured in an aeroplane crash. Mrs P. invited us to stay for the night, introduced us to her next door neighbour, and this morning took us to see the widow of a very famous artist. He did watercolours, pastels, oils and etchings and was very well known for his ‘illuminated’ works. She is about 80, rather poor and is making a little money now by selling some of her husband’s works. The prime reason for our visit was to see some of them and both of us finished up buying several.


  I bought two water colours and two etchings. One etching is a delightful child study – an actual portrait of a young child he was very fond of and one which has been exhibited. It’s really lovely. The other etching was his one work of the Glenisla district from where the Grewar ancestors came, so of course I just had to have that. The two paintings are very lovely; one is particularly representative of Scotland. It was most a most interesting visit. We spent about three hours with her and she gave us afternoon tea and talked to us about the different paintings. She showed us her private sitting room where she has some of his treasured works. She also showed us a letter from the late Queen Mary thanking him for his part in constructing and decorating the Royal Dolls House for Princess Marina when a child, and many other things of interest. He was evidently a very clever man, being a Bachelor of Science, as well as an artist and etcher.


  We have finally left the East and are at present trying to warm ourselves with a rum and coca cola at Elgin on our way to Inverness. The autumn is really with us. There is a definite nip in the air and the leaves are beginning to turn. The Western Highlands are supposed to be very lovely and that is where we are heading.


  We are both loving Scotland – everyone has been very kind to us. The country is quite like parts of Australia only, of course, there are more undulating hills. We haven’t seen a great deal of heather in this district. There is probably more in the west, although the hot summer has burnt a lot of it. We both think we will have to come back again next year, as we have had to rush this because of our stop-overs with friends and relations! Everyone has asked us to return to see them when we can. I now know just how nice it is to be invited into people’s homes when you are visiting another country. Think that’s about all for this time, we must press on to Inverness.


  Much love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  OVC


  22nd Sept. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Back in London once again, this time more or less permanently I think. As far as I remember my last letter was posted from either Aberdeen or Inverness in Scotland. Margie and I thoroughly enjoyed our trip up there but feel it was too rushed and definitely must go back next year before returning home. I must also try to put a few pennies aside so that I can invest in some of the Scottish woollens. Their tweeds and tartans are just wonderful and the twin-sets etc. are so gloriously coloured to match the skirt or suit colourings. The only trouble is there are so many lovely colour combinations it is hard to choose which one you like best.


  The trip down from Inverness to Kyle of Lockalsh (where you catch the ferry across to the famous Isle of Skye) was wonderful. Although we were just about a week too early for the best of the autumn colours, there was sufficient out in odd places to make it really colourful. The main highway from Inverness to the west coast, which we were using, follows the banks of Loch Ness for the whole of its length of about 24 miles. Needless to say it is very pleasant driving. The Loch is 700ft deep in places and has never been known to freeze over. We stopped several times to admire the views and once we extended our stop long enough to gather blackberries to supplement our diet. We left Loch Ness at a place called Invermoriston, following Glen Moriston to Loch Duich, which is a much smaller loch but still very lovely. All this west coast loch area reminded me rather of the fjords of Norway, but with not such high snow-capped peaks, although I believe in the winter the hills are snow-capped near Loch Duich.


  The Isle of Skye was interesting. We went right up to the western coast to see Dunvegan Castle, which is the seat of the McLeod Clan, with historic connections to Bonnie Prince Charlie. It is small as far as castles go and rather more like a ‘country home’. It is in fact about the only castle remaining in England, or should I say Britain, which is still used by the owner (at present Dame Flora McLeod) as her home. Skye was not really attractive scenically, except for the south west section where we travelled through and around the Cullin Hills (you know “the far Cullins are etc. etc.” in the song the Road to the Isles). We spent our coldest night on Skye but as least we had a fine day, after the frost, to see the so-called ‘Misty Isle’.


  We were terribly lucky though. Only the nights and early mornings were cold and we really weren’t quite as well prepared as we should have been. Most of my warmer clothes were still in storage. We travelled southwards through the Loch district seeing, of course, Loch Lomond. We drove through Glasgow just to have a look see and I think that’s about all I would ever want. It is a huge city, much larger than Edinburgh, but more industrial and the smog was terrible, even though it was a reasonable day. Possibly it was more noticeable after the perfect air of the West Highlands.


  We could see quite some evidence of slums. Poor little kids in filthy clothes playing in equally filthy streets and I don’t suppose we saw the worst by a long way. Perhaps we didn’t see the best either, but I must say what we did see didn’t appeal much. I guess all industrial places are pretty much the same. I gather Birmingham in the Midlands is similar. We decided to by-pass that city as we wanted to get home at a reasonable hour and miss the heavy Sunday evening traffic. We also drove through part of the Lake District in Cumberland and were lucky enough to have fine, but overcast, weather. This district is really all it is claimed to be and is another part I could spend more time in.


  Yesterday I rang Marion and went round to her flat to have lunch and a chat. We spent a few pleasant hours catching up with each other’s news. She is at present trying to get a berth on a French ship going home via Panama but, in spite of the fact that she put her name down 12 months ago, there is nothing definite yet. Evidently she has chosen the busiest month.


  I left Marion to pick up Rita and go out to Dorothy’s for tea. Afterwards Dorothy, Margie, Rita and I all went to see Margot Fonteyn and Michael Soames with the Royal Ballet Co. do the four act Swan Lake. She is only doing two performances and Rita organised the tickets while we were away. It was wonderful of course. Tonight we are off to the Ceremony of the Keys at the Tower of London, tomorrow afternoon to the Royal Mews. Rita’s cousin, Don, is trying to organise us tickets for the Professional Lawn Tennis Championships; he is one of the official Lawn Tennis Umpires. That will probably be Thursday or Friday evening. Saturday afternoon we visit Mansion House (Lord Mayor of London’s residence) and then the Royal Mint next Monday.


  It is possible I shall stay here at the OVC permanently. It is quite reasonable (I haven’t found out the exact cost). Rita is still undecided about what to do so until she knows we won’t do anything about a flat. I had a nice stack of mail on my return. I’m so glad the one from Germany turned up – must have gone surface mail.


  Must away for now, my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Living and Working in London


  O.V.C


  5th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  I have a feeling quite a few days have elapsed since my last letter. It is strange how when you get back to London time just seems to fly by unnoticed. I guess this is helped somewhat by the apparent lack of news. Firstly, many thanks Mother for the information and photos of the Grewar ancestors. I don’t exactly know when I shall be seeing them again but I do hope to some day, so I shall go armed with information.


  Now for my doings. Well firstly, I am still here at the Club but I am at present chasing around after a bed-sitter of sorts which will be a bit cheaper. I still don’t seem to be able to organise anyone into sharing a flat and in the meantime I am wasting money by staying here. I have joined a typing agency, but as yet I haven’t started work. I felt I wanted to get my accommodation settled first so I have to ring the lass when I have fixed myself up and then I shall start earning – rather a wonderful thought actually. By the end of this week I hope I shall have both under control.


  Last Tuesday I happened to be very close to Marion’s flat so I popped in and had a cup of tea with her. We only had a short time together as she was getting ready to go out to dinner. We arranged to have lunch at her flat the following day and after that we decided to go on to a matinee together. We finished up going to see a play called ‘A Raisin in the Sun’. All the cast except one man was coloured. It was the most moving play I have seen since I arrived. We both loved it. What made it even more enjoyable was that we paid 6/- for gallery seats but were ushered into the stalls about half-way down the theatre – we couldn’t believe our good luck. It has been running for quite a while and evidently the matinees are beginning to fall off a little.


  It looks as though Marion will now be sailing home on the Oranje in November as the French line she was thinking of have put up their fares. I think I shall work in Canada next year. You can’t imagine the number of people I have met over the last few weeks who have done just that. There seems no doubt that financially it is an excellent idea and they have all said how silly I would be not to do it. An added incentive is the prospect of looking up some of our relatives there that I learnt of during my trip to Scotland. It is also quite surprising how many of my acquaintances over here are thinking of doing the same thing, so I may have company. Anyway that’s not for a while yet.


  Yesterday five of us went down to the Stoke Mandeville Hospital in Aylesbury to see Wendy. She is doing a course in physiotherapy there. We had a picnic lunch in the country and, as the weather was glorious again and the autumn tints are beginning to show, it was a very enjoyable day. ‘Eartha’ is still behaving splendidly. On Saturday I had lunch in town with Rosalie and Michael and then we went out to Dorothy’s to see Margie and Rita. We stayed for the afternoon and Dorothy asked me to stay for dinner (Rose and Michael were going to a show). It is always pleasant out there. Dorothy is very sweet and it is so nice to relax in a home. We watched television of course!


  Haven’t heard from Irene for a while although I dropped her a card from Scotland telling her approximately when I was returning. I guess Phyl and Dick will be just about home again. I am posting a card just to welcome them home. I daresay it will either be too late or too early as I don’t know their exact arrival date home. Hope you enjoyed your day out and I hope Joan’s new job is OK.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  70A Royal Hospital Road,
London S.W.3. (Chelsea)


  8th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well at last I have a permanent address in London and expect it to be for at least the next six months. Incidentally the Chelsea in brackets is not necessary on the address, it is just for your information. As a matter of fact I got the room through Marion. A friend of her Godmother’s was in it and, as Marion knew that she would be vacating it soon, she suggested it might suit me. It is quite a large room as bed/sitters go – you should see some of them! The Landlady is not the usual ‘Rooming-House’ type – she’s about my own age – married and has one child. She seems very nice and seemed even more pleased than I was when I took the room. I move in next Sunday, so should be settled ‘in residence’ by the time you receive this. I should also be one of the working class again too as I start work on Monday.


  Well I was just so sleepy last night after my strenuous day that I abandoned the attempt to write this last night. More about the room. It is over shops, which will be very handy for buying my supplies. There are only two rooms let, both on the first floor for a change and the lady in the other one has been there for ages. She and I will share the bathroom which is up about five stairs and the toilet which is down five stairs; both of which are being freshly painted. Our landlady and family live up on the floor above us. We are really quite self-contained. I have hot and cold water in the room, gas ring, gas fire and my own telephone extension. We two have to pay a percentage of the gas, electricity and phone rental which averages out at approximately 10/- per week. The room rent is £2-15-0, which is very good value for the money when you see what else is available. One aspect that will amuse you – we only have two baths a week! I don’t know just how strict that rule is and I am not sure how it’s policed, but I daresay I’ll find out. Actually, with hot and cold water in the room one can become very English, very quickly!


  I had quite an enjoyable day yesterday. London had its first fog for the season but I didn’t see much of it as, by the time I ventured forth at 10am, most of it had gone. The two New Zealand lasses in my room at the OVC and I went to see the Changing of the Guard at St James Palace, then we strolled back to Buckingham Palace to photograph one of the sentries. After that I drove the other two into part of London where they had shopping to do, then called at the Bank and gave them my new address.


  I thought of going to a matinee in the afternoon but, as I had about two hours to fill in, I decided to go to the zoo in Regents Park. In actual fact I was there for about four hours. It was a lovely sunny afternoon and I decided it would be better to spend it out of doors. It is quite a good zoo really and I was quite pleased to see Australian animals and birds there. What a pity though they haven’t got one of our very large kangaroos, he really would be something for them to look at.


  After a cup of tea and biscuits, I decided to go to the Mermaid Theatre to get a seat for the 6pm show of ‘Lock up your Daughters’ – a musical play. It is a new theatre which only opened last May and is a delightful place. The play is extremely good; naughty but nice I think would describe it fairly accurately. It has proved so popular the season has been extended until the end of the year. On my way home I stopped at a couple of places along the embankment to photograph the floodlit buildings and then came home and watched television for about an hour.


  Yesterday was election day here and the Tories have had an overwhelming victory as you will possibly have heard, or read, or even watched on TV. Tomorrow Marion and I are going down to Guildford in Surrey to see Alice H. We are going in the morning and will probably take her for a bit of a drive around the countryside. She is going out in the evening but we will have a few hours with her. She is heading homeward later this month, of course, so we are a bit lucky to be seeing her.


  On Wednesday Marion and I went to the matinee of West Side Story – an American musical which has been running since last December. It is the story of hoodlum gangs in America with a girl from one falling in love with a boy from the other with fatal consequences. It has been called a modern version of Romeo and Juliet but I can’t say it made me think of that. I can’t rave over it either. I believe some consider it better than My Fair Lady, but not me! Actually I think it’s a bit silly to compare the two.


  On that same day I went to the Royal Albert Hall and got two tickets for three of their future programmes. Marion is coming to two of them with me. One is a Scottish and Swiss Festival of dancing, singing etc. in national costumes, the other a performance by a group of Russian Dancers from the Caucuses. The third programme is after Marion goes home but Rita may take the other ticket. It is a programme by the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra, conducted by Sir Thomas Beecham. Then the following night I hope to go to a performance of Handel’s Messiah by the Henry Wood Concert Society with the London Symphony Orchestra, conducted by Sir Malcolm Sergeant. Golly, all these wonderful things to go to and all quite easy to get to and at reasonable prices, no wonder the theatre-goers and music lovers love London.


  I have received an invitation to an At Home at the Victoria League on October 20th – wine from 6.30 until 8pm. I have accepted – after all, who can refuse free wine! I guess that is a result of a visit Margie and I paid to the Victoria League when I was asked if I was interested in going to any such occasions to meet people. So off I shall go with my little name tag in full view! Last night when I came back to the club I met a lass who was on the Fair Sky. It’s amazing how every now and then I see someone from the ship. The club is quite a popular gathering place, of course. Haven’t quite decided what to do today but it’s another lovely day, so I must get out somewhere.


  ’Bye for now, all my love, as ever. Kathie.

  
  


  Chelsea


  14th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  I am finally working for my living and guess who with – KODAK! Quite different from my old position in the firm of course. Because of my lack of shorthand over the last three years I’m afraid it’s not up to standard so I am, at present, a humble typist and for the first time in my life I am working in a typing-pool. It is full of typists of all standards – some copy typists, some dictaphone typists and some Shorthand typists – all madly typing correspondence of varying sorts! We even have three male typists – all partially blind! In some ways it is a blow to the ego but one must face facts and typing and Shorthand are rather like playing a piano; if you don’t do it for a few years you lose the knack. I am intending to do a refresher course of shorthand at night because if and when I get my speed back I shall get paid more!


  They are all very pleasant to work with, although they don’t exactly fall all over you. However, there have been a sprinkling of Australians in the pool for quite a time and we seem to be reasonably well accepted. There is another lass there now who has been with them for three years! She was not with Kodak back home though. I was going to work through an Agency, but the day I was due to start there was no work as a lot of the businesses were closed for a Jewish holiday. I decided things might be a bit uncertain there so I thought I would try Kodak and here I am.


  I am still struggling with peak-hour transport. I tried the tube train the first morning but, as I have quite a walk each end and was literally jammed in like a sardine for the whole journey, I decided to try the bus. Well, it’s much better, but I found out that I have to allow extra time for the several buses which can only take one or two passengers each and I am invariably fifth or sixth in the queue! Still it does have its compensations for you know that when you do finally get on at least you have a comfortable journey. Tonight, of course, I hadn’t any idea at what stop I should get off. I went way past and had about twice the normal distance to walk back. Golly I wish I could think of some place to park Eartha all day. Ah well, at least I can keep myself amused watching the millions of other ants scurrying about, from the top of the red double-deckers!


  I have settled into my new digs fairly well. I had Rita and Margie round on Monday night for a house warming! Last night we had a farewell gathering at the Surrey Hotel for Joan and John, who return to Australia next Tuesday. You may remember Joan came over with us and John followed later. It was a very bright, enjoyable evening. The Surrey is a haunt for Australians and just as the place was closing we got into conversation with some other fellows there and one turned out to come from Frankston.


  Marion and I went down to Guildford to see Alice H. last Saturday and it rained all day; our first wet day. However we all thoroughly enjoyed it. We called for Alice at her boarding house, then we went to see the new cathedral which is being built at Guildford – it is really a beautiful building. I must try to get to the official opening which is to be May 1960. I am sure it will be a most impressive event. The cathedral is built on a hill overlooking the town and will have a very unusual avenue approach up the side of the hill to the front door, when it is completed. Then we had lunch at a very nice hotel which we had passed on our way down. It was quite an expensive ‘joint’ I think (Alice insisted on paying) but very enjoyable. After chatting about this and that for a couple of hours we headed back to Guildford, having afternoon tea on the way – and more talk, of course. I gather Alice has enjoyed her trip, but will be quite happy to get home again. We are all meeting up again next Sunday for lunch at the Victoria League and will then have a little look-see around the City somewhere.


  I am told that Kodak has an Amateur Dramatic group and I think sometime in November they are putting on a play. As they perform them in the staff dining room, I imagine they work under extremely primitive arrangements. If I can manage it I shall go along and see how they fare. Well Mother and Dad, it is again after midnight. I never seem to get to bed before then, even when I’m home all evening. I must go to bed for I’m a working girl now and have to get up at 7am – ugh, it hurts too! Wait until it’s snowing though, then it will be sheer agony!


  ’Bye bye for now, my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Chelsea


  16th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  I just thought I would jot down one or two comments regarding my new found occupation and what working in London entails, before they fade into oblivion because of everyday happenings. Firstly, of course, I think I may have told you about my experimenting with the public transport. Well I have finally decided on the buses. Just today I discovered I have the choice of three, but one gives me rather a long walk at the City end, so I shall probably use the other two, whichever I can get on to first! One, the No.11, takes me along quite an interesting route, for one who has not yet become blase about the landmarks of London. On this route one of the main thrills is passing Big Ben and Westminster Abbey, then along Whitehall to dear old Trafalgar Square and then along the Strand. The second choice is No.22 which goes past Hyde Park Corner up to Piccadilly Circus, along Shaftesbury Avenue and New Oxford Street. This route isn’t quite so interesting but is the quickest and with the least walking, which I daresay will be quite a consideration during the winter!


  I wish you could just see the peak-hour crowds, especially at some of the bus-stops at night. Tonight as I came past Knightsbridge, which is quite a famous shopping area with such shops as Harrods, the queue seemed to go on and on for miles along the footpath. Whatever the poor things do when it is snowing I can’t imagine, but I daresay I shall find out. Fortunately at 5.15pm at the No.22 bus stop it isn’t bad at all, so perhaps I won’t get frozen to the pavement! You will never guess what I did yesterday – I forgot to set the alarm and only woke up at 8.30am – I start work at 8.45am. You have never seen me move faster! I landed there at 9.30am. I think I rather staggered Mrs S. who is in charge of the typing pool (or correspondence room as they prefer to call it!) when I said I had slept in! I guess she wondered what this Dominion-ite was going to do next! However I received my pay just the same! And today I arrived at about 8.30am! – still experimenting with buses of course.


  Work has completely disorganised my theatre-going. I thought about going out tonight but there was washing to do! Tomorrow Rita and I are scooting off in Eartha to see how Margie is making out at Taplow where she has also started work private nursing. I had a ring from her on her first night there saying “Please come and see me I’m so lonely”. Poor Margie, she will miss all the company she has had, but at least her pay is good and she will be able to save madly, which is more than I will be able to do I’m afraid. We may be looking up a cousin of Rita’s too, if we can fit it all in. Although the weather is cooler it is still quite pleasant with only misty rain falling yesterday and none today. A couple of the early mornings have been a bit foggy, but I have hardly seen any yet.


  Oh yes! I have now advanced from typing names and addresses to using the dictaphone – mostly for correspondence from the Accounts Department, which is all about payment and non-payment of bills etc. Just before we left tonight though I was given a file from another Department, which promises to be more interesting – so we are improving! I still don’t know half the girls’ names but one lass ventured the information that the last Australian that sat at my desk met and married one of the lads from Kodak and is now back in Australia! So I’m sitting back just waiting for the next available male to pop his head around the door. So far no luck!


  You know, there’s one thing I have been meaning to tell you for ages which I keep forgetting, and that is the rather unusual fact that all transport is driven in London at night with just parking lights turned on. It is a wonderful idea, much easier on the eyes. Of course in country areas where there is no lighting you use normal headlights, but any town is well lit and if you do happen to drive with your headlights still on you are very soon ‘flashed’ by the on-coming traffic to let you know you’re offending!


  Sunday 18th. Well, here we are again. I have received your letter in which you sent the snaps – thank you so much – it was just wonderful to receive them. Strangely enough the other night I sorted out three we had taken on the Fair Sky and have just realised I haven’t sent them yet, but will do so at the same time as I post this.


  I’ll continue this in a letter with the photos - love. Kathie.


  


  Chelsea


  18th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Continuing from the airletter. Yesterday Rita and I went to see Margie at Taplow. On our way down we went to Rita’s cousin’s place for lunch at a town called Datchet which is not all that far from Taplow. They were a very pleasant young couple and we spent an enjoyable couple of hours with them. We picked up Margie and then went driving around the countryside just taking any road that looked inviting. We ended up creeping around in Eartha between the blackberries and trees on a carpet of autumn leaves in a wood, more or less ‘blazing a trail’. It was great fun; we even needed the headlights on in the woods and it was only 5pm! At 6pm we discovered a nice little pub called ‘The Golden Ball’ where we stopped for a round of two of ‘bitter’. Then we had tea at a cafe, took Margie home and came back to London.


  Today Marion and I had lunch with Mrs H. at the Basil St Hotel where she’s staying. It’s a very nice quiet hotel. Then, at my suggestion, we went out to London Airport in Eartha to see some of the planes come in. There is a huge building which has the whole roof area open to the public as a roof-garden, for the sole purpose of watching the ‘plane-a-minute’ routine. It is, as we all agreed, fabulous! Our greatest thrill was that, after a lull when we first arrived, the first plane we saw come in was a Qantas plane from Australia! A huge Boeing Jet! They are the largest commercial plane and only new to the run. It taxied right up in front of us – quite exciting really. We stayed there for an hour or so and then came back to the city. For the hour before dinner we did a tour of the city lights as a fitting farewell to London for Alice. Then we all had dinner at her hotel and left reasonably early as she had letters to write. She seemed to enjoy the outing and we certainly did. We are sending her flowers to the ship tomorrow.


  I am terribly sorry for the long lapse in letters Mother. I know what it’s like to ‘wait’ for the postman. I think I may have explained in the next letter you would get that I suspected it had been a while. I lost all track of days when I had the few weeks in London sorting out ‘digs’ and jobs etc. At the time there seemed so little of interest – just shopping, flat-hunting and seeing about jobs and I guess time just flew by. I daresay the letters from now on won’t be terribly exciting as the major part of my days will be spent in the ‘Correspondence Room’ and so little happens there! Still I’ll do my best.


  The photos I have marked on the back. They are nothing wonderful, but they were taken at one of the ‘Gala nights’ – makes me feel cold just to look at them now. I’m afraid the summer clothes can be put well away now. We did have a little sunshine again today, but it’s definitely skirts and jumpers, or blouses and cardigans weather. Well, I think that’s all for now, must prepare my things for the morning rush!


  Cheerio for now, hope you are all well, all my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  Chelsea


  26th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, here I am home from another outing and very happily there was a letter waiting for me. I must say I was a little perturbed when I saw you still hadn’t received one from me at the time of writing so I checked my diary and unfortunately there does seem to have been a lapse. Now I find it’s another week since I sent the last two so I decided to sit down and write one right away in spite of the late hour.


  Last Tuesday I went to the ‘At Home’ at the Victoria League. It was quite enjoyable, if not terribly exciting! One person of interest I met was a Flora A. from Trinidad. She is studying Architecture and is an extremely pleasant lass – coloured, of course. She took my name and phone number with a promise to call to invite me round to her flat which she shares with three German girls! It remains to be seen whether she does, sometimes these things eventuate, sometimes they don’t. I hope she does though, I liked her and I should think the other lasses would be very interesting to meet too.


  On Wednesday night Marion and I went to the Royal Albert Hall to see the Scottish/Swiss Festival, which rounded off Swiss-week here in London. It was a very bright evening of singing, dancing, yodelling, by both Scottish and Swiss groups. We both enjoyed it immensely – something rather different from the usual outing. We especially liked the Swiss Flag ‘Thrower’, ‘Tosser’ or ‘Twirler’, whichever you would call him. He wielded a Swiss flag very effectively to music – rather like a toreador with his cape and interspersed it with high tosses, more or less non-stop. It was very effective, with the red flag and its white cross flashing hither and yon. During last week, I also skipped across to my local cinema and saw the Russian film ‘Romeo and Juliet’, starring the famous ballerina Ulanova. The picture was interesting, but not always pleasing. Of course, Ulanova was wonderful.


  On Saturday Margie, who had come up from Taplow for the weekend, Rita and I all went to see ‘The Merry Widow’ performed by the Sadlers Wells Theatre Group at the Colosseum Theatre. Well, we only saw the final two acts. We were late starting out, due to Rita and Margie being held up longer than they anticipated and then, in an effort to take what I thought to be the quickest route, I found myself in Piccadilly. A Saturday night at 7.30pm in Piccadilly is worse than Flemington on Melbourne Cup Day and it took us another hour to get to the theatre! The performance started at 7.30pm – we arrived at 8.30pm. However, we enjoyed the rest of it, although I think the music is its redeeming feature.


  Sunday was another sunny day, but with a distinct frostiness in the air. However, I decided to go for a drive – Margie and Rita were spending the day with Dorothy. I rang Marion but she had gone to Epping Forest, so off we set, just Eartha and me. I went first to St Albans which is the site of an Ancient Roman City and was also the site of several Wars of the Roses. It is roughly to the north west of London. While there I visited the remains of an old Roman theatre. Just excavations really, but quite well preserved in shape. Then I headed for my real goal; the Whipsnade Zoo.


  Well now, there is a place! When you see something like this it makes you wonder why all zoos aren’t like it. Animals, although fenced in, do have a reasonable ‘plot’ of ground, some of it quite wooded, and they can more or less live normally. For instance, I saw quite an appealing byplay between a young tiger cub and its mother who was busy having her ‘Sunday joint’. The little fellow (about the size of a labrador dog!) was trying to talk her into sharing it. Well, you should have seen the antics. The baby finished up rolling over on its back in front of mum and stretching a tentative paw over the back of its head to grab at the meat. All so much more appealing to watch than the poor old fellow at the London Zoo, pacing up and down in his cage!


  One of the other animals that fascinated me was the beaver. He was continually diving to the bottom of his watery mud hole to grasp a lump of mud under his chin with his two small front paws. He would then clamber up the bank on his hind legs, dragging his ungainly, leathery, three or four inch flat tail behind him and pile the mud where it pleased him most, patting it down busily onto the already quite large mound he had made. He really was a scream.


  I daresay a zoo doesn’t alter much fundamentally, but I did think this was really a zoo to end all zoos! It was very well kept, covering a huge area of course, with roads, woods, lawns, etc. in between the different enclosures. How nice to see the old wallabies hopping about free and just hundreds of peacocks walking around with the people – I even saw one with his tail up but, like the lad next to me, missed getting a photo of it! It was a very pleasant afternoon and another of my childhood dreams fulfilled. Many years ago I saw a feature film on Whipsnade and always thought I should like to see it for myself. Of course it wouldn’t be quite like Kruger Park in South Africa, but very impressive even so.


  Tonight I stayed back after work and went to the fortnightly meeting of the Kodak Camera Club. The annual fee is 2/6 and it is well worth it when one considers the practically free film one can get occasionally if you are a member. Actually the chap who gave the lecture was very interesting – he is a professional photographer who also goes around lecturing on photography and Kodak materials. His work was extremely good and in some instances, as the Chairman said, breathtaking; the way he had got certain end results under extremely difficult circumstances.


  As the meeting finished at 7.30pm, I decided to make a dash for a theatre and got into the Aldwych Theatre to see the play ‘The Sound of Murder’. It was a murder story of course, with a very unusual twist at the end. The ‘murdered’ man is not in fact murdered, but the murderer intends to ‘murder him again’ as I heard one lady put it. I thought that was rather amusing – can one be ‘murdered again’?


  Rhonda, the other Australian girl at work, was telling me of a trip she is making – a visit to Jerusalem. A sort of ‘Holy Land’ Tour at Christmas. The places they visit during the 18 days are quite out of the ordinary and sound fascinating. Golly, there are just so many places one could visit if one had the time and money. This tour costs £108, but it is a chartered flight so quite worth it I should think, if you had the £108!


  Another thing I would like to do and in fact hope to somehow, is to visit Oberammergau to see the performance of the Nativity play. It is only done once every ten years and next year is it! The whole cast, chosen from the locals, start ‘getting into their parts’ months beforehand – growing their hair etc. for the portrayal of the biblical characters. It has even been rumoured that this one may be the last. Sort of a once in a lifetime opportunity really! However, what with that, skiing and touring the rest of Europe, I can’t imagine how I’m going to afford it all. I guess we’ll tackle that problem when we come to it.


  I had the greatest pleasure yet last week. I actually put some money into the bank, although I had to write another rent cheque which will cancel it out. It is a step in the right direction though and I hope I can improve on it a bit. Still I guess it won’t go up by much, if any! I’m sorry about the delay in letters Mother, but I do seem to spend most of my spare time writing to somebody about something! I got my Xmas cards posted anyway, so that’s done. So the parcel from Copenhagen finally got there. I’m glad you like it. I took quite a while to decide between it another of just a boy, but I thought that one would appeal to you.


  Love to you all. Kathie.


  


  Chelsea


  29th Oct. 1959


  Dear Family, 


  I don’t know that I have so much news really, but I received your letter tonight and one or two queries prompted me to answer immediately. Firstly, about my end of Royal Hospital Road. It is not far from the Embankment, near the corner of Tite Street. If Bill’s map has the small streets marked you should find it. Secondly, I am working in Head Office at Kingsway – I think Bill was more familiar with the Regent Street Branch, where I actually applied for a job. It is more central to the famous shopping area near Piccadilly, but the work was at Kingsway, so there I am. Most of the work goes on there, Regent Street is mainly for coping with customer’s films and queries etc., off the street, so to speak. The job has improved somewhat over the last few days, as I have started to take shorthand. If that keeps up permanently I shall be eligible for more money which suits me down to the ground. Which brings me to the next query; how am I going to travel if I can’t save? Exactly what I have been trying to fathom over the last few days! Of course I didn’t run myself out completely last summer, but I did get a little lower than I hoped – my bank balance being about £150 when I started work.


  Two things I am most anxious to do is to go skiing and if possible to go to the Passion Play at Oberammergau. Although I have the address of a village in Austria for skiing, I have almost definitely decided to go to Geilo in Norway, a small village we visited last year (sorry this year). It seems to be quite a bit cheaper as it is organised by the Overseas Visitors’ Club; £25 for 14 days plus about £4.10.0 for a train fare to Newcastle where you catch the steamer. Geilo took my fancy when we were there and it also appears to be one of the most popular spots, particularly for beginners which also suits me. If none of the others want to go, then I should still have some company from the Club members who are bound to be going. I rather think the others interested (Wendy being one) are more inclined to go to Austria, although mind you I haven’t sounded them out yet. They are rather inclined to procrastinate about future plans.


  I am also told that the only way I am likely to be able to go to the Passion Play is to book through an organised tour. It is so popular, and being a once-in-ten-years event, I guess it’s no wonder. These tours, of course, seem to be much more expensive than independent travel, but in this case it may be necessary in order to obtain tickets at all. The tours seem to range around £40-50 or higher for 8-12 days which seems a lot, but also includes the price of tickets for the play etc. So there isn’t going to be much left to see the rest of the continent, is there? I may try the Youth Hostels Association to see if I can just get tickets and accommodation at Oberammergau, and fit it in with another trip of my own, but that remains to be seen. I gather that’s where the difficulty comes in – to get individual tickets like that I mean.


  I have just been speaking to Marion. I rang to see if there was anywhere she wanted to go over the weekend that she hadn’t been, but wanted to see before she left. Actually she is off to Paris for a week with Jan (one of the lasses from the flat), but on Sunday week we will probably have the day at Burnham Beeches – a spot supposed to be wonderful in the autumn. Marion has offered to take any Xmas gifts home for me. I’m afraid none of them are very big, and perhaps not terribly exciting, but it is going to be such a load off my mind if I don’t have to post them.


  It is starting to get very cold here – a few rainy days, interspersed with sunny ones, but the wind is freezing, just like we get when it snows in the Alps at home. I have a feeling this winter is not perhaps going to be so wet, but very icy. I thought I might try to do without snowboots but waiting at the bus stop last night my feet nearly froze, so I can imagine what they will be like with snow on the ground! As I shall be heading for Canada in the winter perhaps I shall invest in a pair and get my money’s worth – after all you can get a rather nice pair for about 35/-!


  Last night I went again to my local cinema to see the Japanese film ‘The Rickshaw Man’. Believe me the Japanese have it all over the Russians when it comes to making films – it was excellent. Did I ever tell you that London has late-night shopping on a Thursday night, hence a slow bus trip home tonight. I wonder if that will ever come back in Melbourne.


  Well folks, I think that just about winds it up for tonight. Hope these prints arrive safely and don’t get bent in the post or anything.


  Much love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Chelsea


  5th November 1959


  Dear Family,


  I don’t know that I have such a lot of news, but I have just read your letter which was waiting for me tonight and a couple of questions rather put me in the mood to answer them so here we are again. I think I shall stay at Kodak. Only yesterday my boss mentioned the fact that now I was taking shorthand she would have my pay adjusted. I am not sure just how much more I shall get, but every little bit helps. I do get quite a big reduction on my photographic supplies so all in all it is fairly good. We get a third off all our orders. I also belong to the Kodak Camera Club and members sometimes can get both still and movie films for only a few shillings a roll. It is usually film which for some reason has been withdrawn from the market. You do take the risk of having a slight fault of some sort, but a lass in the office told me she has never had anything wrong with hers. It is usually when some complaints have come in about a certain batch, and then they call all the rest of that batch in, when in fact it may be only a small section that has the fault. I thought it would be well worth getting some movie film at only about 6/- per 100ft roll as against £5-odd! Of course it is not always available, only now and then, but I’ll try to get some any time it is available.


  Seems to be the time for ‘odd’ happenings. Last Sunday I mentioned to Rita that we should look up Peter and Pat L. Peter is with the B.B.C. and was with 5DR in Darwin when we were there. Well the very next night I was listening to the radio, and who should be featured on this particular session but Peter – telling about his wedding to Pat – at which I was a guest (of course that fact wasn’t mentioned). So I decided to write a note that very night c/o B.B.C. to see if we could meet them sometime. I haven’t had time to get a reply yet though.


  Tonight is Guy Fawkes night here and things are a-popping! There is a small Square not far from here, and even when I was coming home from work, some of the locals had gathered there to let off their rockets. Even now I can hear them popping and whizzing. I think I shall go along later to the pictures and guess I shall have a look-see on the way! Trafalgar Square is the sight of fun and games I believe, but I have been warned to keep away – there are always accidents there. I decided I had no desire to have a big banger go off in my face, so I shall just be satisfied with the local effort! Children have been everywhere with their Guys on the street corners cadging you with “A penny for the Guy” etc. It’s quite a thing here really.


  Yes, Marion returns home very soon. She is at present spending a week in Paris, but next Sunday I am taking her and Jan out to Burnham Beeches, probably for the afternoon. She mentioned that her last letter from home sounded as though her mother was getting quite excited. She, of course, is looking forward to seeing her family again, but I rather think she is just wondering how she will settle down again, and just what she is going to do in the way of work. I have discovered that we get a couple of days off at Xmas, and with the weekend that makes four days. I don’t know what I’ll do but there’s just a slight possibility I might talk Rita into going to Paris. She mentioned that she wouldn’t mind going and, if Marion gives a good report of the hotel she stayed at, I might consider it. However, we’ll see.


  Margie has left her job at Taplow. She wasn’t a bit happy there as it was very remote and not even near a village. She is now back in London, and is to start work looking after a relation of friends of her family’s, so it should be OK. At least she will be near us and have most of her evenings free to join us if and when the occasion arises. Well folks! That’s about all for this time. Hope you are all enjoying that lovely sunshine! It’s starting to get quite cold here, but it’s not bad yet.


  Love to all. Kathie.


  


  London


  Friday 13th!


  Dear Family,


  I have spent the first part of this evening projecting my slides on a projector hired from work for 2/- per three nights. I can’t say I was terribly excited about the results – they are OK I guess but not awfully inspiring. I remember being quite pleased when I first got them back – maybe it’s just because I have seen them so often! Hope they look OK to other people.


  Hooray for me – from this week on I will get paid £10/week (an extra £1). That of course is gross. Can’t say exactly what that comes down to, but my present £9 is depleted to £7-16-0 nett. So you see, there isn’t much left after living expenses of about £6/week. I guess, like everywhere else, the cost of living is continuing to rise too – even my fares have gone up 1d each way. I don’t use Eartha during the week as there is nowhere to park, so all in all I don’t spend much on her, certainly not since I started work. Money is such a sordid subject and yet it seems to take quite a good deal of general conversation over here – everyone existing on a strict Budget.


  Since I have started taking shorthand I have liked my job much better. At least I am meeting a few of the people who are running the show and most of them are very pleasant. It was quite amazing today. I was taking notes for a young Kodak Economist and one of the things he gave me was a notice of a vacancy for an Economist’s Assistant – the qualifications just fit Rita down to a tee, so I said I know just the girl for the job – but of course it’s permanent. However, he was very interested and said to see if Rita would be interested for 12 months so I have to see her tomorrow. I suspect she won’t want to tie herself down for a year, but I should think it would be well paid and they are pretty good about time off for tripping. I would rather like to see her get it, as I feel at last she would be making use of her degree. However, we’ll see! He’d be a very nice fellow to work for I should think!


  Marion leaves here a week today. I have got the morning off from work to help her get her bits and pieces to the station and to wave farewell from Old Blighty. I guess she’ll have a few regrets as it’s rather a hard place to say farewell to – seems to ‘get into your blood’ somehow. Now what else have I been doing. Oh yes, Rita, Margie and I have been out to Pat and Peter’s. They have a nice modern (but small) flat out at Richmond. We had a very pleasant evening with them and their absolutely wonderful Alsatian ‘Raqui’. She has restored my faith in her breed – you could do anything with her. She spent most of the night going from one of us to the other putting either her rubber ring or rubber ball, complete with rattle, into our laps for us to throw for her, or hide, or play tug-o-war over. She is fully grown but only about 14 months old. I could have very easily whipped her off home with me.


  On Wednesday I went to the Royal Albert Hall to see the Georgian State Dancers from the Caucasus. Marion was supposed to come too, but in her last minute flurry double-booked the evening and couldn’t make it. It was quite delightful – different from anything I have ever seen. I could only describe it as a cut between ballet and aboriginal dancing – very clever. One of the most fascinating aspects of it was their quick changing between items. Their music too, was most unusual. In fact as the English say “Ever so loverly” or “smashin’”.


  We were all allowed to go home early yesterday because of the fog which had persisted all day. We were out driving in fog last Saturday and after simply crawling along at one stage I heard Margie say “Keep left”. So I did and, as it was at an intersection, it happened to get me on to the wrong side of the road. The driver of a taxi coming from the opposite direction leant out his window as he crawled by and said cheerfully “You’re on the wrong side of the road luv!”. So “Luv” had to grin and say, “Yes so I am” and proceed to get back on the right side. On Sunday we went down to Burnham Beeches – Marion, Jan (her flat-mate), Rita, Margie and me. The autumn leaves were wonderful but it was too dark to photograph, still slightly veiled in fog then too. November is the foggy month!


  Tomorrow I am going in to see the Lord Mayor’s Procession – if the weather is OK. Tonight Dorothy rang to invite me out with Rita and Margie for dinner tomorrow night. When I said I had asked Aileen around here to see my slides she extended the invitation to her as well. There’s no doubt she is a very sweet and hospitable person! I also managed to get us tickets today for Margot Fonteyn dancing in ‘Ondine’, a ballet which I have been told not to miss – that’s on Dec. 3rd. Last Monday night, after the Camera Club lecture, Rhonda, the other Australian girl in the office, and I went to a Theatrette to see the film of Princess Alexandra’s tour of Australia. It was quite good we thought. As you can see life is fairly full over here – tonight was my only night home this week.


  Think that’s about all for this time – must go and have my bath. Hope you can read this scrawl.


  My love to you all - Cheers! as ever. Kathie.


  


  London


  19th November 1959


  Dear Family,


  Received your letter today Mother, with thanks. I can’t tell you how thrilled I was to hear you had thought of sending a cake for Xmas, thank you “ever so” – as the English put it. You’re a dear – just wait until the girls hear! As a matter of fact your letter prompted me to drop everything and contact Ann and I was lucky enough to catch her at home. She has not long returned from a six week trip around the Continent which according to her was wonderful! They hired a car and are convinced that that is the best way to travel – I couldn’t agree more. Ann has evidently seen quite a lot of Irene, as I guess is only to be expected really. She also tells me she and one of her girlfriends are going skiing with John and Ira to Austria in January. Half their luck! Never mind, I shall be quite happy to go to Norway. Did I mention I may go there in February – the 15th to be exact. The other possibility is Scotland (maybe cheaper) but Ann tells me the only draw-back is that it’s always overcast there and not so pleasant. Personally I think it would lack the atmosphere of the Continent. I have also just written to Irene – I didn’t like to – or rather I kept putting it off hoping I’d hear first, because I sent her a card from Scotland telling her of my intended arrival in London and haven’t heard since. I didn’t want to appear to push myself but, from a chance remark that Ann made, I rather suspect Irene wasn’t so keen on writing to the Bank and of course she didn’t know my new address. Not that she said anything about the Bank, but she just said how it was easy to contact her (Ann), as she had a permanent address which was always there. So I took the bull by the horns and have written.


  I don’t know where I shall be spending Xmas. I did receive an invitation from Pauline and Peter (Joan’s cousin and hubby) but I haven’t heard from them since we were with them in Wales, although I sent them a card from Scotland. I did hear through Joan when we saw her just before her departure, that they would be happy to see me any time I felt like going down there, but so far I haven’t had any spare time. I would have to have a whole day, as I would like to visit Joan’s mother at the same time. I guess I shall make it some time. Last Sunday Rita, Margie and I went to Deal (on the east coast) to visit a cousin of Rita’s, arriving there at 5pm in the pitch dark! We stayed until about 10.30pm and then had about a three hour drive home. They were very hospitable, as all Rita’s kin have proved to be.


  I have managed to get tomorrow morning off to take Marion to the Boat-train and to wave her Bon Voyage. Yes, the winter is definitely on its way and we have already had a couple of decent fogs, but so far I have been able to grin and bear it. I have bought a pair of fur-lined boots. So far have only really needed them on a couple of occasions, but I wear them to and from work just in case. The office is quite warm at work, so it’s not too bad yet. I am now beginning to appreciate having brought all my winter clothes though – at least I don’t feel I am living in the same thing day in, day out. The girls aren’t slow to notice either – most of my woollies apparently meet with their approval! They are really beginning to thaw out and I am almost one of them now.


  I forgot to mention that last Saturday I called over to pick up Marion and bring her over here to see my room! She had been instructed by her mother to have a look-see so she could give you a first-hand report. I went over after standing in the rain to watch the Lord Mayor’s Procession – not terribly exciting either! Marion’s visit was a brief one, as we were both going out that evening. I was going to Dorothy’s for dinner with Margie, Rita and Aileen, another Australian lass we have met over here who, as I mentioned, Dorothy had very kindly included in her invitation. While there Dorothy discovered that she and I have our birthdays on the same day and said we would have to do something about it. I heartily agreed, although that was as far as the discussion went. We had a most enjoyable evening out there as usual.


  The Kodak Players here at Kingsway are doing their play ‘The House by the Lake’ next week. I am going, if I can manage to fit it in between everything else I seem to have on next week. This week has been reasonably quiet! Ann told me she has postponed her return home, from next March until next December! I wonder how her mother will like that. It’s practically impossible though, to see all there is to see, even a quick look, in one year – especially if you are working for part of the time. If only we could say “Oh well, we can pop back again next year” but, in spite of advances in air travel etc., no-one seems to have been able to make it cheaper to flit around the world. I had another phone call from the lass from Trinidad I met at the Victoria League some time ago. I haven’t been to visit her yet, but am due to go there as soon as we can both arrange a night. That’s what I like about travelling – you meet such interesting people.


  Well folk, must away so I can get up early to meet Marion – all my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  24th Nov. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Received the Festival programme today thank you Mother. What a shame Frankston wasn’t among the first few, but never mind, so long as it was reasonably well received as a play that would be very satisfying for those involved, I should think. Tomorrow night I am going to the Kodak play. I wish you could see the tiny, temporary stage they have to use – I am dying to see how it goes. The stage is built on a temporary raised platform in part of the Staff Dining Room which is not very large at any time, but has curtains, front flood lights etc. It always gives me a feeling of satisfaction at the backing the Kodak Company gives to their Recreation Clubs.


  I spent a very pleasant weekend at Andover – or really Tidworth – with David and Jose. They are a very charming family. It was a quiet weekend really, but none the less enjoyable. They both kept telling me it was a great pity I couldn’t have visited them at Shrivenham as apparently the social life there in the officer’s mess etc., was much more lively. They have only been at Tidworth for about a month and apart from the fact that it takes time to get to know people, it is an unbelievably quiet little settlement – very much in the county ‘downs’. David took me for a drink at the Officer’s Mess in the area (which is not like an Army ‘station’, but very widely scattered all over a large area with training rifle ranges etc. spread all around).


  The Mess was at one time obviously an old country home and appealed to me greatly. There were only about four other people there and David and Jose’s opinion is that it’s like a mausoleum and needs livening up. I know what they mean, but I was attracted to the huge old rooms and the glorious log fire which was burning in one room. They tell me this particular area has some of the ‘Toffee-Nosed’ Regiments – Queen’s Own Hussars, etc. and I gather not very friendly because of that fact. Jose’s comment was that it’s alright if you speak their language – frightfully British and all that! The bar in the Mess was most attractive. The bar itself is roofed in by a sort of second low ceiling, with a beautiful thatched roof. There is a special ‘fine’ for anyone attempting to set it on fire after having imbibed. It has been specially treated with fire-proofing liquid and looks most effective and olde worlde! As both days had only middling weather, we spent the time just chatting and at night watching television. They invited me down any time I felt like going – just to drop a line and say I’m coming down. David extended the invitation to “Any of my Australian girlfriends if they would like to come”. Their youngest daughter of six years told me she would “drop me a postcard”!


  Last night Rita, Margie and I went to see a ‘Special Refugee Appeal Film’ at the Festival Hall and Yul Brynner of ‘The King and I’ made a personal appearance. He is Special Consultant to the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees! It was very impressive and I think their appeal would benefit greatly as it was packed. Marion is well on her way – left Genoa yesterday. No more room, and no more news anyway.


  Hope you are all well, my love to everyone, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London


  28th November 1959


  Dear Family,


  Thought I would start another epistle while I have a few spare moments. I have just finished a letter to Marion which should reach her at Colombo. Yesterday I received a card from her and unfortunately she had a rather uneasy start for her journey home. She couldn’t even sample the chocolates I gave her as a parting gift. However, she probably got her sea-legs soon after she wrote. You will no doubt be pleased to hear that I received a telephone call from Irene this morning asking me if I would like to go to ‘Fox Hills’ for lunch tomorrow. Ann and Robin, one of her friends, are going too. I believe Ann is really going down to use Irene’s sewing machine! I am going to a concert tomorrow night, so the invitation just fitted in nicely, as the other two have to come back for the evening too and anyway, the invitation was for lunch. We are being met at the station by the chauffeur! I am really looking forward to seeing Irene again, she is such a sweet person.


  I only hope I don’t give her a cold though because, at the moment, I am bothered by a streaming nose and sneezing all over the place. I could hardly miss it I guess. All the lasses in the office seem to be in the throes of one too, and it is not the most healthy atmosphere – warm, but not much fresh air, so I guess the wogs have a rare old time. Fortunately, I don’t feel miserable at all, but I get impatient with my runny nose and nasally voice. How can one possibly ‘keep up appearances’ with a “cold id the doze”? Do you know, it’s only 4.30pm, and it’s quite dark outside! That is one of the reasons why the winter is not the best time for travelling – quite apart from the weather. Tonight I am going with Margie to visit an Australian friend of hers; Rita is visiting friends for the weekend.


  You know I really can’t believe my good luck. I happened to ask Mrs S. last Thursday if she ever had any call for overtime at work. She told me it was really during the summer that there was quite a bit of work. However, it so happened that our own department got a bit snowed under with dictaphone work last week so I was able to work back for three hours on Friday – all helps the finances! I also mentioned that I may want to work sometime during the summer and she seemed quite pleased, so I really feel very happy about it all.


  I do wish you could see London at the moment. I know Xmas is a special season everywhere, but things really glisten here as the Festive Season approaches. Last Thursday they turned on the lights all along Regent Street – it was absolutely breathtaking as I was coming home in the top of a double-decker bus. There are huge chandeliers all down the centre of the road, hung on huge cable wires which disappear in the dark so that you only see the hundreds of lights in the hanging chandeliers. The centres of the formations are rather like Chinese lanterns, each one a different colour – red, blue, green etc., with the rest of the lights white. All along the footpaths are festoons of white lights. I have taken a trial photo of them, along with every other camera enthusiast – visitor or Londoner alike. It is the first year they have had such intricate lighting. They have been working on this sort of thing for quite a time I believe, but there were many obstacles from the safety angle etc.


  The shop windows are really a picture too – in fact the streets are thronging with people each evening now just window shopping. I went into Harrods today and they have a special section called Xmas Festivities – all their gift suggestions, together with decorations. They have one entire alcove for fairy-lights, coloured balls, tinsel, etc., but instead of just displaying them in their boxes, they have all the lights turned on – it certainly makes them more attractive. It was funny, I went to the Helena Rubenstein counter in Harvey Nichols (one of the big stores in Knightsbridge – a posh area) this morning. When I asked for the coloured lipstick I wanted, the lass said, “Where did you buy that colour? So I said, ”Australia, as a matter of fact. She smiled and told me she was an Australian too! So we swapped the usual questions of how long have you been here? do you like it? etc. etc. She was such a nice lass, and as I left her, she said, “Next time you are in the store, do come and say hello – it’s so nice to see someone else from home!” So I probably shall.


  Tuesday 1st Dec. My how the days slip by. I worked back again tonight until 8pm, so I feel I have done enough typing for one day, hence the handwriting. I’m not sure how soundproof my walls are either and I think it’s a bit late to risk the sound of the typewriter clicking through the walls. Mind you I never hear Mrs B.’s TV so I doubt if I could be heard. Anyway – to continue – I went with Margie to her friend’s place. They are a very nice young couple and they have suggested we might go again. I only hope next time I shall not have a cold in the head! It was a very tiny lounge room in the flat and I was very conscious of my breathing ability, or should I say inability. However, we got through the evening without any mishaps and I only hope I didn’t leave any wogs behind. There’s no doubt you learn something new every day – this young couple keep ‘hampsters’ as pets – ever heard of them? No? Well, neither had I. They are like large, tailless mice – or small rats, whichever you prefer – but they are a sort of peachy, coral colour with the silkiest fur coat. Quite pleasant little fellows really and surprisingly intelligent.


  I went to Fox Hills on Sunday and spent a very pleasant day there. Irene is still as delightful as ever and amazingly full of vitality for her 74 years. While there we met two brothers who had come to play squash. They are the sons of Dr Grantly Dick Reed (of painless childbirth fame). We just met them for about 20 minutes or so for a sherry before they played and before we lunched. Ann and Robin sewed after lunch while Irene and I sat in front of the fire chatting and reading. She, naturally, was asking after “my friend Gordon” and all the family and mentioned owing a letter but saving it until after she had seen me. During the course of the afternoon when she was looking for some papers she happened to show me a pile of letters to be answered and a lot of them airmail – so if you don’t hear for a while, don’t be surprised.


  You know, she is so generous – she sent us all packing with sufficient money to cover our fares down there and no amount of protesting would do any good. I took a box of sweets down to her and she told me – to prevent me from taking anything down in future – that she was not allowed to eat them and so insisted that I brought them back “for a Xmas gift for someone”. She told me not to be embarrassed about taking them back and that she didn’t ever want us to bring her anything. Ann and Robin had apparently had a similar experience and took down a sort of biscuit-cum-cake thing Ann had made – very nice too!


  The Concert on Sunday night was very enjoyable. I went with Marg L. and then we went round to see a friend who used to live in the room next to her, before they both moved. A Scottish South African – or vice versa. All very enjoyable. Last night we all went to hear the Messiah performed by the Henry Wood Choral Society with the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra, conducted by Sir Malcolm Sargeant.


  Rita is out of work again this week. She seems to have quite a few weeks off here and there – her Agency doesn’t seem to have continual work. For some reason or other she won’t try for a semi-permanent job – or even one with Harrods for a few months. The Kodak one I mentioned in another letter has not come off yet. I just heard at the last minute last night that she had applied for a job delivering cars for some firm around England. I don’t know how far that will go, but it’s very well paid – something like £20/week, so here’s hoping she lands something. She doesn’t seem unduly worried, although I often think she is not so happy-go-lucky in herself when she is not working – however dull the work may be, which seems to be her main complaint! Well Mother and Dad, I must to bed and get some sleep.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London S.W.3!!


  4th Dec. 1959


  Dear Family,


  First of all Mother, yes I did get your letter addressed to W.1, with a pencil mark through it, but until you had mentioned it I hadn’t even noticed. However I don’t think there is any other Royal Hospital Road (live in the exclusive area I do!). Well now, I am sitting down to write this to tell you about my latest outing. It is about 11.30pm and I have just been driven home by Mr & Mrs E. I had a phone call from Mrs E. last night but I was out. Tonight at about 6.30pm the phone rang and it was her again asking me if I could possibly have dinner with them tonight. Well it just so happened that I was home tonight so off I went.


  They called for me at 7.30 and took me back to the restaurant in the building where they have their flat at Dolphin Square. I didn’t go to their flat at all tonight. Mrs E. said that if they go out to eat they usually choose a quiet little place but they chose that restaurant for tonight as she thought I might like music – there is an orchestra and dance floor there. I thoroughly enjoyed the evening. It was one of the most enjoyable meals I have had here so far. Starting with a prawn cocktail which was delicious, followed by a fillet steak and then coffee ice-cream. Not perhaps terribly exotic sounding – but very tasty. The meal was accompanied by red wine and finished off with coffee and liqueurs.


  Mr & Mrs E. have just bought a 100 acre farm at Chagford in Devon – only about 4 miles from Moreton Hampstead where Rita’s two cousins are, with whom we stayed while on our Devon trip! They are in the process of having it redecorated and hope to have part of it habitable by Xmas. They did say they were very sorry that it wasn’t more certain or they would have invited me down. I fully appreciate what it will be like; knowing the building trade I think they will be lucky to even be in by Xmas, let alone having guests – however informal. They expect to be moving in permanently about February and Mrs E. said, “By about March we shall be ready for visitors.” It’s a lovely area down there and I’m looking forward to seeing their place. Mr E. produced some photos of his farm and it looks most attractive – with the local pub just outside the gate to his tree-lined drive leading up to the large house. He also had one or two photos of some of his Devon cattle and little as I know of them they looked very good specimens. Anyhow I am having lunch with them on Sunday week at their flat in Dolphin Square. They are a very charming couple and, as you have probably gathered, I enjoyed my evening very much – you must tell Helen! You mentioned a couple had mentioned receiving Xmas cards – well I posted over 60 all on the same morning, so I guess the others will turn up eventually.


  Saturday Morning: Decided I was too sleepy to continue the second part last night. I received a letter from Miss L. (my predecessor here at 79A) from Munich. She tells me to be happy with my two baths a week! She only has one per week there – and that’s good for the Continent, according to her remarks. She also said they had been having such cold weather there that the frost hung from the trees – all day – but she is enjoying it. She asked me to send her a map of London Underground and a list of Covent Garden Operas so I shall have to send that next week. It was nice to hear from her.


  That reminds me – I can well understand Dick’s comments about my rabbit-habits with the Underground for when they were here I was addicted to them. I was close to the Tube station and it was the quickest and surest way of getting where I had to go which was most important. Do tell him I have changed to buses whenever possible. I simply hate the Tube at peak period which is when I would have to use it. A sardine tin would be absolute luxury compared with the trains at peak times. I can also understand his attitude to London. One of the great attractions about life in London is the concert halls and theatres, which Dick is not so interested in. But believe me, once you become part of the every day hubbub, the city does grow on you.


  My last outing was to see Fonteyn and Soames in the ballet ‘Ondine’, a new one for me. It was absolutely out of this world – especially Margot Fonteyn. The stage effects were also fantastic. It is a ballet in three acts and the second act takes place on board a sailing ship. The effect of ‘movement’ of the ship was so well done the whole audience murmured as one – scared of being sea-sick, but to my knowledge no one was! It was very clever.


  Well, all the interruptions! I’ve just had the window cleaners in, so I had to dress hastily. The sun is shining periodically, but they tell me it’s cold outside. I haven’t any definite plans today. I have to collect my laundry and then I think I shall have a clean-up day – room, clothes, hair etc. and it will be dark by 4pm anyway. Tomorrow night we go to an Orchestral Concert at the Royal Albert Hall, to hear Maseivitz (have no idea how to spell his name) play. Rita hasn’t got the job at Kodak – it hasn’t come up yet. She did seem quite interested but I don’t really know what will happen. Well that seems to be all I have room for!


  Love. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  15th December 1959


  Dear Family,


  I am feeling particularly like a cat with cream tonight – don’t know if it’s the Xmas Season – yes, I guess that’s it! All sorts of nice things seem to be happening to me. My mantlepiece is now be-decked with about a dozen Xmas cards – looking very gay and such a flattering one from my parents! It’s very sweet Mother, thank you! Then I received a note from Irene tonight – accompanying a 1960 stiffened calendar (for desk or tabletop which stands like a photo) – asking me down to Fox Hills on Boxing Day for her Xmas dinner. She goes to John and Ira on Xmas Day and they and their three sons go there the next day. Ann is also probably going to be there – so that is very nice isn’t it. I am rather amused though; Irene always makes arrangements for me to be met at the train. I don’t think she has much faith in Eartha after the first effort – ha ha! And maybe she knows a thing or two – I was held up for the second time last Sunday – flat battery and wet spark plugs – b-English weather!


  I had stayed out with friends at Harrow, about an hour from London, on the Saturday night. Because it took so long to get the AA and of course it was just at the last minute I discovered I couldn’t get her to start, I had to postpone my Sunday lunch date for a week. Mrs E. was very understanding, her one concern being what I was going to do for lunch that day! I spent really the entire weekend at Harrow and most enjoyably too. They are a very natural, likeable couple who want me to visit any time and take the girls with me. It was a very cold, foggy, drizzly weekend (England in its true grey colours), but we were warm inside and spent most of the time swapping tales and my getting the low-down on Canada. Their slides really made my mouth water. I can honestly say I have never seen such glorious autumn colours as those taken in and around Toronto. Of course the snow scenes looked beautiful too. If I go in October I should just about catch the autumn, before the winter sets in.


  I am getting quite a bit more overtime at work (my how the money rolls in!). Ivor, the New Zealand lad that Joan and I went round Wales with, is being married on the 28th of December and I, along with most of the others of our crowd, have been invited. It is to be very small and very informal. His fiancee followed him over on a later boat, but we weren’t sure if or when they were getting married. There seemed to be a bit of uneasiness about the situation – but evidently it’s all worked out. I’m so glad, for Ivor was very keen and he is an extremely nice boy, so he should be on top of the world now I guess.


  Tonight my landlady came down to ask me if I would like to have Xmas dinner with them – so I am and I shall be participating in a real Xmas dinner with all the trimmings. It should be most enjoyable. Wasn’t it nice of her though to ask me. I am going around to Rita’s flat for the evening meal, so Xmas Day will be quite a busy day. Today at work I received an official Invitation to the Xmas Party, in the form of a Xmas card – with a tear-off ticket which entitles me to “One Free Drink at the Bar”! Last week my laundry was wrapped in Xmas Paper and enclosed was a small folding calendar wishing me a Merry Xmas! Tonight on my way home I passed two children (brother and sister I guess) singing carols at the front door of a house – I was delighted to hear them, but I couldn’t help feeling that even that was commercialism &ndsah; on the 15th of December – not the 24th or 25th! Mrs T. said that when she used to live out at Hampstead they used to start at the end of November! Perhaps Rita could do that – I must mention it to her! You know one thing I should like to do, but won’t be able to, is to be in Scotland for New Year! Ah well, one can’t be everywhere. No holiday here of course – but it is Saturday, so that means I’m off work at least!


  You asked about my hearing from Kathleen, the lass I met at Irene’s. As a matter of fact she did ring me at the OVC but I was away. It was to invite me down to her place one Sunday, she was evidently having a few people there – so Irene told me later – and thought I might like to meet them. I wrote saying how sorry I was not to be there when she rang, but have not heard from her again. I guess she has her own busy life to attend to, but I think if she wants to contact me again she will probably ask Irene.


  I went to Der Rosenkavalier last night and we all wished we could understand German. Our seats weren’t quite so good being ‘Slips’ seats which go right along the side of the theatre. A lot of the action took place on the side of the stage which was out of our vision. However, with opera it is not quite so serious as long as you can hear. It is not an opera that I was familiar with and I can’t say I was really enthralled – not so many well-known musical arias in it. Some of it was interesting and one or two parts were particularly appealing. It was generally very well received, so I guess it’s just my taste which was at fault – still we can’t like everything can we?


  Each day as I go to work in the bus I see the next stage in the putting up of the huge Xmas Tree in Trafalgar Square. It is a pine tree donated to London by the Norwegian people. Today they had all the coloured lights on, but with the scaffolding still around it, so I guess it’s not complete yet. It has a huge ‘Star’ on the top, of course. Tomorrow night, if it is not foggy, I am taking Rita and Margie for a ‘tour of the lights’. Not working in the city, they haven’t seen much of them. In case I don’t get another letter to reach you before Xmas – I hope you all have a wonderful time. I shall be thinking of you all, of course.


  Cheers for now, love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  17th Dec. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Not a great deal of news perhaps, but I just thought I would drop a line to tell you that my cake arrived today and it looks most attractive. Iced in white – with white shell formations around the edge. Little sprigs of holly here and there, finished off with a spray of holly, two gold leaves, a red bow and “Greetings” written across the bottom in red. Very Xmasy and packed in the most gorgeous tin. Green with rosebuds on it and the lid has a lovely flower study. One cream, one pink and some yellow and red roses in a silver jug, with a grey background. I have no idea if perhaps you saw all the designs, but I’m telling you in case you didn’t – anyway it’s lovely! Also when I arrived home was another parcel, the one from Len. Another lovely tin – yellow, with a spray of two red roses on the lid and red roses around the side of it – filled with Cadbury’s Roses Selection of Chocolates. What a feast I am going to have.


  Tonight is the Premiere of the film ‘On the Beach’. I went along to the theatre with the idea of attending. The only seat I could have got was in the Stalls for £5-5-0! So I turned away reluctantly and shall have to try again when it’s not a Charity Night. I must buy the paper tomorrow and see what they have to say. Last night I had tea with Rita and Margie and then we went on a tour of the lights.  You should just see the traffic – at one time two Bobbies held up the traffic to let us get across Regent Street.


  All sorts of festivities these days! Yesterday was the Xmas Dinner Day at Kodak – turkey, plum pudding etc. Then today at afternoon tea we, in our Department, were all given a sherry and piece of cake, to wish all the best to one of the lasses who is being married on Saturday! And of course tomorrow night is the Staff Party and on Saturday a party at Rita’s flat given by one of the chaps who is friendly with the lasses who live there. I haven’t spoken to Rita today but last night as I was looking down the Situations Vacant column I saw one advertising for Temporary Clerks for the British Medical Association, so I am hoping she enquired today. Apart from the financial side I think she is quite enjoying her life of leisure.


  Lots of folk back home have wished me a Happy White Xmas, but so far there’s no sign of snow and I gather we don’t usually have one. Maybe when I go to Canada I shall really have a white Xmas. Well that really does seem to be all this time – first time I’ve had some space over! Once again I hope you all have - or have had - whenever this arrives, a Very Happy Xmas!


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  23rd Dec. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well Xmas is certainly a time for frivolity over here. They say the English are stiff and cold but I wish you could have seen our final party at Kingsway tonight – I was fascinated! Our own office party started fairly quietly until someone started to carry round a piece of mistletoe and place it conveniently over another’s head at odd moments. I can’t help feeling that we Australians are the ‘reserved’ bunch. I just can’t imagine a Staff Party at Kodak Australasia being quite so ‘abandoned’, with Mr So-and-So over there in one corner practically devouring Miss (or Mrs) Such-and-Such while wishing her a “Merry Xmas”. No-one seems to care, or think it strange or unseemly – unless of course it’s the odd Australian bystander practically having to lift her jaw off the floor – just in time to be grabbed desperately under the mistletoe! Ah well, I wouldn’t have missed it for the world (what am I saying?).


  I was escorted to another department to join in their frivolities and once again was amazed at the transformation of a dreary basement office into a ‘perfect low dive’. It was wonderful – dimmed lights, smoky atmosphere, music, drinks, streamers hung in all doorways, murals painted on the walls (and very clever too!). Of course there was the inevitable mistletoe and its effects spread through the crowded ‘Hernando’s Hideaway’. I couldn’t hope to remember all the folk I met, in spite of the fact that almost to a man they greeted me with the usual English Christmas salutation! One even told me I was pretty! Obviously he’d been drinking heavily and was not seeing too well through the haze. However it was all in good fun and I guess I’ll remember my Kodak Kingsway Xmas for quite a time!


  I came home to find some more Xmas cards and the very welcome parcel of tinned food from Marion’s parents. Naturally I shall be writing, but as you will probably see them first you might tell them I have received it safely and thank them very much. By now of course Marion will be home – I do hope everything went well for her arrival. I also heard something about Marion’s ship striking bad weather in the Bight and some passengers being hurt so I hoped and prayed she wasn’t one of them. I went to Ann’s party last night which was very pleasant. She asked me to send her love to you both next time I wrote. I just loved getting the photos and I have shown them to one or two who I thought might be interested and they were – they were all suitably impressed! Thank you so much – I keep bringing them out to have a look.


  If this should reach you before the New Year – Happy New Year to you all – my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  30th Dec. 1959


  Dear Family,


  Well, when the tumult and the shouting dies eh? I believe the last time I wrote was after our break-up party at work. Since then a lot seems to have happened. Firstly, as Christmas Eve was a holiday, I spent an easy day wrapping up last minute gifts, cleaning up my room etc. That night Margie and Rita came with me, as my guests, to the Mermaid Theatre to see ‘Treasure Island’. Golly, what a wonderful production that was. The Mermaid Theatre certainly is keeping up its tradition of unusual and out of the ordinary plays. In one scene we had a ship under sail in the middle of the stage with a storm in progress, created by projecting a section of film showing stormy seas onto a backdrop. By the use of a central moving section of the stage, we also had dinghies rowing from ship to the shore of an island. It was amazingly convincing and we were all fascinated.


  After the show we drove around and parked the car somewhere near Trafalgar Square while we attended the Midnight Service at St Martin’s in the Fields. You should have seen the crowds! It is the first time I have had to queue to go to church and to have a ticket to get in! However it was a wonderful service and didn’t finish until 1.30am. Then we went back to Rita’s and had Xmas cake and port. We drank to our respective families whom we judged would probably be preparing Christmas Dinner, the time then being 12.30pm in Australia.


  Christmas morning I slept fairly late. Then, as arranged, I joined my landlords for Christmas dinner. Those present were Mr & Mrs T., her mother, his father, a young French-Canadian couple, Louise and Claude (I have forgotten their surname) and of course yours truly. The Christmas dinner was very enjoyable. I tasted, for the first time, chestnut stuffing – one end of the turkey was filled with that and the other with our familiar herb-type stuffing. We also had brandy butter with the pudding, but no cream! Apparently the English never have cream with Christmas pudding. I gave them a large tin of Scottish shortbread I had bought in Scotland which seemed to please them and I gave their little daughter, Jennifer, a koala bear. She was delighted. They gave me a souvenir tea-towel and later on a tin-opener (I had to borrow theirs on two occasions!). This latter was wrapped separately and given during the afternoon when all the other people arrived. We had a very mixed international gathering! A doctor from Turkey, another doctor from Greece, three girls from Thailand and one girl from Yugoslavia – all students of Mr T.’s at the British Council. It was very interesting to meet them all and the happy gathering went on all the afternoon – in fact into the evening, for those who were able to stay!


  I gave the French-Canadian couple a lift to where they had to go – all the transport stops after 4pm on Christmas Day – and then about five minutes from Rita’s place I ran out of petrol! However, I was near a telephone so I rang the AA and they came to my rescue. The rest of the evening was quite bright and enjoyable with a gathering of various friends of the lasses who live where Rita is staying.


  On Boxing Day I went down to Fox Hills. I took down a Brownie Downing print to Irene (they are the well known paintings of Aboriginal babies in different aspects). The one I gave her is called ‘The Fisherman’ and is very cute. She seemed genuinely pleased with it and showed it proudly to all who came. It wasn’t a very large gift, but a novel one for her I gather. She is rather difficult to buy for; as you can imagine she has plenty of everything. She gave me a gorgeous huge silk scarf with a lemony-green background and a large spray of flowers painted on it and a box of Floris soap – the makers being appointed by the Late King George VI. It smells delightful and I gather is a very good brand. I took down a print of one of Albert Namatjira’s paintings for Ira and John and they seemed equally pleased. I took the three boys a book on Australian Wild Life and Ann a pair of stockings and a souvenir nylon scarf with scenes of London landmarks. I don’t really think they expected gifts from me – but anyway I was pleased I took them down.


  After dinner, which of course finished rather late, the boys challenged Ann to a game of squash. I went to watch and after they had finished the boys went to shoot pigeons and Ann and I had a hit. Anthony, about 19 and the oldest, returned and gave first me and then Ann a game. I was only in my red nylon dress and snowboots! However it was great fun and much needed exercise. On my plate at afternoon tea was a box of Dusting Powder, also by ‘Floris’, from Ira and John and a cake of soap from the boys. Ira, John and the boys are a very likeable family and Ira’s father was there too. Others came to the afternoon tea as well. Nanny, as she was introduced to me, was one, and I gather she is the boys’ ‘Nanny’ for I don’t think she was actually from Irene’s family. Her daughter Patricia was there, but I never did find out their surname. A Mr & Mrs H. (I had met Mrs before) and a Mr John R. also arrived.


  During the afternoon one of the local Hunt Clubs rode through Fox Hills. Irene tells me they go through about once a month, so perhaps I may be able to follow one some time. We had our evening meal later after the guests had gone. I took down the photos you sent and showed them to Irene. She was very thrilled to see them and commented on what a good looking mother I had – I agreed of course! Then John gave me a lift to the station and on the way told me a little about Fox Hills which I didn’t know before. They run pigs there. It is not very good land and they have tried cattle and farming but pigs seem to be the most successful. I think he said they fatten between 500-600 pigs a year. Fox Hills used to be about 580 acres, but is now about 520 as some has been sold fairly recently. There is a farm manager, two tractor men and I think he said two or three pig men. One of the tractor men will be paid off soon as they are reducing the cultivated land. ‘Chuffs’, which is John’s own home, is just a home and garden on about six acres. I hope to see it some day. He said I must come down one day during the next term so they can take me to Eton to see the game called ‘Fives’ which I was asking about during the day.


  On the Sunday I took Rita down (quite near to Fox Hills again) to visit some of her relations. Then of course, Monday was Ivor and Nola’s wedding which was a small but very bright affair. Last night we went to the opera Aida which was most enjoyable. Tomorrow is New Year’s Eve and we are going to St Paul’s for the Watch, a service beginning at 11.15pm to greet the new year in. Not sure just what form it takes but it should be interesting. Hundreds gather outside the Cathedral I believe. We have tickets (once again) to go inside. Alas I will be working on New Year’s Day. Well folks, that seems to have brought things up to date again. I think I shall have to have a bath and go to bed.


  Cheerio for now, all my love, as ever. Kathie.


  

  





  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  A New Year Begins


  London S.W.3


  2nd January 1960


  Dear Family,


  I don’t know that I have such a lot of news yet but, as I seem to be in the mood and have the time, I thought I would start another epistle anyway. First of all, I must tell you about my new coat! I did the rounds of the Knightsbridge and Chelsea shops today and finally bought a black coat at one of the local shops – with a 5 Guineas reduction. I am thrilled with it really. It is quite dressy, having a rather large collar which can be raised around the face if required. I think I should be able to wear it for quite a while without it dating. Another important feature is that it is completely double-lined, with a sort of brushed wool lining covered with a satin one, which should keep out the icy blast, both here and in Canada. Anyway, now if I go anywhere special that I want to look a bit glamorous I shall be better equipped than with my dear old faithful which I live in day after day. Doubtless I shall curse the extra coat when I come to move on, but never mind, I daresay I’ll manage somehow. I also put a deposit on a pair of velvet slacks, for after-ski wear. They are rather dashing I think, being floral with a white background and the design going down the leg in mostly black bands, but with patches of red, green, royal blue etc., here and there. They should go with most of my jumpers and are quite different from anything else I have. They were also reduced.


  We had a reasonably quiet New Year’s Eve – there was a party at Rita’s, but it hadn’t really got started before we left to go to the Night-Watch Service at St Paul’s. The service was very simple and, in spite of the fact that the news the next day said 2000 attended, in that huge cathedral it certainly didn’t seem that many.


  Afterwards, we drove through the happy revellers along the Strand to Trafalgar Square, which is one of the main meeting places to greet the New Year in. It was all very amusing. At one time we were being directed by a lad in a make-believe policeman’s helmet (which incidentally was only one of many various fancy hats worn) who, with a dead-pan face, signalled the cars behind to stop to allow me to pull out and pass a bus; all happening within a few yards of the real policeman who was on duty at an intersection! We were nearly helpless by the time he’d finished. Of course, he had first produced a flask of Scotch from his pocket and invited us to have a drink. Another lad leaned in through the window and kissed Margie soundly on the cheek for New Year – I always was unlucky (I was driving) and poor Rita was in the back seat with the windows shut!


  It took us a long time to reach the Square, but we were entertained along the way by the other cars whose occupants were exuding from all available windows and sunshine roofs, etc., to wish each other Happy New Year. We continued on to Piccadilly Circus where the tooting of horns was just deafening. All sorts of amusing things were happening, such as one car stalling and the driver having to get out and crank it. Right in front of a double decker bus too, but the bus driver was laughing good naturedly as was everyone else who saw the predicament. As we were waiting at the corner of the Circus to get round, a lad who was very happy with his funny hat awry, looked at us and, as he swayed a little, slurred at us “I wouldn’t be in your shoes for all the tea in China!”. We were making such slow progress you see. However, we were thoroughly enjoying it all.


  We were actually making our way out to the flat at Swiss Cottage which the boys have (that is the boys who were on the ship with us and who we see every now and then). Their party had really just finished when we got there, but we stayed and had a drink with them. Even when we were heading home at about 3am, we were caught up in the traffic again in Park Lane! You would have thought it was about 5pm at the height of the peak traffic and what is more they all had to work the next day. So did I which rather hurt, but I managed to get there in spite of the fact that my hot water bottle was still hot when I got out of bed!


  We went to Aida the other night, and thoroughly enjoyed it. We still have one more Opera to go to, on the 11th of January; our tickets are already purchased. I got some slides back yesterday, including my effort at taking the Regent St. lighting, and I am quite pleased with them. I took several more photos here on Xmas Day and one at Fox Hills on Boxing Day. I am just a bit doubtful about that one, because there was quite a big area to light and the flashbulb will only cover a certain distance. However, here’s hoping. I also took some at Ivor and Nola’s wedding. Of course the film is only half used as yet and I don’t know when I shall be finishing it – when it snows I guess. I have just counted up my Xmas cards, and they total 46. That doesn’t include several airletters I received which were in place of cards. So I have quite an impressive array. Nothing to be compared with Irene’s 285, though!


  Tomorrow we are going out to Dorothy’s again. I haven’t seen her for some time actually. I think Margie and Rita went out one weekend when I was somewhere else. I don’t think I told you about my visit to the Royal Festival Hall. There is an English chap, Norman, who works there in the catering section. I think he is in charge of the food store actually. Anyway, he is friendly with the lasses Rita lives with and held a party at their place about a week before Christmas. Norman knew I had a car and asked if I could call for him at the Hall on the night of the party so that he could bring some food with him. They had been having a bit of a break-up party there also when I arrived. Norman introduced me to some of the people and then he took me into the Auditorium. We watched the rehearsals of the ballet ‘Nutcracker Suite’ for quite a while. You can imagine how thrilled I was.


  The people Norman introduced me to were none other than John Gilpin, who is the Principal Dancer of the Festival Ballet, his twin brother Tony, who is the Stage Manager, another Tony (with a Russian sounding surname that I have forgotten) and some others. It was really quite an experience. They all look so young! and were very pleasant, although I am quite sure they wondered who on earth I was. I believe at some later date John Gilpin is getting me two free tickets to one of the performances. That of course, remains to be seen, but you never know. Another rather funny thing happened while I was there. A lad arrived with a bunch of yellow and mauve chrysanthemums for the Manager of the Hall, but she had apparently left and would not be back for the weekend. So Norman took delivery of them and I came away with a large bunch of flowers! As a matter of fact they are still here in my room.


  Monday 8.45pm: Well, I have just returned home from work and after attending the fortnightly Camera Club meeting, which tonight was particularly interesting. One of the Kodak employees of long standing, who went to Russia for a holiday, gave a presentation. He had stills and movies and, although on his own admission not all excellent in quality, they were all extremely interesting. Russia must be, to use his expression, a country of contrasts, in practically every respect.


  As I mentioned when I started this letter, yesterday we went out to Dorothy’s late in the morning and stayed until about 10.30pm. As always it was a very pleasant day. Next August they are going again to the Norfolk Broads, which in some ways is rather like the Hawkesbury River in Sydney, although lots of it is just narrow canals, connecting the larger ‘Broads’. It is a boating, fishing type of holiday and, as all the family are keen on boats, they love it. Malcolm, the older boy, was trying to sort out a boat which we three girls could hire to come up with them for one week. Just whether that will ever eventuate is another thing. One suggestion was one at about £19 per week, which between the three of us wouldn’t be really out of the question – however we’ll see. It would certainly be a different sort of holiday and probably the best way to see that part of the country, which in some ways, is not so terribly interesting, having more flat country than other parts. In fact, it is in this area generally that England has her ‘Little Holland’; that is her tulip growing area, which I have been told is well worth seeing if you can’t arrange a trip to Holland.


  I don’t know how much news of England you read, or hear, but everyone over here seems to have gone mad on ‘walking’! Seems to me every week someone else is setting off from somewhere to somewhere to see if they can get there faster and in better condition than Bill Brown or Sadie Hawkins for that matter – whoever did the same thing last month! The most recent effort was that of a Dr Barbara Moore. She is a staunch vegetarian and walked from Edinburgh to London with practically no sleep. I’m afraid I have forgotten her time, but I heard her interviewed, and that confirmed my opinion that she is a ‘crackpot’. After all, who wants to walk from Edinburgh to London and then spend Christmas Day in hospital? I gather her ultimate aim in this life is to exist without eating! Now I ask you, here we have hundreds of experts doing vast research into the preparation, presentation etc. of our various foodstuffs and she wants to give it all up! That’s not for me – I like my Christmas Pud too much!


  Well, I must have my hot Bournvita and then to bed! Cheerio for now. My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  8th Jan. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Most of my news in this letter will be connected with work somehow or another. Firstly I must tell you about tonight. I was working back, and down on the next floor yet another party was in progress. Some of the Harrow section of Kodak were having their New Year party and my boss and her second-in-command were there. At about 7.45 they came up stairs to ‘freshen up’ after having their tea and helping with the replenishing of empty plates etc. Anyhow, they were laughing and chatting to me, more or less sympathising with me for still being at work (although they know it is entirely my own choice of course). As they were about to go back – Mrs S. said, “I’ll tell you what we’ll do – we’ll bring you up a drink”. I said “Oh, jolly good, thank you very much”. When she asked me “What’s your poison?” Mrs K. said, “And don’t tell us lemonade, or we’ll break the glass on your head” or words to that effect. Anyhow, up they came, with not one but two rums and dry ginger (one from each of them) and their own drinks and proceeded to sit down with me and drink and chat. Well that’s working back for you! At one time, when I said I would have to knock half an hour off my time, they said “Oh no you don’t!”. Anyway I shall. After all, one can hardly claim overtime while one is sitting back knocking off two rums, can one? Still, it was very nice of them don’t you think.


  During the course of conversation I mentioned to Mrs S. that I would probably be wanting to work at odd intervals during the summer. Well, she passed various favourable comments about having me there, seconded by Mrs K., and finished up by saying, “I shall be perfectly happy to have you any time you can come. In fact, if you were to put off your touring until next year I’d be perfectly happy!” I told her that wasn’t likely, but I should be very pleased if we could work something out to suit us all. This all of course sounds rather like boasting, but I thought you would like to hear it more or less as it came. This week I have been helping the Personnel Officer, whose secretary has been away ill. As a matter of fact that is what prompted my remark to Mrs S. as my proposed touring had been mentioned and I didn’t like having to discuss it before I had mentioned it to my immediate boss.


  The other Kodak News is that we have been invited to yet another party, given by the Dealer Sales Division. They have an Annual Conference of all their representatives and during that week they hold a party, or a dinner of some sort. Evidently they have so many reps they invite girls from various departments to even up the numbers. So I am off to another party next Thursday.


  One other thing about work. I have been asked to ‘sit in’ at a Motion Picture Conference next week and take notes of the reports given by various delegates. I said I would do my best, but I don’t know how I’ll go. Still it was a bit of a thrill to be asked. Well folks, I think that’s about all for this effort, must away to my hot water bottle and bed!


  All my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  13th Jan. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I had my first glimpse of London with her snowy coat on today. Actually we did have snow last Saturday, but being the first fall it didn’t lie on the ground, except out in some of the country areas. Today it was all over the place. Cars were going to work with snow all over them and there were those, like dear little Eartha, who just stood and shivered at the kerbside! I went off dressed in a twin set with my red totem wool jacket (years old!) over the top to wear to and from work – not at work which, thank goodness, is warm. I worked back again tonight and, as I just missed the bus and had to wait, I got quite cold in the very fine snow that was falling. It is almost so fine you can’t see it, but it’s falling nevertheless. Still it’s quite exciting to have snow in the city, for me anyway. Even though it’s terribly icy, if you are well clothed, the air is invigorating which makes a nice change after the suffocating effect of fog.


  Well now, here’s news – my first change of plans.  I have cancelled the idea of going skiing in Norway, much and all as I would have liked to. The reason is that five of us have now decided to go to Spain for 2-3 weeks. It was all instigated by Marg L. (from Darwin) who leaves in a few months. We are hiring a car, which probably sounds funny when I have one, but Eartha wouldn’t hold five plus camping gear and luggage. So I have agreed to join in the hiring, especially as I think it is worth it to have the company of the others in this case. We haven’t fixed the exact date yet, but it will be the end of February or the beginning of March. I hope it’s the latter as it will be just that much warmer, however it will be warmer than here at the moment anyway.


  I decided I couldn’t afford both trips. Skiing seems to need a lot of money to spend in one place, when there is so much else to see. After all I can ski at home, whereas I can’t see Spain at home! The temptation to spend extra money on skiing equipment will also be out of the way so that is how I made my decision. We were going to include Spain in our trip later in the year and may return to Madrid or somewhere in the north to see a bullfight in the season but, apart from that, we will omit that country from the next trip. I hope this time we also go to Portugal. It will be fun to trip again.


  We still haven’t seen Joan Sutherland in La Traviata. There was an unexpected change of programme on Monday because she had laryngitis, but we enjoyed the other programme. Last night we went again to see Fonteyn and Soames in Cinderella – it was delightful. It doesn’t matter how often I see Margot Fonteyn I still thrill at her superb dancing and acting. From all the stamping and cheering, so do lots of others. Michael Soames certainly gets his share of the applause, though.


  I am knitting myself a blue mohair and wool jumper (jacket actually). A mixture of ‘something to do’ and ‘something to keep out the snow’. They are very popular over here and, unlike some other wools, the hand-knitted ones are just as nice as the machine knits. I was tempted to buy woollen stockings – which are all the rage here – in vivid colours. My legs were the coldest part of me as I walked against the wind – brrrr’rr. Afraid that’s about all this time.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  16th Jan 1960


  Dear Family,


  I told you didn’t I, we have had our first snow. Golly, it’s amazing the transformation that takes place. All the dirty old grey streets become like picture postcards – it’s fascinating, but oh so cold! Even the fountains in Trafalgar Square were frozen over! The snow stopped yesterday though and most of it has melted again.


  I shouted myself to see ‘On the Beach’. I even saw my favourite film star – no not me! – Conzee (at the Railway Station!) Others too I could pick out. When I know of all the kerfuffle that went on for such a short sequence it makes me want to laugh. Quite a few of the scenes we saw them shooting at Frankston weren’t even used – I guess that often happens. I feel I can’t view the picture quite constructively as I kept remembering what actually went on, but from that point of view I enjoyed seeing it and I think the five main stars were very good. Of course the picture only skimmed over the surface of the book – one just couldn’t put all that into one picture. Still, from most of the comments heard over here, I feel the ‘message’ has got across; everyone dreads to think of it happening. I was pleased to see it was also shown in Moscow! It made me quite homesick really. I couldn’t help smiling when I saw Young St near the Station. It looked like a ‘wild west’ town in the American westerns! I think probably Ava and Fred Astaire get my vote for their parts.


  As I have run out of airmail envelopes and have to wait until I go down to the shops, I have re-read your letters and realise there are one or two small points I have forgotten to answer. I didn’t have to go to the Movie Conference after all. I think they managed with the girls from their own department. On the other side of the coin though, I have been working for a couple of the ‘Upstairs’ boys, while their secretaries have been away. All very interesting to me, of course. I didn’t go to the Dealer Sales Party either, although I hear it was very good.


  It is rather nice here on a Saturday morning. I never have to hurry as the Chelsea shops are open all day, so I can sleep in. It’s rather nice just to have an unorganised weekend. This is a quiet, uneventful one. It is nearly 3pm now. I have been cleaning and dusting my room and throwing out dead flowers, except for a few I managed to scrounge from the lot of dead’uns. I shall go and collect my laundry later and buy some envelopes to post this in, then I shall go round to Rita’s. We may possibly go out to Dorothy’s tomorrow. Last Sunday we all went down to Aylesbury to see Wendy. I think I probably told you that. Well I think that’s the lot for now, I really must go and get dressed.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  25th January 1960


  Dear Family,


  In trying to work out when I last wrote, I rather think there has been another longish lapse of about a week or so. My apologies once again; put it down to not much news mostly. I seem to have been out and about quite a bit, but sometimes it’s just working back, and that doesn’t make for much news.


  Now let me see what have I been doing. Last Monday I worked back. Tuesday we went to see David Oistrach, the Russian Violinist; first class. I wasn’t so keen on the second Concerto he played. Very difficult technically by the sound of it, but musically not so appealing to me. Similarly, one by the modern composer Sibelius. I was gratified to see the critic in the Observer on Sunday described it as Sibelius’s wretched concerto. So maybe I’m not such a peasant in my musical appreciation after all. Wednesday night saw us back at the Royal Opera House to see the ballet ‘Prince of the Pagodas’, one I haven’t seen before. It was interesting, but not anything out of the box really. The dancing seemed more like adagio than ballet. However, I’m glad I’ve seen it; one more to my collection. Did I tell you that we had been last week to see Dame Margot again in Cinderella – that was gorgeous. Thursday more overtime and on Friday I had to meet Wendy, who came up to stay with me for the weekend.


  We shopped on Saturday morning. Wendy visited a friend in the afternoon, then I picked her up again and we both went across to Marg’s for tea and the evening. Sunday we had a lazy morning and then about midday we went across to Petticoat Lane to pick up Rita, Margie and Dot, who Rita rooms with. We had a couple of beers at the pub there. About mid afternoon we dropped Dot back with her wares at home and the rest came over here for a meal and a chat. Then about 7pm I drove Wendy to the train, Margie and Rita back home and then returned to my own bed.


  Tonight I left work about half an hour early to miss the crowds because I have half lost my voice and have a very tender, tight chest. I have bought some lemons, some cough linctus, and have been given some tablets which I have been taking all the weekend. I’m afraid the cold has developed in spite of all this, so I am now putting up with my second for the season! Hope I get rid of this one in a week like I did the last one! My main complaint is that if I had been feeling 100% I would have been working back and earning a couple more shillings! Instead of which I came home to receive my telephone bill! What an anti-climax.


  We are still in the throes of gathering together prices, leaflets etc., for our trip to Spain. I expect that one night this week we shall all get together to compare notes and plan just what we all want to see and work out our trip accordingly. I just can’t make up my mind what I should do for the rest of the summer about this room. As it is, for the three weeks I am in Spain, I shall have to add the £2.15.0 per week on to the cost of my holiday. That mounts up after a while.  When I start tripping around to visit all these various people, and more especially when we go for our ‘grand tour’ (if and when that is), I can’t see how I can afford to keep the room on, convenient and all as it might be. I am hoping I may be able to leave my luggage with Ann, or as a last resort at Fox Hills. I could probably find a cheaper room then for the rest of the time in London, or even stay back at the OVC. Although it is a little dearer by the day, at least you only pay for the days you are there! However, I guess it will work itself out later.


  Much love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  27th Jan. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I guess you won’t say no to another epistle so soon eh? As a matter of fact there are one or two things in mind from your letter which I have just read Mother, after returning from the Festival Hall where we heard the Don Cossack Choir and saw two of their dancers perform. The singing was glorious – all men of course – unaccompanied part singing. It’s just amazing how their tenors also sing in a soprano falsetto, adding the most delightful sound to it all. They were extremely popular and the usually ‘very proper’ audience at Festival Hall clapped and clapped and cheered madly – it was all very exciting and enjoyable. I must have been so carried away I forgot to count them, but I guess there would be about 20 in the choir – all getting on and going bald, with the exception of one handsome young tenor. Rita said he would do her and she also thought his eye was roving a bit too! Their conductor was a funny little chap who reminded me of a cock sparrow playing at soldiers. All his movements were made with military precision.


  You know I could have sworn I mentioned the Kodak Play. It was quite good really, but they have to work under extreme difficulties. Literally a pocket size stage and almost in the laps of the tiny audience (only about 12 rows in all!). So you can imagine what it’s like. Still to give them their due, they did extremely well under the circumstances.


  I must tell you my latest idea before I run out of space. I have decided it would be a good thing to work somewhere out of London before I leave England and have hit upon the idea of writing to the Manager of the Shakespearean Memorial Theatre in Stratford to see if there’s any chance of work for one month during their Festival, which goes from about June to November. Any sort of work; booking office, programme selling, usheretting or if possible correspondence. I don’t suppose anything will come of it, but it’s worth asking about. If it’s a case of “Sorry Luv” well I’m no worse off. I really think the experience would be worth it and I like Stratford and the surrounding countryside. One tends to think of London as being all of England and that’s why I think it would be interesting to work somewhere else, even for a month. I’ll let you know what happens.


  Rita, Margie and I are going to a hockey club dance next Saturday. Rita’s cousin Don, who is hockey coach or umpire or something, has invited us. Must away and make a hot lemon drink – I am still fighting this cold – although the worst part is over, thank heavens.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  28th Jan 1960


  Dear Family,


  I got such a surprise to see your letter waiting for me when I came in a few minutes ago. I have just been working back and, as I am now waiting for my soup to heat, I thought I would get down to it again. Well, I posted off my letter to the Manager of the Shakespeare Theatre tonight, so now I’ll be dying to get a reply.


  I told you about the forthcoming Hockey Club Dance. On Saturday afternoon I may go to the Bertram Mills Circus. It is supposed to be the best there is – artists from all over the world. Don took Rita and Margie last Friday. I don’t know why I missed out. He must have suggested it sometime when I wasn’t there. I think he has a soft spot for Margie, anyway. They and several others I know tell me the circus is terrific. It finishes on Saturday night, so I may go along to the first matinee. Have I mentioned that my dear little Eartha has behaved beautifully all through the cold weather – with the one exception, when I got stuck out at Harrow. I have since learnt to put newspaper all over her engine and radiator (under the bonnet) to keep the dampness out, or rather soak it up away from the works!


  I don’t really seem to have any more news. We seem to have come to an end of our ‘arranged evenings’ but we are planning more for the next few weeks. I am really dying to have a hot drink and hop into bed – I am just at the annoying stage of my cold. Never mind, it will pass I guess. Cheerio for now, hope you are all in the pink.


  All my love, as ever.  Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London S.W.3


  1st Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Today there is something I really must write about. We had a one day strike by some of the Railway workers, which stopped several services altogether and generally dislocated everything all round! Of course, like most strikes there were news flashes practically up to the last minute saying “Maybe they will strike, maybe they won’t” but, of course, they did. As one of the thousands of regular bus travellers, I suffered along with the rest of my ilk by having to wait for ages in a bus queue to struggle on to one of the buses. I considered taking Eartha into London and pasting a notice on her “Emergency Strike Transport – please do not tow away!” but I’m rather glad I didn’t really. I would have been really up against it to get a parking spot any closer than my home address!


  Needless to say the bus ride was as amusing as I find most of them, with the conductor having to tell impatient queues “That’s all nar (now) – full up luv, sorry dear” etc. etc. and at one time when asked specially, “Can’t you take any more?” replying “No dear – come again same time tomorrer!” I arrived half an hour late for work, because I couldn’t get on to a bus any earlier! That is expected and accepted in a transport strike.


  My ride to work had nothing on my ride home. Those who were braving the homeward peak hour were allowed to go at about 4.30pm instead of 5.15. I was going to the Camera Club meeting so I waited behind and eventually arrived at my homeward bus stop at 7.45pm. I waited until about 8.15 or 8.30 and the bus that finally arrived had no lights outside and very dim lights inside. I hesitated but decided to get on anyway. A few stops later a bus Inspector boarded and a long confab took place, with the Inspector not wanting to put the people off without another bus to transfer them to and yet not wanting the unlit bus to continue. I wish I could remember and relate all the bits of conversation that flew around the bus between the few remaining passengers.


  After much humming and hah-ing we struggled on – those already on being allowed to stay, but no further passengers allowed on. In spite of this we pulled up religiously at every stop. You can imagine the amazed faces of the exasperated queuers (who had all been waiting about 30-45 mins) when they could see a few people on the bus and being told “No not this one madam, we’re not running” or words to that effect! At one stage we were all told to get on the bus behind, but it was full, so back we came again – that is the privileged few ‘old timers’ – with again some perplexed bods not knowing why they couldn’t get on too! The conductor had no time, or inclination, to explain why! I was amused and pleased for I managed to get all the way home. To cap it all off, in the excitement I wasn’t asked for my fare. Not wishing to be put off because it hadn’t been collected, I decided to have a ride at the expense of London Transport! I wouldn’t have missed it for anything.


  There really isn’t anything else for now though, love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  6th Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I seem to have lost track this week of just when I last posted a letter. There seems to be so much to keep track of at the moment what with our plans for Spain now taking shape, etc. Anyway, first of all I had dinner and spent the evening with Christine and Laura last night. They are staying at the Queensway Hotel, which is quite nice, but not a luxury class. The girls told me the food is quite good, but not exciting if you get me, the beds are very comfortable and everything is nice and clean. It gave me the impression of being rather a nice homely hotel. The girls both send their love to you both. They are enjoying their trip to the full and having a whale of a time in the shops apparently.


  Although the weather is grey, it is extremely mild for London. I have had several comments from home about our severe winter but in actual fact London’s winter has been marvellous. The really severe winter is up north towards Scotland. It’s quite extraordinary how we can be so close and yet have so much better weather. It was the same when they were having those terrible storms up north and shipping was being generally disrupted, we weren’t even having strong winds half the time.


  We have had several discussions about our trip to Spain. We are intending to skip Portugal and go to French Morocco instead; Tangier, Casablanca, Marrakech etc. It should be fabulous. One or two of the girls we know here have been there and they say it’s gorgeous. We can’t take the car across to Africa though because they won’t insure it for Morocco. We will go by train to the different places and will probably be there for about three days I suppose. Golly I’m looking forward to it now! I have to go and arrange about the car today as I am the only financial member of the OVC, through which we get a discount on our hiring charges. We leave in three weeks from today! When I mentioned it to Mrs S. at work, I said I hoped it wouldn’t be too inconvenient. She laughed and said, “Any time you are away will be inconvenient!” They certainly go out of their way to make me feel appreciated, which is wonderful for the old ego of course.


  Yes Mother, I did receive the snaps. I showed them to some of the lasses at work and they all loved the look of our Australian homes and countryside. Incidentally, the job in Stratford didn’t come off! I received a reply telling me that they have a full-time staff right through the year and there were no vacancies in August at the moment. If they did have an unexpected one come up they would contact me immediately. I really don’t expect to hear any more about it. As far as jobs in between tripping goes, they are pretty plentiful during the summer months, in fact all the year for stenographers, but I shall stick to Kodak where I can go away at any time, even during the week. I know and like the work and the people, so there’s not much point in changing, although sometimes I wonder if I shouldn’t move around and see some other firms at work. You can’t have it all ways I guess. Did I tell you I will get a bonus from Kodak (their annual bonus to employees)? Because of my short service I guess mine will only be about £3; still it’s something isn’t it?


  This week has been rather a mixed bag. On Monday I went to the Camera Club at work. A chap gave a slide lecture of his trip to Yugoslavia about four years ago. It was very interesting of course. That was also the day of the train strike. On Tuesday, Margie and Dot came over to have a look at some of Dot’s slides. I brought a projector home from work which Dot was considering buying so I had suggested she might like to see it in operation. It was quite good, but I really think she could do just as well in Singapore on her way home. She leaves on the 17th of February. Wednesday was the night we all got together about our trip.


  On Thursday we went to the Opera at Sadlers Wells Theatre, my first visit to that theatre. We saw La Boheme which is, of course, delightful, but with a sad ending naturally! I was disappointed in the singing though. Of course, Covent Garden is supposed to be THE place, and from what I have experienced I would agree. The Sadlers Wells Theatre is nice, although I don’t much care for their colour scheme or their rather extraordinary ‘modern’ chandelier. It is small and rather intimate. The gallery seats are much closer to the stage than in most theatres and more comfortable because of that. It was the artists I was disappointed in, not the theatre.


  Tonight we are going to visit one of the Australian lasses from work, who is showing us her slides of Spain. She has been over here for four years, and has been twice to Spain! Afterwards we will return to Rita’s where the girls who own the place are giving a farewell party for Dot. Tomorrow we are going down to Egham to see Rita’s Aunt. Egham is not all that far from Fox Hills.


  Well folks, I really must go and get dressed. I started this while I was finishing my cup of tea, at my very late breakfast. It is now very late and nothing’s done! Hope you are all well – glad to hear the children are improving with their swimming.


  All my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  8th Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well here we are again. First of all I have some news for you. Actually I was going to keep it for a birthday surprise – but I can’t delay any longer. You know me! I have asked the Bank to book my passage home on the Oranje, sailing on the 20th of November and arriving in Melbourne on the 19th of December. Well how about that? I suppose the first query will be what about Canada? Well there are lots of things really and I don’t know which was the deciding factor, but if I go to Canada I go alone and could possibly still be on my own when the time came to go tripping. I think the snowy weather may have put me off a little too. I am also getting a little tired of scraping and scrounging for every penny to try to make it stretch to threepence. Anyway, when I changed my mind about going skiing I also decided that I wouldn’t go to Canada but would go home for next Christmas. Maybe the photos helped, who knows! I found out yesterday that a lass who came over on the Fair Sky and who has been staying at the same place as Rita recently, is also sailing on that trip so at least I shall know someone. I know our Spanish trip is going to bring my savings down by about half and I very much fear that if I want to see the rest of the Continent I shall possibly have to resort to hitch hiking along with numerous others, much as I deplore the thought. However, I’ll keep plugging away at the overtime and cutting down on my outings and see how we go from there. I feel Spain and Morocco are going to be worth every penny it costs though. If I had the finance I could spend several more years over here really, there are so many places to go to, but I can’t see any point in scraping along if I can’t go to see them anyway. I shall have to come home, save up and start all over again in a few years I guess. We’ll see. I do hope you are happy about my decision – somehow I think you will be!


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  14th February 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well it’s been quite a week one way and another; mostly rather disorganised from my point of view and in some ways I’m glad it’s a new week starting tomorrow. Nothing serious of course, but just one of those weeks when nothing is really clear and straightforward. Actually it all started off quite normally with two nights overtime. Then an unexpected farewell to Dugald who left for Canada on Wednesday. We all met at the Surrey Hotel and generally nattered over the odd beer or two until closing time. During this time I had tried to make a telephone call to Flora who was trying to organise a party to go to the Valentine’s dance at the Royal Commonwealth Society on the next Saturday, and in the effort had lost my address book – with all my addresses and telephone numbers. I must have left it on the phone box and someone must have picked it up, either by mistake, or just because they had taking ways.


  It was quite a jolly little gathering who left the Surrey, and in our rather reckless mood for Dugald’s last night, we decided to go out to the flat of one of the boys who lived out at Highgate, right over the other side of London from where I live! If you knew London Transport you would understand why I say we were reckless. Actually everything stops by about 11.30pm and, of course, as we were catching the last bus out there, there was obviously no way of getting back. No-one seemed to mind, least of all John, whose place we were heading for. “Oh don’t worry” he said, “There’s plenty of room on our lounge room floor.” So off we went, all eight of us! We had all missed our evening meal so we settled down to a late supper of tinned meat, peas, eggs etc. on toast, and finally all spread around on the floor for what was left of the night. Needless to say there was no sleep that night, for one or two seemed to chatter incessantly, in an effort to keep awake until the Tube started running again at 6am.


  To make it all the more disorganised for me I was to meet Irene that night at her flat in Catherine Place for dinner, with Ann, and then go to a show, so I had to go home and change before going back into London for work! You can imagine how I felt when I got off the Tube at Sloane Square at 7am to discover that I had taken the keys out of my pocket during the night and had left them at John’s flat! Fortunately I knew Mrs B. would be getting ready for work, so I managed to get in alright, and by making a couple of phone calls, managed to get on to Rita. As she worked on that side of the City, she had stayed later than us to go directly to work and she was able to bring the keys to me at lunchtime. What a day that was!


  I had a very enjoyable evening the next night though with Ann and Irene. The flat at Catherine Place looks like many other flats in that area from the outside, although the front door is of rather lovely wood and highly polished brass work; the whole thing being heavily locked and barred! The inside of the flat is lovely, most of the rooms having panelled walls in the most glorious pine – especially Irene’s bedroom. What it is to have money eh? What makes it even nicer though is her obvious pride in it all, and yet her unaffected naturalness. We went to see a show called ‘The Amorous Prawn’, delightfully done, being a farce on the life of the Army Officer at Whitehall. We all had a hearty laugh, as did the rest of the audience.


  On Friday, me birfd’y, I went to a Graduation Dinner given to the members of a Dealer Sales Course given at Kodak. They hold these courses throughout the year – rather like short schools for Dealers to teach them how to sell photography. At the end of each course they give the pupils (all adult sales men and women) a dinner at an hotel somewhere. It was most enjoyable. The meal was delicious, the company was pleasant and when they found out it was my birthday the orchestra played ‘Happy Birthday’, so it was all a very pleasant way to spend my birthday. The wife of one of the students had had a daughter that day and they found out it was my birthday when I mentioned it to him quietly. Someone must have passed the word on.


  While all this was going on, Flora and I were trying to arrange this party for the Valentines dance on Saturday. It was all rather vague and we were having quite a bit of difficulty in tracking everyone down, but we finally managed to get eight of us; Flora (from Trinidad), Hussein (from Ceylon), Barbara and Phyl (English couple), Rosemary and Ken (also English) and Margie and me upholding the Aussie side. The others were all friends of Flora’s being Architects like herself. They were all extremely nice people and we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves.


  Needless to say I slept late this morning. I called round for Margie at 2pm, with the intention of taking her and Dot to Kensington Palace, for Dot to have a look-see before she sails on the 17th. We decided to drive round to Buckingham Palace to see if the Queen has had her baby yet. When we got there, there was quite a crowd waiting round the gate, just hoping! So we joined in for quite a while until we got so cold we just had to move on. While we were there one rather funny incident occurred when the policeman pushed us all back from the gateway as it opened. Obviously someone was going to exit from the Palace grounds. All the enthusiasts had their cameras at the ready, when out came a station wagon driven by a chauffeur and, sitting in the back seat as bright as you please, was one of the Royal Corgis! You can just imagine the uproar that went on when everyone realised they had been completely had! There are television cameras all at the ready, BBC announcers cruising by in cars and numerous press photographers, not to mention the general public, all waiting anxiously for the news. It would be rather fun to be there when it finally arrives, but I think today was my one and only chance, as it is sure to come now during this next week while we are all at work, or more likely in the dead of night. You should have heard the rumours at work on Friday; it had arrived, and was a boy! Nothing indefinite about it either. I was quite happy to think it had arrived on my birthday! It’s quite fantastic how these rumours spread around.


  The pending strike, of course, came in for its share of rumours too. That incidentally has now been called off, and all the preparation that has gone on over the last fortnight, has been in vain. People were even going to sleep at Kodak, and the number of Memos we sent out to various people – “in the event of a strike” – is just fantastic. What must it have been like during the war, when there were so many things to make up rumours about. It’s a wonder they ever knew just what was right and what wasn’t. I must say I’m rather glad, for I should have probably had to walk to work, which would have not been so good, especially if the snow comes as is forecast. If today is anything to go by it’s not too far away. Actually, I believe Highgate had snow on Friday night, but there was no sign of it here at Chelsea, although it looked threatening all this weekend. The air seems to become quite a whitish yellow, or yellowish white and the sky seems to come right down so you feel you can touch it. I’m sorry about all the mistakes today, but the snow has something to do with it. My hands are quite cold, in spite of the fact that I am sitting only about a yard from the gas fire!


  Earlier I said I had lost my address book. Well, when I arrived at Irene’s on Thursday night, the first thing she asked me was had I lost it! Now can you imagine; someone had picked it up, according to him, in the Aldwych, which is a street joining Kingsway and on the way from work to the Surrey. I know for a positive fact that I had it with me at the Surrey, so how it got back to the Aldwych I don’t know. He rang Irene as her number was in the book. He said he worked for the journal Womans Own or something, which makes me rather feel that he picked his person to ring up. After all the book was full of names and numbers – including my own marked “mine”! I don’t know if someone else picked it up in the Surrey and dropped it in the Aldwych or whether he found it in the Surrey because it’s a place that journalists gather too, as well as Australians – and perhaps he didn’t like saying he found it at an hotel. I don’t suppose I’ll ever know either, but I am happy to say I now have the book back safely. I don’t even know where I could send a thank you letter or anything. Never a dull moment eh?


  I am really quite looking forward to getting home to see you all again and some gorgeous sunny days. Still, I realise that later on I may want to move on to some other interesting part of the world, if it’s at all possible. Well, that seems to be about all for the week. I must get myself some tea and wash my hair.


  Cheerio for now, all my love as ever. Kathie.


  P.S. Goodness, I almost forgot the most exciting bit of all. Out of the blue last Wednesday I was told that I am getting a rise of 10/- per week, as from last week, coming through in my next pay!  Golly I was surprised and pleased, as you can imagine. I had no hint of any such thing happening and must say I didn’t expect it, being only a temporary employee!


  


  London S.W.3


  17th Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well I have received a couple of letters but you still hadn’t received mine telling you I had booked my fare next November. I must tell you about our latest effort. Last night we went to a show and afterwards, as it was Dot’s last evening, we decided to walk down the Mall to Buckingham Palace to see if the Royal Baby was making his appearance! The weather the last few days has been freezing but sunny (biting wind though) and we were like blocks of ice after being at the gates of the Palace for a while just waiting, with about 20 others. Golly we gathered a funny crowd around us, they just seemed to appear and join us unasked. There was one amusing woman, with extremely ugly broken teeth, who kept insisting that it would be born at midnight because the American papers had said it would be on the 17th! In fact she was so insistent about it she convinced me we might as well go home. She was enough to delay any baby from arriving! We discovered we had missed our last bus and had to walk home. Another lass lived not far from me so we walked together. It took us half an hour! Haven’t really any other news.


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London


  20th Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, I’ve been dying to receive your reply to my decision to return home in November, and it came today. I’m so glad you are pleased about it; I sort of thought you may be. You asked if I was happy about coming home. Yes, of course I am. However, I couldn’t possibly say there are no regrets. It would take a lifetime to see and do all there is to see and do. There are innumerable aspects of things, places, people etc. that I should very much like to pack on to another ship and tow home with me – but of course that’s impossible.


  Great excitement here of course; the Royal Prince finally arrived, just a week after my birthday, so I should always remember that. Last night we went to see a Spanish Dancing and Singing group and after that we again walked down the Mall to Buckingham Palace to read the notice in its gold frame saying, “Her Majesty, the Queen was safely delivered of a son at 3.30pm. The Queen and the baby Prince are both doing well”. Unfortunately I did not have my camera as I rarely take it to work. There were numerous flashbulbs going off as people recorded the historic event. They only leave the notice up about 12 hours. However it wouldn’t have made a very attractive picture and it’s not something we are likely to forget! Our dear friend who was so sure the American papers had all the ‘dope’ appeared again as soon as we arrived and informed us what a bad time the Queen had (30 hours slow labour! Had to finally give her hot baths etc. to “hurry it on”). What a scream!


  Wendy is visiting me this afternoon and we are all going down to Ivor and Nola’s for a party tonight and out to Dorothy’s tomorrow. I had a letter from Len today. He has resigned as from July and is possibly going to Australia in the hope of studying engineering. No mention of a serious girlfriend but he did say they had a good Christmas. This time next week we shall be off!


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London


  25th Feb. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Just thought I would write a hurried note, as I am not sure if I shall have another opportunity before we set off next Saturday. By the way, I hope I will be in time to stop you from sending any mail to the Bank. Not that it would matter really, but I have decided that, for three weeks, it is not worth having mail sent on. We have worked out an itinerary, but we are hoping to make up some time here and there, if possible, so it’s a bit risky to say we’ll be somewhere at such and such a day. We don’t seem to be stopping very long anywhere and, much and all as I shall be dying to hear what’s going on, I would hate any mail to be missed. I shall expect a swag when I return! What I shall probably do with letters to you, is to take some airletters on to the Continent with me and then return them to London to someone who will re-post them to you (it’s supposed to be safer and cheaper that way). I shall probably send a post-card from somewhere just for the novelty! I’m getting quite excited thinking about it. I have had a fairly busy week and I intend having a nice early night tomorrow night, because after going over our plans I can’t quite see when we’ll have time for sleeping.


  Tonight we went to a special performance by Fonteyn and Soames dancing ‘Giselle’. The President of Peru and Senora de Prado were present; much kerfuffle, National Anthems etc. It was all quite exciting and of course once again Dame Margot was a joy to behold, not to mention her magnificent partner.


  Last night after working back I went to have coffee with Rosalie. Rita and Margie were there too, of course. I had called in to one of the very few Fish’n Chip Shops to have something to eat and discovered later that I had left my brolly. Well I went back today, not too hopefully, and sure enough they had found it and kept it for me – wasn’t I lucky. It was such a tiny place, I thought if the owners found it I might be lucky and sure enough I was. I’m glad you’re all pleased about my return. Well I must away to my ‘hotty’. I hope you are all well and happy.


  All my love, as ever. Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Spain


  
  postcard (pt. 1)

  Biarritz 2.3.60


  Just a card to let you know we are all well and enjoying ourselves immensely. The weather on the whole has been wonderful although we did have rain this morning in Bayonne. We won’t have very long in Biarritz unfortunately as it seems quite a fascinating place. By pooling our various bits of French vocabulary we are managing to make ourselves understood. Spain should be quite hilarious though. I’m afraid so far I have had little time for writing but will try to do better later.


  Love to you all. Kathie.

  

  
  
  postcard (pt. 2)


  I thought you may have read about the earthquakes in Morocco. Well, don’t worry, we are a long way from there yet. We had a chance meeting with some young American soldiers and had quite an entertaining evening at a small village called Langon; one of the unexpected stop-overs. Today we shall be crossing the Spanish border and heading for San Sebastian where we shall leave the coast and head south in the general direction of Madrid. This is the life. Ole! as the Spanish say.


  Love. Kathie.

  


  Madrid


  5th March 1960


  Dear Family,


  It’s your anniversary today and I really had every intention of sending you a card to reach there on the 5th. Actually the two I posted in Biarritz may just make it.


  I’m afraid my old wog has really caught up with me and my entry into Spain was not a very pleasant one. In fact we made Madrid as quickly as possible for my sake. The girls have been wonderful and I’ve felt dreadful to be such a drag on the party. Actually, I have seen nothing of Madrid but the hotel room. I had a visit from a Spanish doctor who diagnosed it as nothing serious; a “leetle greep”, which I took to be the inevitable ’flu of some sort. You can perhaps imagine the conflict I have been having whether I should fly back to London or struggle on at the risk of not improving. However, now I have got this far in the battle and if the girls don’t mind coping with a slow member of the party, I think I should be able to take some sort of an interest in the countryside.


  At the moment I am sitting on the side of my bed, having made the effort to get up and wash my hair as it felt ghastly. I am even getting my sense of humour back even though I guess I look pretty yellow and pathetic. I am dying to see the girls’ faces when they return from their trip to Toledo today. They said they felt a bit mean leaving me out of it, but at the time I couldn’t have cared less, just as long as they were doing something. I don’t exactly know what we’ll have to cut out of our itinerary but we have been here two nights already. It seems more like two months to me. I forgot to mention I have had three penicillin injections, administered by a large rotund mustachioed Spaniard. Of course they added somewhat to my aches and pains. Ah me, c’est la vie as the French say.


  We have found the Spanish people very kind and patient at our lack of knowledge of their language. The countryside is extremely barren, at least most of what we passed through so far. One wonders what it must be like after summer. Their farming methods, and for that matter their engineering methods, seem extremely primitive. It’s almost like going back in time to see the oxen drawn ploughs and the dear little donkeys which, in spite of their reputed strength and stubbornness, have my sympathy, struggling along with their baskets loaded with turnips and such. Parts of the rocky country we passed through have been rather like Central Australia, only without the pretty colouring.


  I can’t seem to collect my rather vague thoughts any more at present. I’m sorry if this isn’t a very enjoyable letter, but don’t worry, I am now on the up and up. I just thought I had to let you know where we were and why the lack of mail. If all goes according to plan, we will head south tomorrow in the direction of Seville. Hope you are all well. I don’t know how long this will take to reach you.


  ’Bye for now, all my love. Kathie.


  


  Gibralter


  9th March 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, once again we are all collapsed in chairs after a rather hectic few hours organising ourselves onto the ferry across from Gibraltar. Although when I say organising ourselves, we did have the good fortune to be told to contact one John Santos who was absolutely wonderful and did all the confusing parts for us. I’m afraid our sightseeing has been rather dampened by rain, in fact saturated would be more to the point. Needless to say photography has almost come to a standstill and what little I have done is rather hit and miss. One hardly has time to stop and think in the effort of keeping dry. Come to sunny Spain – tra la. I am still battling the wog somewhat, which tends to make the effort necessary rather greater too. All the time I keep feeling I shall have to come back and really take it in properly.


  We have travelled down from Madrid through Cordoba and Seville. The country as a whole is agricultural I should say and, as I mentioned before, rather primitive. The smaller villages particularly are squalid. However, I feel the exterior appearances may belie what’s inside, for the few places we have been in look rather second rate from the outside, but the inside has been quite a surprise. One is very much aware of the ceramic industry everywhere; tiles of all patterns and colours, although I should say predominantly blue in colour. The swarthy Spanish people are amazingly patient and although the traffic seems a maze and we frequently seem to be in the wrong place, before you know where you are you have directions from everywhere with much pointing and instructions which go on in Spanish, regardless of the fact that you can’t understand them and vice versa.


  As we passed through a tiny village on the way to Cordoba we happened to spot a band of village children, all dressed up with masks and witches hats etc., madly racing through the streets crashing sticks, rattles and anything that made a noise. When we stopped to watch they just swarmed around the car and when we produced cameras each one pushed in front of the other. The more you tried to get back to get a picture, the closer they came. I imagine mine shall be just a mass of faces. Unfortunately no-one could speak English so we couldn’t find out what all the gaiety was for.


  You drive along through wide plains, which doesn’t describe it exactly, for there are quite a lot of rolling hills, for the most part covered with olive orchards and of course, in parts, mile after mile of vineyard. If this description sounds a bit mixed it’s because I am trying to think back and it all rather comes at once. I had to leave this to have lunch and now the ferry is rolling and pitching which makes legible writing even harder. I fell rather than walked back to the table. One thing we are not so keen on over here is the pestering that goes on by young children for cigarettes, chocolate and money. If we pull up anywhere to buy fruit or something they just flock round the car beating on the windows and begging until we drive away.


  We are all rather looking forward to arriving in Morocco and are praying that the weather is a little kinder. If it gets hot though I shall swelter for, at the last minute, I decided to invest in a very touristy looking basket. I threw in only a few underclothes so I shall be living in the one skirt, blouse and jumper for the next three days. Well we are nearly there and I do want to post this on board so it will be posted tomorrow in Gibraltar. I will have to leave it at that then.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  
  postcard

  10.3.60


  Our turning point has been reached here at Marrakech. At the moment we are soaking up the sun but most of the last few days have been wet. We had a most amusing if somewhat exhausting train trip overnight from Tangier to Casablanca – more details in airletter. Today we are spending wandering around this fascinating place – much cleaner than others – like an oasis in the desert with thousands of palm trees etc. Lots of Moroccan scenery rather like Australia.


  Hope you are all well. Kathie.

  


  Marrakech


  10th March 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well I hope you’ll be able to understand this but the trains in Morocco just don’t cater for letter writing. Well, that’s as far as I got on the train! It is now about 12 hours later and I am sitting in bed at the Hotel Voyageurs at Marrakech. Goodness, I never seem to get much further than a few words with this letter. I was so exhausted last night that I just couldn’t make the effort. Now to continue.


  At Tangier we decided to travel 4th class and save our pennies. Apparently even the natives are amazed that we would travel in the uncomfortable carriages. We got on to the train amid much laughter and intrigued staring from the locals. The seats are wooden and the backs extremely upright. Not long after we got settled a guard of the train came along and told us in French to watch our things. At this stage the thought of spending the night not being able to sleep was beginning to lose its humorous side. Suddenly, back came our guard and asked if we were heading for Casablanca. When we said yes he said, “Well this way.”  So we gathered up our things, not being too sure where we were off to. Finally we found ourselves in a 1st class carriage.


  The story was that the guard Michele and his confrere Pierre had decided it would be better for us to be away from the Moroccans. Once we had established that we didn’t have to pay the difference we were extremely happy. As a matter of fact the red leather seats couldn’t have looked more lush if they had been covered with velvet. I had great fun struggling along with my French again and became known as the interpreter. We chatted until about midnight and decided to make use of their offer for us to spread out into the next compartment. We thought this was very good, having 1st class comfort for 4th class prices. Imagine our deflation when about an hour later Pierre and Michele woke us and told us we had to change trains and try as he might Pierre couldn’t talk the guard of the next train into allowing us to carry on with the journey as 1st class passengers – so back we went to our ‘cattle trucks’.


  At the moment we are whizzing back from Marrakech to Casablanca – 4th class. I must admit except for our very enjoyable break at Marrakech most of our time seems to have been spent on the trains. We only had about one and a half hours between trains in Casablanca and Pierre very kindly drove us round the town in his car, which was a nice surprise as we would not have seen anything of it otherwise. In Tangier we had picked up a guide who took us all through the old city amongst the tiny streets where, in tiny open fronted shops, you see the various things being made; their robes, the leather sandals, bags etc. Finally we came to the Casbah – the ancient Sultan’s palace. Inside part of the palace is a cafe, extremely Moroccan in design, where we sat on low cushioned seats and drank Arabian mint tea while listening to some Egyptian musicians.


  The scenery could hardly be called beautiful, but it’s fascinating to see. Every now and then we pass small flocks of sheep, both black and white, being tended by a shepherd. Then a few miles further on perhaps some donkeys, or camels. There are no fences of course although some of the settlements have their boundaries made with a thorny bush, enough to keep out the unwanted I imagine. In fact I have seen here and there a ‘house’ – like a tent made out of mud and bamboo (or so it appears) with a small area cleared all round and marked off with this thorny bush.


  Next morning back at Tangier: I wish I had the time and space to give you all the details of our experiences here. When I get back to London I shall have to sort it all out. Enough for the present to explain that through Pierre and his various friends we have travelled 1st class for about half the price of fourth. Although we are fairly exhausted by it all, it was worth it. The weather at Marrakech was wonderful, but now we are back in the pouring rain. It’s such a shame because we have about five hours to fill in and we don’t feel like tramping around getting wet. So we are sitting in the Gran Cafe de Paris sipping Moroccan coffee and keeping dry. Sorry this is so disjointed once again, we are having a wonderful trip though.


  My love to you all as ever. Kathie.


  


  London  S.W.3


  24th March 1960


  Dear Family,


  After three weeks, which seem almost like a dream in lots of ways, we are now safely back in London. As I seem to have slipped up on writing while away, I thought I would try to start at the beginning and describe the holiday – which of course may double up on what I have already told you in the few cards and airletters I did manage to send, but I think that’s the only way. Well now to make the effort of trying to recall the trip, day by day, if possible.


  Saturday, 27th Feb. Actually after an extremely hectic week, working overtime, going to the ballet etc., Saturday was reasonably smooth. It was nice having the whole day to get ready and everything went according to plan, even the shopping. I picked up the car at about 4.30pm. After writing out the cheque and signing appropriate forms, I set off in a practically new Austin A55 – quite a change from driving Eartha. I came back to 79A to collect my part of the luggage only to discover the upholstery at the back of the front seat was torn. Not wanting to be charged for its repair on our return, I beetled back to Moons Motors to report (first delay!). Off I set again, this time with no hitches, and called for Marg L. and Aileen L. Another slight delay of course. Next Rita and lastly Margie R.


  Having settled ourselves in the car, complete with numerous maps of France, Spain, Morocco etc., we suddenly realised we didn’t know how to get out of London! My usual reference map of the main highways etc. was, of course, in Eartha. As Marg L. thought she knew exactly where her A to Z guide of London was, we went back to her flat and astounded her friends, who were still there, by asking how to get out of this “burgh”. During all this flurry and bustle someone mentioned tickets for the ferry crossing. No, they hadn’t given me anything that resembled tickets! Back we went again to Moons Motors! Actually we discovered they were to be collected at Dover but one very important folder with car papers etc. had also been overlooked so our trip was not wasted. By this time, with the excitement of our forthcoming holiday, we were hilarious of course and it was an amusing start to it all, especially as we fortunately still had time enough without breaking any speed laws to get to Dover and get on that damned ferry! The trip down warrants no description for it was just a trip through a succession of towns and villages by night, with only one wrong turning!


  We arrived in good time and drove straight on to the ferry. The AA representative had to scurry back to the Port office for our tickets. After a cup of coffee or two Marg and Aileen retired to their bunks. Margie, Rita and I had a rum or two, taking advantage of the cheap off shore prices. We finally became engrossed in conversation with one of the French Customs men who turned out to be a Scot from Glasgow, but who was so French he even spoke English with an accent! He pointed out a young Frenchman who is an onion grower in France. I don’t know if you have ever heard of this band of farmers. They live for about half the year in France, growing their onions, then they come across to England to peddle their goods. They are quite well known for their bicycles with strings of onions hanging from the handlebars. We finally hit the bunk, of course, but as we had sailed at midnight and the whole trip only took three hours, there wasn’t much sleep. I could cheerfully have hit the stewardess on the head with my boot from the top bunk when she woke us. I hardly seemed to have struggled up there when I had to come down again.


  We marshalled the troops together and Marg L. took her turn at the wheel. As she felt fit and had slept well, she decided she would drive on through the early hours to Abbeyville. Marg, being an RC, had to go to Mass on Sunday morning so we hurtled through the daybreak and pulled up at what we thought would be her church only to find out it was a bombed out shell. Undaunted, we cruised around trying to find our way to an illusive spire we could detect on the skyline. No doubt about us – we were first there. After Marg had knocked up the local priest and established that the service would be beginning shortly, we decided to stroll round and look at our first French town. Actually there is nothing remarkable about Abbeyville, but we enjoyed our first taste of the narrow, cobbled old streets. The houses are built right on the footpath like the shops, with rather uninteresting facades of grey walls, relieved only by a door and shuttered windows. How these people exist with the shutters closed I don’t know. Of course they are louvred shutters and, because their windows are so accessible to the passer by, I guess the shutters are very necessary. It’s certainly easy to see when the villagers are stirring for, if you happen to be sitting in a car as we were by this time, you see all the shutters being opened spasmodically. First this one rises, then Mrs Nextdoor and so on, rather like the petals of a flower opening (if one has an active enough imagination).


  We have now progressed to Sunday, 28th Feb. We travelled, as I remember, through mainly agricultural country, fairly open but with stretches of wooded areas. I made a note in the book I started to write that the farm plots looked very neat and well laid out. It was a heavenly day, with the sun streaming in through the windscreen and we gradually stripped down to our shirt sleeves. We had a picnic lunch by the roadside overlooking the Seine, just out of Rouen and right opposite a chalky outcrop which towered over the road rather like a cathedral. It looked most effective with its various striations in the white chalk, against the blue sky. We drove fairly solidly all that afternoon with just a brief stop at Chartres to visit the famous Cathedral. It is extremely old and, like a lot of decaying architecture, to me quite unlovely – but the fame of the stained glass windows is well warranted. I can’t ever remember seeing so many all in the one cathedral and just a blaze of colour. They really were worth seeing.


  We continued down to Tours and the country looked much drier than I would have expected, but I came to the conclusion the bare trees accentuated that effect. We arrived at Tours in the early evening and Marg and I, with our limited and untried French, managed to find a cheap and clean hotel for about 5/- each. After we had established ourselves and had a wash, we decided to sit at a table in the Grande Avenue and watch the local inhabitants promenade in their hundreds and, of course, we sampled the local red wine (vin rouge). Then bliss in the form of bed!


  Monday, 29th Feb. We set off after purchasing a long loaf of bread, took photos of Grande Avenue and filled up with petrol at a station where a very sweet French woman gave us each a boiled sweet. “For the travellers!” she said. More agricultural country today and a picnic by the roadside again. There just isn’t anywhere else to go, for the crops and cultivation come right up to the edge of the highways. There is an occasional avenue of trees lining the road, but no fences! We sampled some white Bergerac wine for lunch; very palatable too.


  Late in the afternoon we passed through the village of Langan (pronounced LANGONG). Aileen made a very emphatic statement that three young lads that we passed by were the nicest looking Frenchmen she had seen so far. That proved to be the statement of the trip because, when we stopped at a well about ten miles out of the village to fill our billy and kettle for a cup of coffee, we had no sooner pulled up than there was a screech of brakes beside us and, lo and behold, there were two American lads, who turned out to be two of the ‘Frenchmen’ of Aileen’s choice. They were all for us returning to Langan for a drink with them, or a cup of coffee, as we explained that had been our reason for stopping. After a little debating about loss of time etc., we decided that, after all, this was a holiday, so back we went. There were only two when we met, but before we were settled in ‘Chez Andre’, the cafe of their choice, their number had increased to five or six.


  That was quite a pleasant and amusing interlude. It was their pay day and I think we must have made a hole in their pay packets, but they all agreed it was the best time they had had for months. They were all rather starved for English-speaking company and just counting the days until they could return home. The boys were inclined to become affectionate, as you can possibly imagine. It was quite a scream really, especially when recalled at a later date. My only regret is that from the next day on I was the victim of my old complaint. I blamed the vodka but who knows, maybe I was overtired. Anyway, that was where it began. And there I shall have to leave this until possibly tomorrow night for I must get my bath, Bournvita and a reasonably early night.


  (Friday 25th March - to continue). We finished staying the night at ‘Chez Andre’ which also turned out to have rooms to let, after one of the lads had accompanied Marg L. round to the other couple of hotels, which we all agreed were too dear.


  Tuesday, 1st March. We didn’t move off too early after our hectic late night, but after a couple of cups of coffee and photos all round we finally set forth. I, of course, was feeling decidedly seedy, but hoped it was a rare (for me) hangover and blamed the vodka again. Instead of improving it got steadily worse and of course then I knew – “we’ve done it again!” We carried on without wasting time to Lourdes where the Cathedral is built reputedly on the spot where Bernadette saw the Immaculate Conception. Whatever your religious inclinations may be, one can’t help but be impressed with these extraordinary places – if only from the architectural point of view. We wandered around the various parts of it, including the Grotto, where hundreds of thousands come in the hope of being cured of their various disabilities. Even while we were there we saw a patient (possibly polio) in a long wheeled bed being brought to be bathed in the healing waters and of course many lined up at the taps to drink before leaving. Marg Lyons filled her two bottles brought especially for the purpose. However she’ll manage to keep them safely for 12 months in New York before she finally goes home I’ll never know. I was advised by the other sceptics (and also by Marg) to take a good swig and get rid of what ailed me. It tasted remarkably similar to other spa-water actually but, as we had all been wary about drinking water, it was a welcome change to the ghastly coffee we struck in lots of places.


  After spending an hour or so there, we set off again and stayed the night at Bayonne. I went straight to bed, but the others I believe had a very tasty French meal which was extremely cheap. On Wednesday 2nd we carried on to Biarritz, from where I managed to rally enough to hastily send off the cards. We just had a drive around the town and headed for the Post Office. It was quite a place in its own way as I remember it. Quite a fantastic conglomeration of styles of architecture. Sort of east meets west, with a touch of Spanish thrown in, or Moorish would probably be more accurate. It is, of course, a popular seaside resort for the monied people and had a most attractive drive along the sea front which was lined with nightclubs, hotels, etc. I can imagine it teeming with bikini-clad femmes and bright-shirted gents, in season, but this day it was rather deserted.


  From there we travelled through some very pretty countryside with occasional glimpses of the sea. I’m afraid my memory is not the best for this part of the trip. Although I was taking a mental note at the time I just couldn’t get round to writing it down. I know though, that this next section was a mountainous stretch and undoubtedly lots of it was covered with olive trees. In fact, one very strong impression about Spain is the mile upon mile of olive trees, as well as lots of vineyards. The fact that there are practically no fences seems to accentuate the extensiveness of the orchards and vineyards. In lots of places though, the ground looks poor and extremely stony. The conditions of living, farming, even engineering seemed very primitive. Bullocks, coupled together, are everywhere; pulling drays, single furrow ploughs etc. – and of course the little donkeys are there too. It’s rather like slipping back into a story book. The roads in Spain are not the best all in all, but we seemed to strike lots of construction work, so perhaps by the height of the tourist season sections will be vastly improved.


  We stopped in the late afternoon to have a drink in a tiny village called Alsasua and because Don Pedro, who had been in Canada for many years, was such a good host (and out of consideration for me) the girls decided to stop here for the night. I must say they were extremely kind and when he knew I was sick and would be going straight to bed, he said he would get his girls to put a bottle of hot water in the bed. And that is precisely what it was; a glass bottle full of hot water. It was a little severe to the touch, but very comforting if held and inch or two away from direct contact. He sent us off next day with a gift of two bottles of red wine.


  Thursday 3rd and again we pressed on, our goal being Madrid, to try to contact an American family whose address Marg L. had in the hope of contacting an English-speaking doctor. The country here was hilly, rocky, rather picturesque and extremely reminiscent of the centre of Australia. In fact we were struck quite a lot by the similarity of the mountains to those painted by Namatjira and his confreres. We almost took the gumtrees for granted after the initial surprise. I daresay these too helped to give the resemblance to Australian scenery.


  Madrid is rather a wonderful city and the buzz and general hubbub seemed to be unceasing, even through the night. We had an hotel right near the centre of things which was very reasonable for a city hotel, and handy for the girls for sightseeing. Of course I saw nothing but the inside of the rather hectically painted pink bedroom, my Spanish doctor and my even more Spanish pharmacist. While in Madrid the girls visited the outlying town of Toledo, where they make the very typically Spanish jewellery. They actually saw some in the making, which I was disappointed to have missed, for it is quite a fascinating work of art. However, to make up for it, they brought me back a present in the form of a pair of ear-rings. One other day they went to El Escorial, another outlying village which features a huge Cross hacked out of a rock which can be seen for miles around and at the back of which a monastery is built.


  We stayed at Madrid until Sunday, 6th March, when once again we hot-footed it, this time to Cordoba. We were racing everywhere, with hardly time to take it all in and I’m afraid our morning starts were not all that early. Five girls are quite a lot to get ready when it’s a case of form a queue for the hand-basin (no bath, of course). Actually that was quite a feature of the whole trip. Unfortunately by this time the weather had begun to deteriorate and for the next four days until we reached Marrakech in Morocco it rained practically all the time and when it wasn’t raining the wind was very cold. One has to take the bad with the good I guess, but it just didn’t help my state of mind.


  At Cordoba, in the effort of finding our way to an hotel or pension, we managed to get into the older section of the city. Most of these cities have an ‘ancient village’ which consists of extremely narrow streets with fascinating shops and houses. In lots of ways they are the most interesting part of the cities. This particular one is much cleaner and prettier than lots and we decided to go back the next morning to walk through it. This we did, and before we could turn round of course we had picked up a ‘guide’. This race of men are quite extraordinary. One only has to step out of a car (obviously a visitor of course) and, seemingly from out of the ground, there he is right at your elbow, whispering urgently that you must surely need a guide to show you the Ancient Mosque, or the old Moorish tile work which is just everywhere in the various Palaces of the Sultan days. It is even in the private houses, both as exterior and interior trimming to walls etc. As a matter of fact our guide was quite useful and took us right into one of the private courtyard gardens, which you glimpse through the wrought iron doors of the front entrances. We went into the Mosque there which has since been consecrated as a R.C. Church. Even Marg L. thought that was quite wrong, for surely a Mohammedan Mosque was never meant to be so used.


  One feature of touring, especially on the continent which, for a large part is predominantly Roman Catholic, is the manner in which the tourist can wander curiously around in their numerous cathedrals while church services are being held, swinging their cameras from their shoulders and at times taking the odd photo of a stained glass window etc. Actually, while we were gaping around the external section of the mosque with a thousand pillars, a High Mass was in progress celebrating some Festival of one of the Saints. Of course our guide finally led us to a souvenir shop where the girl tried to sell us castanets at £3 per pair. They were the genuine article but we didn’t succumb.


  Next stop was Seville where we visited the Alcazar, another name for the equally famous ‘Casbahs’ of Morocco. You remember the saying “Come with me to the Casbah” – obviously originated by the Sultan when adding yet another woman to his harem! They are quite wonderful places really, especially when you realise that they were built centuries ago. The mosaic tile work is quite indescribable. The entire lower section of the walls were nearly all tile, the top section being covered by tapestries or curtains. The stucco plaster work trimming the archways (no doors much of course) and the ceilings of hand carved cedar from Lebanon are still remarkably intact. My only wish was that I could have seen a palace in working order, entirely furnished in all its lavishness – women and all. It must have been quite wonderful. However, like cathedrals and castles, having seen one or two you have seen the lot, for they run very much to a pattern, or so it seemed to us.


  After Seville we passed through Jerez, from where sherry got its name. We were hoping to visit the Bodega (wine cellar) of one of the big manufacturers but in our usual fashion we reached there during Siesta time and had insufficient time to wait, so the girls sampled some wine in a tiny rather dubious looking bar which somewhat resembled a forgotten little lean-to outhouse. It was pouring with rain and I preferred to stay put rather than get wet in the effort of tasting sherry in the early afternoon. After the brief stop there, we drove on down to Cadiz (where the ‘Maids’ come from) and once again just drove round and about to get a general look at the town. It is built on a peninsula which is almost an island and, although its role throughout ancient history was as a fortress, it has quite a modern look about it.


  Unfortunately it was dark when we approached Gibraltar as we appeared to be travelling through very pretty country. To add to the difficulty of night driving it was also foggy in patches. Much formality with passports at the border of course and a glimpse of the London Bobbies of Gibraltar who completely destroyed the illusion when they spoke with a strong accent. Nevertheless, they do speak English and are generally extremely affable and helpful – at least to young ladies! The first thing we had to do was to look up a John Santos who had been recommended to Marg by someone she happened to speak to along the way. He was to garage our car if possible and service it etc. He proved to be a gift from the Gods and was an absolute Briton in getting us all organised. He suggested we should try Toc H for cheap accommodation. We did, but because of the Agadir disaster everywhere was full and Jock Brown, the Scotsman who runs Toc H, suggested we should go back to La Linea in Spain for the night.


  This we did, which of course meant that we had to go back through Customs, passport stamping etc. and again the next morning. We became quite well known by the time we left Gibraltar. However, Scotty, as Jock Brown is familiarly known, suggested we should eat at ‘Smoky Joe’s’ for a good, wholesome and cheap meal before we left. I wish you could have seen the reaction when we got to Smoky Joe’s! The Fleet was in at Gibraltar and it was literally bulging at the seams with sailors – and, from what we could see, there were no women! Almost to a girl we took one look and beat a hasty retreat! Then, after walking down the narrow main street, we decided that it must be okay at Smoky Joe’s or Scotty would not have suggested it. So back we went and a good thing too. It was very good and we weren’t eaten alive by the Navy at all! We ran into an Australian boy and girl who had just come back from Morocco and a couple of Canadian lads who were also heading that way. It was all quite gay and informal and Smoky Joe himself was a gem – a huge fat gent who believed in serving meals and cups of tea of equal magnitude. We had “the works” – steak, chips, tomatoes, eggs at a ridiculously small cost! Oh yes, that was after a large plate of soup, of course.


  We went back to La Linea and found ourselves a cheap but very reasonable pension with the help of a local tout. Our conversation with the proprietor and his friend was quite hilarious. They could speak very little English and we struggled with the odd French phrase here and there. The funniest part was when we were trying to say we would like breakfast at 8.30; would he wake us at 7.30. We finally got through, much to his and our mutual amusement. The next morning, Wednesday, we hastened back to Gibraltar to put the car in dock, buy airletters, baskets to carry our few necessities for our sojourn in Morocco and a much needed raincoat. Marg L., Aileen and I were all without one and our overcoats were useless. We settled for a plastic job and finished up looking for all the world like three little maids from school in our rubber covered fabric macs., with detachable hoods, for 12/6 each. It was about the most sensible purchase of the trip as it turned out. The crossing to Tangier was rather rough and, although no-one was actually sick, poor Marg had to leave her meal after the first course!


  Tangier was wonderful and I think I have already described the tour with our guide. Most of our time in Morocco seemed to be spent on the trains, but that part of the holiday was quite an amusing, if exhausting, time. That was mainly due to our newly found friend Pierre the guard, who was absolutely wonderful to us. He wangled it so that most of the time we paid 4th class fares and travelled 1st class! Marrakech was another favourite and the weather was warm and sunny at last. It is an extremely spread out town though and to conserve funds we walked everywhere. At the end of the first day, after practically no sleep the night before, I really wondered how my legs would carry me back to our hotel. They gave at the ankles and thighs – and oh my aching back!


  The market place there was one of the most colourful we saw. The fruit, vegetables and flowers were just a blaze of colour. They appeared to be very good quality too and very nicely arranged. I took some photos and then we strolled round the town to the big open market square cum bus terminal. There I photographed a couple of ‘Pedlars of Indian Brassware’ and had to tip them for my trouble. They dress themselves up in rather colourful clothes and then hang their brassware all over themselves, which makes quite an impressive display! One only has to pause for a moment or relax in a chair on the promenade for a drink and from out of nowhere comes a pedlar and his assistant showing all manner of things from roughly made banjos (with two strings) to rather lovely looking rugs. The rugs are popular as bedspreads for boys’ rooms or, if you want to go all Arab, you could drape one round yourself. They also have bracelets, brooches, jumping frogs; anything you might fancy.


  Again we could easily have delayed our departure for a couple of days for there were things to see which were just out of town and too far to walk to in the time at our disposal. One of the attractions was a date palm plantation. The country as you approach Marrakech from Casablanca is quite deserty and then, when you finally reach the city, it looks for all the world like an oasis, with date palms all round the edge of the settlement. At 4.15pm on the second day we had to board the train again (this time 2nd class because Pierre was no longer with us). Lo and behold, about half way to Casablanca, who should appear but Pierre. He had caught a train that morning and met us half-way. Only in a place like Morocco could this sort of arrangement occur I am sure! However, he got us safely ensconced in the 1st class carriage, after ‘squaring away’ his friends, with no tickets at all! Actually we paid the equivalent of about 4th class for the trip to the first station stop out of Tangier, just so we would have something to show at the barrier. What you might call hitch-hiking on the train. But they are used to the Arabs who even ride on the roof on occasions to get out of paying their fare!


  We had to fill in a few hours at Tangier again waiting for our return ferry. Actually it soon went, by the time we had wandered around checking up on an earlier ferry we had been told of, which proved no good anyway. Most of the time, for it was still raining in Tangier, we spent in the Cafe de Paris to keep dry. Our good samaritan John Santos met us at the ferry with the car and then, after we had booked into Toc H for the night, he proceeded to take us on a quick tour of Gibraltar, which is quite a place actually. He took us up to the top of the rock where you get a wonderful view of the town and on a clear day you can see Africa. I took a photo in the fast fading light, from where the Queen stood at the time of her visit. The Barbary Apes also live at the top of the rock, but unfortunately there were none in sight at that particular time. Then he took us round to the other side of the rock where the huge water catchment has been erected, at the foot of which is a tiny fishing village. The history of the village is that originally a group of people were marooned there in a storm and decided to settle permanently. They also made a law that no-one was to marry outside the community and until very recent times that has always applied. Consequently they are all practically related, this having started about 200 years ago. John described them as not being the brightest of folk mentally due to inbreeding. It is only since the war I think, that they have begun to mix with the Gibraltans and Spanish. It made quite a difference having someone who could speak English and who knew all there was to know, to tell us and show us around. We went back to Smoky Joe’s of course for tea that night and the next day started our return trip northward.


  That might be a good place to break the story, for I am too tired to continue tonight. I am happy to say that I am once again back to normal though.


  My love to you all. As ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  29th March 1960


  Dear Family,


  I will try to pick up the threads again. As I mentioned, we stayed at the Toc H, which is one of a series of Servicemen’s Hostels. There are Toc H’s all over the place. This one houses navy personnel when on shore leave, Wrans when in town and various travellers, particularly those travelling on the cheap. We decided Scotty was on a pretty good wicket though when we compared what he offered for 6/- per night with what we got in our pensions in Spain for the same thing or less.


  One little incident there that I don’t think I mentioned before was that on this particular occasion the three of us who were in one ‘cave’ were to share with a fourth. Well we didn’t sight her until we were all getting up after Marg L. had raced away to 9am Mass. We were bringing up the rear forces when in came a lass who murmured good morning to us, proceeded to wash in the basin of the cold water drawn from the old tank outside, then freshen up her make up and hair do. Just as we were trying to decide whether she had been in, or been up and possibly gone to church and returned, or whether she had in fact just arrived and was going to bed, she commenced to strip the clothes from the bed, fold them and pack them up. “Got to make it look as if I’ve slept here or there’ll be hell to pay!” she said. In reply to our query whether we should make up our beds, leave them or fold up the sheets as she had done she said to fold them up. “After all, they can’t use your sheets again can they?” “Oh no, that was what we thought” we chorused, but even a cursory glance at the sheets was enough to prove it wasn’t in fact their practice to provide clean sheets. Perhaps they had become so accustomed to them not being used that they just put them back on as a matter of course. We didn’t inquire where she had slept of course; perhaps it was just a good party! And so life goes on. Actually, it could happen anywhere and could hardly be attributed to Spain, Morocco, or Gibraltar but it amused us.


  Unfortunately Smoky Joe’s was shut on the Sunday morning, so we had breakfast in another cafe which looked as though it wasn’t too sure if it was just closing after an all-night session, or whether it was just opening. Either way, both it and its proprietors looked rather ‘stunned’ and unkempt. Actually our coffee was rather putrid if I remember rightly and we couldn’t seem to get our toast (which was a luxury by the way after the inevitable ‘pastry’ or dry bread roll of Spanish breakfasts) and our coffee together. Either the toast was cold by the time coffee came, or vice versa. Not that I’m complaining mind you! Not ’arf!  Once again we voted Smoky Joe’s the tops in Gibraltar.


  We then made for the Customs barrier and Spain again. We became quite fond of the Spanish Customs men, for we quite expected to be searched, involving the ghastly business of unpacking the boot after just managing to get the damn thing closed! However, they were so fascinated by five femmes fatales travelling solo, that they but gave a hasty glance at our luggage and, after many smiles, bows, bella senoritas etc., they allowed us to pass. Aileen added yet another man to her ‘harem’ which she decided to originate after visiting several old sultans’ palaces and thinking that this harem life must be quite the thing.


  We had quite a pretty trip along the coast. In fact, for quite a long way, we travelled right along the sea front with only the railway between us and the beach. Dull weather and occasional rain to start with, but it gradually improved as we travelled northwards. Although we were by no means in the Costa Brava, as we travelled north there were numerous beach resorts along the coast with their camping sites, large hotels and pensions. One very attractive village, which looked to have a more prosperous air about it was Torremolinos, about ten kilometres from our destination, Malaga. I commented on the village as we passed. And thereby hangs another tale.


  When we got to Malaga we decided to park somewhere and have a look around instead of just driving through. We parked the car with the help and instructions of the Camereros (policeman) who came and told us we were in a spot reserved for taxis. We were fascinated by the policemen. No matter what you did wrong, or how awkward it was to turn, park or perhaps when you were facing in the wrong direction in the middle of a busy intersection, they would just direct the other traffic to stop while they gave you directions for backing and turning etc., they were marvellous. They seem to have a system whereby they direct the cars individually. They don’t wait until they have a long stream to go in one direction, but wave you on when you arrive. This is particularly noticeable in the narrower streets of which there are literally thousands. Sometimes you wonder how the car will fit, but it does and the blasting of horns is fantastic. It is the law to ‘toot your claxon’ when overtaking, crossing blind intersections, which are everywhere, and rounding corners. It’s amazing how some of the pedestrians stay alive – although one can’t blame the motorists exactly, for the streets are so narrow in some places you have to wander all over the road, so of course if the motorist is to make any headway at all, he just presses the horn and the accelerator at the same time and from then on it’s Rafferty’s rules.


  I seem to have digressed somewhat. After we parked the car we walked along what was obviously the esplanade near the sea front with its kerbside cafes and restaurants. We were actually looking for the town square which we thought would be a good place to work from. Suddenly beside us a voice said “Are you English?” It’s the usual approach of touts or guides of which we were, by this time, rather wary – and weary. They are quite a good idea of course if you have the odd money to throw round, but the pinch was on and we were determined not to get ‘caught’ again. However, one look at this chap and we decided he was not just the usual scrounger. When we said “No, Australians” he proceeded to tell us that he had a penfriend in Sydney. Now I come to think of it – that was the last we heard of the pen-friend!


  However, Francesco, as we later found out was his name, was a pleasant fellow and offered to show us the town square, which he informed us would be very disappointing as they were repairing it. How right he was; pavements, road and everything uprooted. When he had shown us the square he said we would probably want to have lunch. Actually, we really hadn’t thought about it but, when he offered to show us a truly Spanish restaurant, where we could get good, genuine Spanish dishes, all for 30 pesetas (approx. 4/3) for three courses, we thought it too good to miss. Mind you, at this stage, we were still just a little suspicious and quite expected to have to shout him dinner too. But no, everything was all on the level this time and, as he left us, he said if there was anything else he could do for us he would be only too happy


  So in we went and had the most delicious meal. The servings were so plentiful we couldn’t finish them all. You could have soup or hors d’oeuvres, then paella (Spanish rice, which is rather like Chinese fried rice with various fish, such as prawns, lobster, mussels etc. in it) then another dish which consisted of savoury meat balls and vegetables, and finally fresh fruit or cheese. Wine of course is served with all meals, sometimes included in price and sometimes not. I can’t actually remember whether it was this time, but I know it was extremely cheap. After this sumptuous meal we staggered out to a chorus of farewells from the proprietors and staff, all of whom had spent quite a lot of time telling Rita not to let her wine skin get warm or it would spoil the wine – all by sign-language and Spanish, which we couldn’t understand. Finally they got hold of a friend who could speak enough English to translate the necessary words.


  We were walking back to the car and, as we were passing the esplanade cafe where Francesco had seen us, out he popped again from nowhere and asked us if we had enjoyed the meal. He then said if there was room for him in the car he would show us the way to the old palace ruins from where we would get a wonderful view of Malaga. This we did and then he said if we should like to meet a bullfighter he would take us to his home in Torremolinos (the lovely village I had remarked on before we reached Malaga). As I seem to be rambling on, suffice to say we returned to Torremolinos – Margie having to put up with a little hand holding and knee patting en route, much to our amusement. The bullfighter was actually an ex-bullfighter who was suffering from a very hectic party the night before, but who was a very charming host. He couldn’t speak any English, so we had to use Francesco as a go between. It was a most enjoyable little interlude really, in the tiny front parlour which opens directly on to the street. The parlour walls were decorated with dozens of hats of every conceivable size and shape (even an English Bowler!) and gay Spanish mats etc.


  I’m not sure if Francesco had contacted him while we were at lunch or whether it was completely impromptu, but after we arrived, a Mexican singer and guitarist, who was obviously a friend as well, was called in off the street to entertain us. Another of the guests was a Flamenco singer, so we had quite an enjoyable hour or so and were loath to leave but, as we had to make Granada that night, we reluctantly made our farewells. Actually Mr Rafael was also apologetic he couldn’t press us to stay but he had an appointment with Mr Peron who was staying at one of the local hotels. However, both he and Francesco tried hard to convince us we should stay at Torremolinos and forget Granada, but we couldn’t afford to risk any more delays at this stage. We were assured that if we would return from Granada they would organise a special party for us, but that too we had to forego. The road to Granada was windy and mountainous and unfortunately we had to do it at night so we missed what was probably some very pretty, photogenic country.


  Monday, 14th. At Granada we visited the Generaliffe Gardens and the Alhambra Palace; all part of the old Sultan’s palace and now a tourist attraction and public gardens. All very lovely, but once again we realised we were just too early for the really pretty season. Not many of the flowers were out. Because of the speed with which we came and went from the various cities, apart from salient points of interest it is hard to recall anything individual about them. In fact I have an impression of sameness about lots of the cities, but possibly anyone who has spent more time in them would raise their hands in horror at such a suggestion. The layout of course varies, but the style of shops, buildings, decorations etc. all seem similar.


  Oh, I nearly forgot the other attraction of Granada. After we had deposited our luggage at a pension found for us by a tout, he took us up to the Gipsy Cave area of Sacramento where we saw Flamenco dancing performed in the caves. These caves are not the dark, damp cave you strike on the seashore, but are neatly white-washed and decorated with dozens and dozens of pieces of polished copper-ware. At least the one we visited was like that. It was long and narrow, with chairs placed all around the walls for the tourists to watch the dancing. We were late of course and there were so many in, part of the musical accompaniment – one could hardly call it a band, or yet an orchestra – was moved out to make room for us. Then they took it in turns to play and I gather went out for the odd glass of wine when they were ‘off duty’. It was all gay and informal, but to be critical, we were just a little too close for the best effect. Such things as skirt plackets which didn’t do up, unpressed clothes, not the cleanest either and buxom gipsy wenches who obviously didn’t patronise Messrs Hickory or Burleigh, were just a little too much in evidence. I must admit it is a little bit of ‘the real thing’ but somehow I felt the tourists have spoilt it. They aren’t good enough to be ‘on show’ and yet already they appeared to be bored by the whole procedure, except for the pesetas they rake in. Another lurk is to have a photographer taking flash photos of groups with some very attractive young lasses kneeling down in front. Photos are delivered to your hotel next day, whether you want them or not. Actually we left before ours arrived and, although we were congratulating ourselves at the time for saving our money, I rather wish I had mine. At least it would have been a record of our being there. Never mind, we didn’t get them and that’s that.


  After we had visited the gardens the next day, we set off for Valencia where we hoped to see a bull fight. Some of the country we passed through that day was the loveliest we saw. Lovely views of the Sierra Nevada but the weather still wasn’t the best so we didn’t stop to take photographs. Once again we were struck with the similarity of the mountains to the Namatjira paintings. The colourings in the mountains were gorgeous; sometimes red, sometimes pink, or purple and at others all colours together and, in the later afternoon, even more beautiful with the distant peaks snowcapped. We drove until about 10.30pm that night and reached a village called Gandia where we struck our best hotel of the trip. We had our own bathroom and toilet and a huge bedroom, in fact we had three rooms, two doubles and one bed in another double room with its own shower. And hot water! I think it cost us about 5/- each for the night and we all had separate beds! It was just what we needed after a few hard days driving in foggy hills and rain.


  Tuesday, 15th (Rita’s birthday). Next morning we drove into Valencia. Our first stop was the Plaza de Torros to see if we could go to a bullfight. Imagine our disappointment when we found there had been one on the 13th and the next one was on the 17th, 18th and 19th. We just couldn’t wait that long. Why oh why do we always have that deadline. We couldn’t delay our return to England because Marg was to sail for New York four days after we returned and there were things she had to do as you can imagine. So we didn’t see a bullfight!


  The main part of the Festival, called the Faras of San Jose, was not actually starting until the 17th either. But we did see lots of the huge effigies which were suspended over various intersections of the city. The streets were decorated with coloured lights and there was a generally festive air among the crowd. Various queens had been chosen for the Faras and I happened to see a couple of the young senoritas in their festive dresses, so I took their photos. We spent a good deal of time looking for somewhere to stay but eventually decided that we would have to stop that and have a look round or we wouldn’t see anything. All the hotels were full because of the Faras. We had already been shown the bull-ring, the six bulls earmarked for the coming fight and the museum at the bull-ring. Then we wandered along the flower market and, at the Tourist Bureau, we found out that there would be fireworks at 1.30pm. We decided to eat then and while in the restaurant the fireworks began. It sounded as though the war had started again; the noise was terrific!


  We strolled around looking at the city, market places etc. and while we were walking we happened to pass two chaps who heard us speaking and one of them said “Don’t tell me you speak English – thank God!” It turned out they were an English male nurse who was on holidays there for the Festival and a Spanish male nurse with whom he was staying. During the course of the conversation, we told them we would be leaving as we couldn’t find accommodation. Miguel was most upset that we wouldn’t be there for Faras, and decided he might be able to help with accommodation. They continued to wander around with us while we looked for one of the items of the Festival programme which we couldn’t find! Michael the English boy was so pleased to have someone to talk to. He was finding it a bit of a strain not being able to understand what was being said and Miguel was also finding it a strain to act as interpreter. As he said, if he thought and spoke in one language it was OK but when he had to chop and change it was exhausting and I think they were both glad of some new company. They had to go home for supper then, but arranged to meet us later in the hope of contacting a friend who had a flat and who might put us up. We didn’t find the friend as he was out at some of the celebrations, but at about 1.30 or 2am the boys got us into a rather crumby pension for what was left of the night. They were very nice really and we have their address at the Tunbridge Wells hospital to contact them again here sometime.


  Wednesday, 16th. Next morning we set off for Barcelona. Most of the trip was along a so-called coastal road which only afforded occasional glimpses of the Mediterranean. The country was mainly agricultural, quite flat in parts and of course, both before we reached Valencia and after for quite a long way, it was just a mass of orange groves with fruit-laden trees. Lemons too – huge ones – and quite a lot of fig trees in places. We reached Barcelona in the early evening. Another lovely city, but rather more continental than Spanish. I was all set to do some shopping here, but unfortunately next morning our arrangements got fouled up. Margie and Rita went off with my basket with my money, camera and all in it and I had to wander round by myself, with no money to buy anything and no camera to even take pictures.


  They apparently went into a shop while waiting for me to run back to get a map from the car, and of course, as I had no idea they intended moving from the footpath where I left them, when I came back they had all disappeared like a magician’s assistant. It’s a pity, for the Ramblas, quite a famous street in Barcelona, is quite a sight. It has a central avenue where flower stalls are erected with their gorgeous displays. In fact there are all sorts of stalls; birds (budgies etc), puppies, cats, souvenirs, papers and cards for sale and there were even pavement artists too. One I saw was not drawing on the pavement, but making a sketch of the avenue in Indian ink. He only looked a lad of about 15 or 16, but he had quite a crowd gathered around him. I only stayed for a few minutes as I was at this time still looking for the girls.


  When we all finally met up again we set off for Montsarrat, which is about 30-40 miles from Barcelona and is very well worth a visit. It is actually a village in conjunction with a Monastery – built right at the top of a very high, sheer mountain. You can get to it by a very winding, but extremely well graded road, or by cable car, which was closed for siesta. All but Rita and I voted it out anyway, because of the height from the ground. You get the most fantastic views of the surrounding valleys and, from the top lookout, it’s just as if you were looking down from the windows of a plane. I think it’s supposed to be the longest uninterrupted view in the world or something – it certainly is breathtaking. The village and monastery are fascinating too. Our visit there was again all too brief, but we had to head back to Barcelona and on towards France.


  At this stage we struck yet another disappointment – we had to miss the famous Costa Brava. Actually, the small section we could have travelled along we struck at night time so it was pointless taking the windy, possibly narrower coastal road which would be tiring on the driver and useless from the scenic point of view. So on we drove through the agricultural country. Quite a lot better quality soil I should say and back among the vineyards too. Nothing spectacular to relate that I can think of except our long faces because we missed the Costa Brava, or Spanish Riviera.


  We carried on until we crossed the French border where the French Customs, not to be outdone by the Spanish boys, also had much to say about tres jolies filles. From what I could catch of their conversation they had a discussion as to who was the prettiest and at the same time studied our names and ages on the passports – there’s no beating them! France again and, at the very next village, we stopped and got rooms for the night. This time much prettier country than we saw on our trip down. Still very much agricultural but at least here and there you do see a tractor drawn plough, although the old draught horses are still widely used, in pairs mostly.


  Our next overnight stop was at Limoges, where the porcelain of the same name is made. We were lucky in our choice of hotel that night too and before we got there we had a delightfully prepared and served French meal. The price was a little higher though, about 10/- for three courses, but it was worth it. Next morning we had a quick look at some of the shops displaying Limoges porcelain and then off we set, post haste as usual, for Gay Paree. We only had one day in Paris, but all things considered we managed to see quite a bit in that time and fortunately it was a lovely day; a bit chilly in the shade or open streets but lovely in the sun. As this is my last page and as Paris could take a little describing I shall leave it until the next episode. Suffice to say I like Paris and must go there again of course as there is so much more to see and do.


  By the way, did I describe French and Spanish toilets? We call them the ‘clutch and brake pedal’ variety (not so much in Spain). No seats – just two built-up footmarks, like the pedals in a car, in a porcelain trough and, depending on whether one is male or female one stands or squats over same. As the cubicles are usually extremely small, the only way to keep dry when flushing is to grab the chain, pull and dash for your life to get outside the door. Quite a performance! I decided I could definitely not grow old in France – “Me joints just wouldn’t take it!”. No more paper and I really must get to bed anyway.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  31st March 1960


  Dear Family,


  To continue. As we approached Paris, which was late in the afternoon, we decided to call at a service station and purchase a map. Just as well too. Rita was driving and said when we got to the outskirts it would be my turn. However, Marg L. had been to Paris once before and, with the help of the very detailed map, acted as navigator. Before she even realised it, there was Rita in a maze of scurrying traffic, whizzing round the Obelisk in Place-de-la-Concorde; what one would probably describe as the Piccadilly Circus of Paris. We had an exciting entrance as we drove down the Champs Elysees to the Arc de Triomphe. It was hard to believe we were really there seeing it all; rather like our first drive through London.


  Our first job was to find accommodation of course. We knew of the Sphinx Hotel, which is a great favourite of Australians, but none of us had the exact address. However, we had also been told of the Hotel Angleterre by a young English couple who stay there, so we searched for it. After some time, for we got slightly fouled up in Paris’s one-way streets, we finally found the hotel, but in the effort of doing so, witnessed one of the more pathetic sights of that city. As we were walking along Rue Montmartre to the hotel, we had to step aside to avoid tripping over several couples who were settling down to sleep for the night. They were lying on sheets of newspaper placed over the steam outlets for warmth, with just an overcoat and a few more sheets of paper over them and perhaps a scarf around their heads. It was quite startling to realise that was the only ‘home’ they had and also amazing to think that it’s permitted. One wonders what sort of a life they were leading. I did notice that not all of them were old or shabbily dressed either.


  All this touring round, finding the hotel, etc. took time and it was quite late when we finally took our luggage up to our rooms. Then we decided to go for a cup of coffee and perhaps a bite of something to eat. We wandered into a small cafe only 100 yards or so down the street and it turned out to be quite an entertaining hour or so. Although we had decided on an early night in preparation for our full day’s sightseeing next day, we dallied over our delicious onion soup au gratin and omelettes etc., mainly to watch the goings on of a group of young Frenchmen, who seemed to only have a couple of girls among them. We had great fun deciding whether the blonde, who was very much ‘after her man’, would in fact get him or whether she was too obvious and would lose him. She was a direct contrast to the second lass, who was the quiet little mouse type and half the time sat out of the group being completely ignored by them. It was all very amusing. Finally, feeling very satisfied, we went back to our hotel; clean and cheap but nothing pretentious.


  Next morning Marg L. was up early (8am), as it was again Sunday. By the time she returned we were all just about ready and, after a typically French breakfast of croissants and coffee we set off to find somewhere to cash travellers cheques. The Grand Hotel, which apparently lives up to its name, seems to cater for all wants and even on Sunday had a money exchange bureau working, much to our relief. From there we went to Notre Dame where we parked alongside the Seine, not being too sure if it was permitted or not. Actually, when we returned a few hours later we found that we weren’t really meant to be there. A warning notice had been tucked neatly under our windscreen wiper. Notre Dame is another rather lovely Cathedral and we paid about 9d for the privilege of climbing up the tower to view Paris. My golly, what a climb. It was worth it but, in spite of the fact that it was a lovely sunny spring day, it was very hazy over the rooftops. After our mammoth climb up, we then had to descend. Once down, if I stopped walking, the muscles in my knees and top of my legs just shook – it felt quite funny.


  Then we decided to walk along the left bank, passing the hundreds of stalls which sell paintings, prints, books, cards etc. and are by now as famous as Notre Dame itself when speaking of Paris. We wandered right along the Seine, passing under quite a number of the Bridges of Paris, to the Eiffel Tower. Actually we split up on the way – Marg L. and Aileen went into the Louvre where the famous ‘Madonna and Child’ painting is, among many others of course. We passed the Tuilleries Gardens near the Louvre although, because we couldn’t do everything, we didn’t go through them. It was too early really for the prettiest show of flowers anyway.


  The Eiffel, which can be clearly seen from Notre Dame, is lost from sight as you stroll along the sunlit banks, and it is not until you are almost there that it once again looms into view. Because of this, one has the impression that it is not as large as visualised – but when you actually reach it it’s fantastic (have I used that expression before?) After all this walking we were exhausted and refused to climb any more stairs. At the same time we refused to pay extra for the lift. I didn’t actually price it but Marg L. had warned us that it would be about one pound to go to the top so we decided to leave that until another time. We contented ourselves with just wandering round the base and gaping with mouths open at its criss-cross framework with its lifts which, instead of travelling straight up, go up on an angle of about 45 degrees.


  We amused ourselves there for a while watching all the souvenir sellers, sightseers etc., until Marg and Aileen rejoined us. Then we went and refreshed ourselves with some coffee and sandwiches, which once again turned out to be a long piece of their round French loaf cut down the middle, with slices of ham tossed in the centre. It’s quite an art to get your mouth around this delicacy, but by this time we were becoming quite adept at the task. We then crossed the river and decided, as it was quite a walk, we would sample a bus. By getting out our map and pointing to where we wanted to go, the conductor worked out our fares; about 1/- each!  It was the dearest bus ride I think any of us had had until then, but it did save time and wear and tear on our aching muscles.


  From there we piled into the car and once again, with yours truly at the wheel and Marg navigating, we set off for Montmartre and Sacre Coeur. This particular area of Paris is the Bohemian section and is absolutely fascinating. We visited the church which, to me, was one of the loveliest we saw. There were absolutely hundreds of people either wandering around or sitting down on the steps leading up to Sacre Coeur or on stools and chairs, just enjoying the sunshine. Then we went on round to the much populated square in Montmartre where the artists are at work. Here again it was packed. There was much to-do going on, led by a rather extraordinary band of either students or artists making a fantastic din and apparently going from one pub to another, weaving their way in and out and having a few noggins as they went. Heaven only knows what they were celebrating, but they certainly put their all into it. Ignoring all this were several bearded artists of all sizes and shapes working unconcernedly at their easels while crowds gathered round to see them daubing from their palettes.


  We could have spent much more time there, only we didn’t have it to spare, so we wandered through the winding streets, back down hundreds of steps to the lower level and the Place Pigalle where the famous Moulin Rouge and the Folies are. We only saw them from the outside this time. While strolling along a large boulevarde, we stopped for a few minutes to watch two performing dogs doing their stunts on tight-ropes suspended between two wooden platforms – what a city of variety and contrasts in the extreme. By this time it was getting dark and we decided we must make our farewells to Gay Paree and press on towards Calais.


  It was a pleasant drive and we stopped en route and had another very delightful French meal and watched a play on French television while we ate. This time we had vegetable soup, roast chicken, French fried chips and French salad and fresh fruit salad – gorgeous. We continued on our way and at about 10pm, I think, happened to see a possible spot for sleeping out. This had been decided on as a result of funds disappearing all too rapidly. Well it was quite a find, in that it was off the road, screened by trees and sheltered from the wind by a high bank. It looked for all the world like the bank of a huge reservoir, but turned out to be a high plateau with a crop growing on the top level and just a grassy verge at the bottom, where we were. Margie, Rita and I put on absolutely everything we had and crept into our sleeping bags, for it was cold by then. I had on vyella pyjamas, woollen skirt, two pairs of socks, blouse, twin set, thick jumper, mohair cardigan and then skiing sports wool jacket over everything. I even tied my mohair beret on with my McGregor tartan scarf and still I was frozen by morning. That wasn’t surprising really, as we woke up covered with a snow-white frost and so was everything around us. With the help of a few mouthfuls of rum, I had managed to get some sleep, which is more than we would have done in the car with five of us and we felt pretty good next day after we had thawed out.


  We got to Calais earlier than necessary so we decided, after washing at the Port Office, to have a picnic lunch on the beach. Calais beach is rather like Dunkirk with a long stretch of nice sandy beach, but not quite as extensive as Dunkirk. Actually, because of prevailing breezes we had our picnic on the bitumen parking lot – mad Australians – but it was easier and warmer than carting all our gear from the car, which we used as a wind break. Our return ferry trip was shorter than previous ones and quite smooth.


  Our next bugbear was Customs. We quite expected that it being off season they would have plenty of time to practise for the coming tourist traffic. However, our fears were quite unfounded as we struck a perfect pet who showed us the ‘Rules and Regs’ and asked us if we had anything dutiable. When we just said “Oh no, only these cigarettes etc.” he said “OK, off you go girls.” We could have all hugged him. Not that we had anything else but it’s the humbug of upsetting already hard to close cases and re-organising the boot etc. Anyway we were first out and set off for London. It was nice to be back and it’s quite easy to see why they always claim that the grass is greenest in England – it certainly is. We delivered everyone to their respective homes and I came home to find Eartha had a flat tyre, which I rather expected as it looked a bit that way when I left. Marg L. and I delivered the Austin safely, then I went and had tea with them and came home and flopped into bed.


  So ended a very rushed but, on looking back, a very pleasant holiday. Next day I proclaimed a holiday to get over a holiday and I think I have described the process of getting things straightened out. I told Mrs S. next day that I just couldn’t make it into work and I see this week they haven’t docked my pay, which was decent of them wasn’t it? Think that’s all for now. I have once again exhausted myself with this ‘tome’. How are you struggling through them? I hope the writing isn’t too hard to follow. Tonight’s effort is a bit carelessly written but I can’t stop once I get going.


  ’Bye for now, my love to you all. As ever. Kathie.


  

  





  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London and a Royal Wedding


  London S.W.3


  4th April 1960


  Dear Family,


  First of all, we are taking a short trip up to East Anglia over Easter. Suffolk, Norfolk and part of Lincolnshire – that’s the round humpy piece of England to the north-east. We are hoping that some of the farms of England’s ‘tulipland’ will be in bloom, but even if it’s not, it’s part of England we haven’t seen and spring should be quite a good time. I just hope it’s not raining all the time. The weather since we have been back, although a bit chilly, is much milder than when we left, but still grey I’m afraid.


  The other night Margie, Rita and I went to see a ‘Play in a Pub’. It was a very good three act comedy, performed by a group who call themselves The Taverners. Admission is free and you sit at tables around the saloon. This particular pub, called The Plough, was quite a large one as pubs go. It was quite delightful, just to sit and quietly sip a beer while being entertained. All very informal, but very enjoyable. We intend to go again when they are performing close at hand somewhere.


  I have just had to spend about £5.10.0 on Eartha. Someone backed into me quite a long time ago and broke the glass of her fog lamp, which meant a new unit. Her off-side trafficator had packed up and she was also due for a grease and oil change. Actually, of that amount £3 was for labour! Colossal isn’t it, still she really has been good and I can’t complain. I have one damaged rear mudguard (my own fault)  and he gave me a rough estimate of about £8 to have a new one fitted, sprayed etc., so I said I’d leave that for the moment! The only trouble is, it does let the weather into the boot. However she’ll stay as she is for the time being and probably until I sell her. Then it’ll be someone else’s problem. It doesn’t affect her running.


  I went into Victoria House the other day to see about going to the Royal Garden Party. I will have to fill in forms and supposedly join a ballot, but I have to go back tomorrow to see Sir William Leggatt’s secretary, as he is on holidays. The lass told me the party for May is already filled, but there are two in July. As far as anyone knows yet there is nothing special for Margaret’s wedding in the way of viewing stands, so I don’t suppose I’ll see it as it’s a work day and I don’t think I could sit up all night just to catch a glimpse of the glass coach. However, we’ll see what eventuates.


  When I arrived home tonight there was a message to ring Irene, which I did, and she has invited me around to Catherine Place for supper tomorrow night. Ann and a couple of her pals will be there and afterwards we may go and watch the fireworks which are on for General de Gaulle’s State visit. I am still managing to get some overtime. I thought I was going to miss out as we were slack for a few days after my return, but it’s mounting up again so that’s good. Last Saturday Rita and I went to the Oxford/Cambridge boatrace. We saw the start from Putney Bridge and got a very good view of Princess Margaret and Tony. I took a photo, but I’m afraid it will be just the tops of their heads as they passed under the bridge in their Cambridge launch. Thousands of people were watching of course, but all very subdued. I was frankly amazed as, from the barracking angle, the Melbourne Head of the River race left it standing. Perhaps it was livelier at the finish. We did try to get to there but, because of police detours, we missed it and didn’t even know who won until we came home!


  We went again to My Fair Lady and loved it of course. My application is now ‘on file’ for one of the Garden Parties, but I won’t hear if I’m successful until about June. On Wednesday night we are off to the next performance at my favourite theatre, the ‘Mermaid’. I don’t know the play which is called ‘Henry V in Battle Dress’. I just want to see their production whatever it is! I haven’t anything really startling to relate this time, just work-a-day routine once again. Hope you are all well.


  My love to everyone. As ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  8th April 1960


  Dear Family,


  Not really a great deal of news, but already I realise four or five days have passed since I sent off the last note. Of course I received your letter Mother, the very next day. You may remember I was going to Irene on the Tuesday for supper and then we were all to go and watch the Royal Fireworks for General de Gaulle’s visit. Ann was there too with Robin, one of the lasses who came over with her, and two other Australian lasses. Surprisingly, these two girls came over on the same ship as Marg. L. and were quite friendly with her. We discovered that when I said I had been to Morocco. They said “Oh, we have a friend who has just come back, but she has now gone to America”. Of course, it turned out to be Marg. We had a very enjoyable supper with Irene; home made chicken noodle soup, cold chicken, ham, tongue, sausage etc., with creamed potatoes and green French salad, followed by Neapolitan ice-cream. In front of our places were small cellophane bags of tiny Easter eggs. There’s no doubt about Irene, she always treats you well. The two girls, who hadn’t met her before of course, were just fascinated by her. She is such an excellent conversationalist and hostess. Incidentally she asked me how you all were and why you haven’t made a trip ‘home’! We walked round to the Palace and had an excellent view of the Royal Family on the balcony and of course everyone could see the fireworks which were just gorgeous. I took some photos and am now waiting to get the results; pure guesswork of course as I have never taken fireworks before. I also took a flash photo of us all in the drawing room at Catherine Place. I took it on the delayed action setting so I could be in it too. We had a perfect night for the fireworks, mild and no wind. Afterwards we came back to Catherine Place and got so engrossed in our discussion on various subjects, including religion, that it wasn’t until about 12.45am that we left.


  On the Wednesday night Rita, Margie and I all went to the Mermaid Theatre. Once again their production was extremely clever and well done but, although I really enjoyed the play, it was a satire on Shakespeare’s Henry V and I can’t say I liked it as much as the original style. The modernisation and witticisms were very clever though. On the Thursday night I worked back until 7.15pm for the fourth night in succession. Then I decided to walk round to Covent Garden to watch the arrival of the Royal Party at a Gala Ballet Performance. I had to stand for two hours and it was raining all the time. In fact it poured for some of the time and pouring rain is not common in London. However, I managed to get a good position and, in spite of the rain and no tea, it was fun to see them all arrive in their bejewelled, befurred splendour. The Queen looked ravishing, in fact they all did; Princess Alexandra, the Duchess of Kent and the Queen Mother. Princess Margaret looked okay from the rear. She didn’t turn around in the doorway as everyone else did, so that was the only view I got!


  At the moment I am puzzling between two possible trips. One is going on an organised camping trip to Russia which sounds quite good for the money, only I just can’t make up my mind if I want to go sufficiently. The second choice is a fabulous social car rally through the ‘eating and drinking’ country of France, for much the same price. I think the people you would meet on the latter would be very interesting. In a reply from the wife of the organiser, she said they would be “delighted to have three Australians on the rally.” She also said we would get a picture of France and the French which we wouldn’t encounter otherwise, and I think she may be right. Cocktail parties, dinners, balls etc., en route. She asked me to call and see her so I think I will, but nothing is definite yet, of course. Margie is very keen on Russia while Rita and I are torn between the two. Then again I may not do either, but we’ll see.


  Much love to all. As ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  19th April 1960


  Dear Family,


  I have been doing some pretty solid thinking and planning over the last week or two, mainly because I had to make up my mind about this suggested trip to Russia. The Car Rally in France sounded terrific but unfortunately it clashes with the trip to Russia. It would be a bit dearer and of course there is the risk of a breakdown with the car, which would make it even worse. What with everyone saying this is the year to do the trip to Moscow, via Rotterdam, Hanover, Warsaw, Smolensk and Minsk before it gets too touristy or conversely before a curfew is reinstated over such trips, we have decided on the trip to Moscow. Rita’s aunt over here thinks it’s a wonderful idea and it’s certainly about the cheapest organised tour we have seen for anywhere. I think I explained that it’s what they call a camping tour. You spend your overnight stops and the time in Russia in a camp instead of an hotel. The basic cost, including air fares to and from Rotterdam is £38 for 15 days. That does not include your midday meal en route, or any of your meals while you are camping in Russia. What you pay for them is up to you and believe me, we’re pretty good at economising by now.


  I realised this was going to leave mighty little money to see the rest of the Continent, so I have now decided, after talking to so many who don’t really need to hitch-hike, but who still do, that being as things are, I would be a mug not to do the same! I have made a suggestion to Margie and Rita that we go to Ireland and try out the hitch hiking there. We could see if three is too many to go together, or if we should try to get Aileen, who is coming with us to Moscow too, and go in two pairs. To swell the funds and possibly cut down my incidental expenses, I must sell Eartha. It would probably be wiser to sell her early in the summer anyway to get a better price. I shall hate parting with her, but when needs must sentiment must take a back seat and I have to sell her sometime anyway. I had hoped to do all this without any help – although I must admit I was a bit doubtful about just how far my finances would take me. I still feel that, if I can, I shall continue with my plan. I should very much like another trip up to Scotland and there again I think I can hitch-hike where I want to go.


  At the moment the timing of all this is centred round the Moscow trip which leaves on the 16th of July and returns on the 30th or 31st. As the Dublin Horse Show, which is supposed to be the World’s Greatest, is in August, we may make our trip to Ireland then. At Whitsunday we may take an extra day to go up to the Lake District, which Margie and I only whizzed through last year. I have been asked to try to work through August and September but it looks as though September and October will be the best months to go on the Continent. We want to leave ourselves about two months so we won’t have to ‘beat the clock’ all the time. That will also allow for slow lifts etc. May, of course, is practically on us and then June when one or two things are happening locally. Of course, I haven’t worked out exact dates yet but, if I can find an odd week or preferably two, I shall make that other trip to Scotland. I had originally intended to use Eartha’s sale as my spending money on my way home. There is the trip to Cairo which I very much want to do, having seen the Canal, and that alone is £10 as I remember. It rather looks as though the minimum one must have for a trip to England is £A1000 if you want to do all the usual things, unless you hitch-hike everywhere. It would be different, of course, for Canada where pay is so much higher and you can save as well as live on what you earn. Well now, so much for that.


  We had a very pleasant Easter. Rita, Margie and I went for a touring trip in Eartha up to Little Holland to see the tulips which were just starting to bloom. We were a little early really, but saw enough to get the general idea. We were very lucky with the weather and had sunshine every day, with just a little patchy cloud here and there. Once or twice we thought it would probably rain that night but each time it cleared away and we had lovely starry moonlit nights. Pretty jolly frosty of course, but we were well prepared and our tent kept us warm and sheltered from the cold winds. The country was very flat in parts like Holland, while the more southerly regions of Suffolk and Essex were undulating and very attractive at this time of the year with the lush green pastures, early crops and the pale green new leaves on a lot of the trees (not forgetting the daffodils and narcissus blooming everywhere).


  It was most enjoyable weaving our way in and out and around the country lanes. We also met some very friendly people, especially a publican, his wife and brother who let us camp at the back of their pub on a grassy patch with the use of their toilet etc. free of charge! Another very pleasant lady offered us her filtered water when she saw us about to use the village pump in a heavenly little village called Kersey. We came back just ahead of the thousands who were later caught in traffic jams, some stretching for 20 miles or so! We all went to see ‘Flower Drum Song’, which just made a pleasant finish to our holiday.


  Hope you can read this. ’Bye for now, love as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  25th April 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, I find this time lag most frustrating. Here I am happily thinking of the letters I have written and then I get a letter which says no mail for about 10 days! I know there was a lapse, and you were quite right Mother, it was Easter. I realised that, as I had written at the beginning of the week, if I left it until I returned it would be a long break, so off I went armed with airletters in the hope of writing somewhere along the way, but quite honestly there wasn’t the occasion really. We kept steadily pressing on and so they never got written but, unless I am mistaken, I have written two letters since returning and one was a double issue! As far as I can make out it surely must have arrived the day after you wrote your last one. My only consolation for your disappointment Mother, is that I know you will have received them by now, or at least some of them.


  In case you are harbouring any doubts about the safety of the Moscow trip, please don’t worry. It is an officially organised trip and, although very early in the Tourist Trade into Russia, is now quite an accepted event. Of course everything has to be organised beforehand and you have guides with you. It’s pretty much restricted as to just where and when and what we shall see I believe, but it certainly should be quite different and interesting. As a matter of fact, a chappie from Kodak went to Russia last year. Not the same trip but another crowd and he took movies and slides of course. When I contacted him, he suggested we might like to visit his home as he could give us lots of information. I have actually seen his films at a lecture he gave some time ago, but we are going out there this coming Saturday and I shall watch them with a more personal interest this time. I shall also be taking my movie camera this time.


  The trip is for 15 days from the 16th to the 30th of July; I have seen the brochures now. We camp only in Moscow, the other overnight stops are at hotels. The hire of camping equipment is extremely cheap. Just some items I can recall; 4-man tent, 1/6 per night; sleeping bag, 9d per night; knife, fork etc., 1/2d per day and so on. As we are limited in weight of luggage on the plane, we shant bother to take any camping gear but use any extra space for things like Nescafe, margarine etc. which is very expensive there. I shall, of course, be taking the tins of food you all so kindly sent at Xmas – we shall all have a couple of tins apiece in our luggage. As we are only camping for five or six nights, it shouldn’t be very expensive. Aileen is coming with us so we should have a good time. The details of the camp sound wonderful. Hot showers, cafeteria, store, even an international telephone system! So we won’t exactly be roughing it.


  Last Saturday I went to Kew Gardens. It is absolutely glorious out there at present, in fact it will be now right through the summer, with different flowers providing a variety of colours. I went quite mad with my camera and seemed to be snapping madly in all directions. Of course the very day we chose to go was fine, but overcast until about 5.30pm, when a weak sun peeped through. The day before had been a perfect, warm sunny day – isn’t it always the way. Last Thursday night Rita and I went round to Margie’s place and played my few records.


  On Saturday night we went to the boys’ flat to say farewell to Michael who came over with us. You may remember Michael and Dugald were the two with us in Scandinavia last year. Dugald has already gone to America and now Michael is going. They are meeting in Detroit and proceeding homeward together after that. After the gathering we set off for Aylesbury, about two hours drive, to spend what was left of that night and the Sunday with Wendy in her new flat there. She was living in at the hospital, but is now sharing with two others. She also had two other friends there. We had a very quiet, relaxed, enjoyable day. Their flat is right beside a small canal which terminates at Aylesbury and, as the day was pleasantly sunny, we spent quite a time strolling back and forth beside the canal and wandering round the town.


  We all went round to Aileen’s last Friday and saw our Spanish slides projected. I was quite pleased with mine really. On Wednesday of this week I have asked Ann to come to see a television show of Jimmy Edwards called ‘Whacko’ with tickets supplied by Victoria House. They only sent two although I asked for three if possible so, as I had suggested to Ann that we might see ‘Take it From Here’ recorded but that is now temporarily off the air, I thought I would offer her the other ticket. Well folks, I think that about brings me up to date again. I worked back again tonight of course and some more to come this week.


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London S.W.3


  2nd May 1960


  Dear Family,


  I seem to have been so busy sending off cards and what have you that I haven’t any idea now when my last letter went. Spring is really blooming over here at present but the last two days have been damp and cold. There’s no doubt about it, the country, parks, tree-lined streets, tiny garden plots and window boxes certainly make a colourful sight after the drab winter, although to me it has only been at its peak over the last week or two. The daffodils were out much earlier of course and were a treat, but once the trees get their new leaves and the blossom is about in profusion, then it really is a picture.


  Yesterday I went with Ann and her friend Robin to Fox Hills for the day. Ira and Antony were also there. We went primarily to see Fox Hills’ garden and the Saville Gardens, but we only saw the former for it was an overcast day and Irene is just recovering from bronchitis, so we decided to leave the Saville Gardens until a better day. They are some gardens started in Queen Mary’s time evidently and are supposed to be very beautiful, especially one section called the ‘Azalea Bowl’. If next weekend is fine I may take a run down to see them. It was a rather quiet day at Irene’s but very relaxing; the air and gardens are heavenly after the atmosphere in the City. The huge trees on the property are very lovely at present and will be even more so in a week or two.


  On Saturday afternoon, Rita, Aileen and I all went to Mr Charlie C.’s, the Kodak chap who has some films of Moscow. He treated us quite royally. He is an old bachelor and it rather floored us when he produced High Tea of bread and butter with jam or paste, sausage rolls, followed by a sort of French fruit pastry and finishing up with peaches and Devonshire cream. We were there from 3pm to 7.15pm and were most interested in his films and comments. He is quite a character and kept us all amused.


  There is just a possibility that Aileen and I may go on to the Continent with the idea of seeing Italy, Austria and the Riviera in June, before Russia, so we can break our hitch-hiking efforts into two trips rather than one long stretch. I asked Rita and Margie if they would like to be in it, but they are not sure if they can organise funds by then. Margie is also coming to Moscow and anyone else who happens to book on the coach! Well dears, I must away to my bath once again.


  I hope you are all well. My love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  6th May 1960


  Dear Family,


  A Royal Wedding; Princess Margaret Rose and Anthony Armstrong-Jones, Friday 6th May. Actually, my story starts on the 5th of May. There was much discussion about if and when we would go in overnight, or get up at the crack of dawn and join the milling throng. Well, I finally agreed with Margie and Rita that we would make an extra special effort and spend the night on the pavement. After all, we were fortunate enough to choose this year to be in London, so it seemed idiotic to miss it for the sake of a few hours sleep. Of course there were those who thought it just as idiotic to stay up all night in the streets, just to get a glimpse of the carriage as it sped by. We chose the Horse Guards Parade as our vantage point, quite close to where we saw the Trooping of the Colour last June. I had been working overtime and at 7.30 decided that if I wanted to meet the girls as arranged I should take my No.22 bus route home rather than the No.11 which actually passes the Abbey. I had figured that the crowd’s enthusiasm for such a Royal occasion would already be holding up the traffic – and how right I was. I hurried home to snatch a light meal, and to very hastily make all the bread I had on hand into sandwiches for our long vigil. I changed into suitable clothes and then struggled down to the bus stop, lugging my ancient, weighty 16mm movie camera, the sandwiches, two jars of home-made pickled onions, two thermos flasks of coffee, an extra jacket to keep warm and one or two other minor items.


  When I finally reached the bus stop, I stood there for over half an hour and only one came by, but it was full so still I waited. On this journey I had to pass the Abbey and the crowds to get to Downing Street through which I could walk to the Horse Guards. It took me another hour to get there; a journey which normally takes 10-15 minutes at the most. When I arrived, most of the streets were already lined with spectators. Some of them were already curled up in various attitudes and in various garb for their long wait. After wandering right along the crowd, I finally caught sight of Margie and Rita standing in a very good position. They were just a little further along than we had at first visualised, but right opposite the archway through which the glass coach would pass into Whitehall. We couldn’t believe our luck at getting a barrier position; not so good for the outward route, but ideal for the homeward run.


  So, after having confirmed with a very pleasant young policeman, brought up specially from Richmond for the night, that we could stay there, we manned our position. Some time later others gradually joined us, the first ones being two very pleasant English ladies, with whom we were later to share hot drinks etc., and of course intermittent conversation. General opinion has it that most of the overnighters were Australians, but in our small section we had two American gents, a new Zealand couple, some Continentals of uncertain origin, the two English ladies and ourselves. I think we were the only Australians among our immediate group. It was 11pm when we first arrived and we all seemed far from sleepy even an hour later at midnight. The general jollity and noise that was going on seemed to counter all thoughts of sleep. We chatted for quite some time with our policeman who had our section as his ‘beat’. One of the things he had told us was that his very first day on public duty was the Coronation! Quite a day, and wet into the bargain. At least we were blessed with a heavenly night.


  As it so happened, just next to us was a temporary photographers’ stand and stretched between two of the iron posts of the barricade was a long plank which gave us a backrest of some 6" in height. It could also be used as a pillow, a seat and various other things. At one stage after we had settled down a truck with workmen came to put a ladder into the stand and one attempted to take our backrest. However, just as we bemoaned its loss, one of the others said “Oh, was that plank stopping the draught for you luv? Here Bill, give them back that plank!”  “Joe will be annoyed” was the rejoinder. “Well let Joe”, said our friend, “Here, where is it – that’s right dearie – there you are, sleep well!” and off they went, with much cheering and our grateful thanks echoing after them as they passed on to the next job.


  Working on our good fortune, we looked into the stand and lo and behold there were some pieces of masonite lying inside, apparently not in use, so we carried out various pieces and erected our own flooring to relieve the cold of the bitumen path after which we decided to stretch out and see if we could sleep. It was quite impossible of course, for the general hubbub seemed to go on all night, only thinning out slightly for about an hour from 4-5am. Even then there were people walking back and forth, probably trying to keep warm for, although it was a heavenly night, it did get fairly chilly towards morning. At 3am we decided to go for a walk to get our circulation going and walked down to see the crowds at the Abbey and back again. Everywhere the scene was the same; people waiting, all very good humouredly but impatient for the morning. At one stage I wandered up to the Mall through St James Park and saw a group of young people jiving to the accompaniment of a singer and guitarist. They were definitely keeping warm anyway! At odd intervals we would open our picnic baskets for coffee and sandwiches, or buy some hot soup from an all-night stand in the park. Many of the people had chosen the park lawns as their bed for the night, but I really think it was worth the extra hardness to get a kerbside position.


  And so the night passed. Somewhere between 3 and 4am the newspapers began arriving – so we bought several to read and to use as blankets. I was completely amazed to see that only one paper, the Daily Herald, had attempted to produce a coloured edition. Evidently it is the first time ever for a London daily to be produced in colour. That really staggered me and it was not such excellent colour either! I can remember it was years ago that we had our first colour edition. However I bought one and, out of the others we purchased, I have kept one or two to send to you. They will go surface mail and hence will be old news when you get them, but possibly quite interesting.


  Once daylight came so did the crowds. We didn’t move, except from necessity, for fear of losing our position. There was a great deal to keep us amused of course and the time passed quite quickly, especially once the official guests started arriving in their cars. Most of the first ones went through Horse Guards, following the official route, but later they were diverted so that they passed directly in front of us. Every now and then a cheer would go up as someone was recognised. One of the loudest was my own and those of Margie and Rita as, right in front of us, stopped Dame Patti and Mr Menzies. As we cheered they looked out at us and grinned and waved, it was quite a thrill. Then of course the excitement mounted as the police barrier began to form and the Guardsmen marched up to the sound of the band of the Household Guards. We had a few more amusing moments organising the policemen so that the short ones were in front of us; they all entered into the fun.


  Finally the big moment arrived; the Queen’s coach was entering Horse Guards. Forward surged the crowd, until we quite expected to go right through the iron railings. Out came the cameras, I can’t remember ever seeing so many before, and up went the cheers. Everything looked so wonderful – the horse escort, the colour of the uniforms, the coaches, trappings etc. It certainly was a sight. One slightly disappointing thing was the fact that the coaches were closed. One didn’t really see much more than a glimpse of those inside and I was very glad I hadn’t paid lots of money for a top seat in the high stands. I am quite sure they wouldn’t see as much as we could. And so the procession passed, with the Glass Coach receiving the loudest cheer of all, as a froth of white tulle veiling passed by. The service was followed over loud speakers and portable radios, so that we could all ‘join in’ the Abbey service.


  Around us, all sorts of incidental things were happening. People were fainting and the St John’s Ambulance men and women were kept busy. The poor Guardsmen were also suffering for it was fairly hot standing there in the hazy sun. About four near us all passed out, including a standard bearer. However, they were well looked after and, as we had one ‘busby’ directly in front of us, we could see all the aspects of their duties; their officers quietly passing each one in turn saying “Are you alright boy? Has someone just wiped your neck with a wet sponge?” Yes, that is just what did happen. One lad was on duty to go around methodically wiping their necks for a refresher. In spite of all this attention, as I said, four went by the wayside. Then, of course, once again everyone was ready for the return journey. This time we got a wonderful view, although it was all too short. I was busy filming it of course, but my greatest disappointment was that, at the crucial moment of getting Margaret and Tony, someone jogged my arm. I felt like hitting him over the head with my camera, but I refrained from doing so. At last it was all over and the crowd around us began to disperse. We decided to head for the nearest pub and refresh our jaded nerves and bodies.


  We went up to the ‘Sherlock Holmes’, next to the Royal Commonwealth Society in Northumberland Avenue and collapsed into chairs. We ordered three pints of bitter and they were very welcome. We sat next to two very pleasant men, from the Air Ministry we thought, who were both amused and pleased to know we had made the effort to see the Princess wed. They spoke to us for quite a time about this and that and then decided to go back to work. So to celebrate that we ordered a second pint all round! Just as we were about half-way through, another gent who had evidently been eyeing us off came over, passed a comment or two and then bought us another pint all round! About half-way through this last pint I realised it was beginning to take effect. However we finished them, left at closing time and headed for the bus. We had been invited to go over to Bill’s that night to see the wedding on television, so we decided to snatch a few hours sleep. I can’t ever remember being so close to walking in my sleep. I literally had to fight to keep my eyes open from the bus to my door. I crawled upstairs, undressed, couldn’t even stay awake to read your letter much as I was dying to, set my alarm for 6pm and then literally passed out! The next thing I knew, Mrs Bray was knocking and I saw it was by then 7pm. My alarm had rung, right next to my head and the telephone had rung and yet I had not heard a sound. Of course it was Margie ringing to waken me, as they too had passed out and thought I had possibly done the same. Obviously the beer had just finished us off after our sleepless night and exhausting day.


  I got dressed hurriedly, still feeling far from awake, and called for the girls. We arrived at Bill’s at 8.30 or so and the programme started at 9.30pm. It was wonderful, and just completed our day. Bill and John his pharmacist flat companion also had four other English lasses there. They were all very nice and we had a pleasant evening. We chatted to Bill about his trip to Ireland until the early hours and finally went home to collapse once more. I fully expected to sleep until midday, but I awoke at 9.30 and felt so wide awake I got up, washed my hair and wrote your first letter.


  We went in this afternoon to take photos of the decorations around the Abbey and Palace. The crowds were still thick and most of them were out in their summer clothes as it was very warm again. We didn’t get in to the Abbey, the street-wide queue stretched for about quarter of a mile so we gave up the idea. We may drive back later to see if we can get in but I doubt if it will still be open. To think that I had doubts about whether I would get the day off to see the wedding. It was one of the highlights of my trip to England and I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. Yes, a truly wonderful wedding and the whole of London celebrated. And so ends my story of the wedding.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  16th May 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well here we are back on the old blue Airletter, still I always did like blue! I have now received my 100-ft movie; exposure quite good, incidentals quite good, actual wedding procession b-awful! As I expected everything just whizzes by. Ah well, “I did me best” and as the English would say “It’s flippin awful!” Much more polite than I am. I still haven’t done anything about selling Eartha. Last Saturday Rita and I went down to the Royal Windsor Horse Show in the afternoon. We saw Princess Anne pinning the Rosettes on the prize winning horses and ponies. We also saw the Australian Olympic Equestrian Team in a very good display. Then in the evening Margie joined us and we saw the British Olympic Equestrian team, which has two men and two women as against our four men, competing under flood lights. They were also very impressive. We were very lucky and had a fine day and night although it had been raining the day and night before. It was most enjoyable if somewhat tiring. We had a close up view of the Queen and Duke in their car and also awarding prizes at night. Yesterday we went for a long drive up to the Vale of Evesham in Gloucestershire. It was very pleasant but we were too late for all the blossom in the fruit orchards which abound in this particular area. I also took Flora, the lass from Trinidad, with us. We had to hurry back in time for the Symphony Concert at Albert Hall featuring the Russian violinist Igor Oistrach the son of David, who we saw earlier in the year.


  Last Thursday a young lad from work by the name of Mike M. took me for a drink after we had both been working overtime. Then he decided he could afford to take me to dine somewhere so we went to an Omelette Bar which was excellent. After that we went to a Jazz Club to which he belongs. I am not a jazz fiend but I must admit I enjoyed it immensely. You just can’t imagine the variety of types in that dimly lit basement club, with the band jazzing it up – I was fascinated. Mike is an extremely likeable lad, tall, with a mop of red-blonde hair and very English, in spite of the fact that his ancestors are Irish and Welsh! I guess I made quite a distinct contrast to him, in colouring if nothing else. The rest of the week was overtime and not exciting, but remunerative. I hope your parcel isn’t too long in coming.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  23rd May 1960


  Dear Family,


  I hope there hasn’t seemed to be a lull in letters, but quite honestly there hasn’t been much of interest to relate. I have been working back nearly every night and the only bit of excitement that affords is if and when I have a beer or a meal or both with Mike. He’s a nice lad and has apparently taken a fancy to me, so we have quite an amusing time together on the odd occasion, which is quite a pleasant diversion for me. If I’m lucky I may get to a nightclub with him, but it will have to be an inexpensive one as he’s about as broke as I am! But he has promised me a night out with the works before I leave, so we’ll see! This week, however, I seem to be fairly busy.


  Tomorrow night Rita’s aunt is shouting the three of us to a show, because we helped her clean out a room for redecorating some time ago. Then on Wednesday we are supposed to be going to the Middlesex Hospital where Rosalie is, to swim in the heated pool! I’m afraid I’m not all that enthusiastic. Much and all as I love swimming, the cold weather we have had lately hardly makes my mind turn to swimming. On Thursday we are going to the Chelsea Flower Show and on Friday to a Symphony Concert in the Festival Hall. Actually, only one night is going to cost me anything and that’s Friday, so that’s a pretty good average!


  On Saturday Dorothy had us all out to dinner and Jean O’C. was there too. That was the prime reason for us being there. Jean looks well and is enjoying her trip immensely. It seems odd to think she has only been away from home for a little over a fortnight. I gather at first she felt a bit lost on her own, but already she is feeling like a seasoned traveller and is no longer frightened by all the arranging one has to do to get around. She and Dorothy go on their trip to Scandinavia on the 11th of June, on much the same route as we took last year. I’m sure they will like it. It was nice seeing Jean and hearing all the little titbits about different ones.


  On Sunday ‘we three’ went for a drive to the very old and very quaint village of Tunbridge Wells in Kent. We returned over the North Downs which were very lovely; green rolling hills and everywhere there were Hawthorn May bushes in bloom with mostly white, but often pink flowers. London and outskirts are very lovely with these trees at present. I missed them last year for we went on to the Continent straight away. The chestnut trees are also a picture, some with white flowers, others a deep pink and the yellow laburnums looking like yellow wisteria and of course there is the mauve wisteria itself. It’s all very lovely. Yes! There’s certainly a lot that’s nice about England.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  30th May 1960


  Dear Family,


  Things are really on the move now as you can imagine. We leave on Friday and there still seems to be lots to do and no time for doing it. I have no idea when I last sent off a hasty note, but I can well imagine that’s what it was. All sorts of incidental things have been happening lately and I forget what I’ve told you and what I haven’t. There was a suggestion that my landlords may let me leave my things here free of charge for the last month rather than try to replace me. They are trying to sell their lease and, in all probability, will be going themselves in September. Actually, as my exact plans after the Moscow trip are still not firm, I don’t know if I shall make use of that offer or not, still I’m just coasting along, rather on their suggestion and we’ll see what happens when the time comes. A friend of a friend is coming into the room for two weeks out of the four that I am away. As I am just leaving my things as is, she is only paying half the rent, but that will help a little this time. The other two weeks I guess I’ll have to pay, although earlier Mr T. said something about coming to some arrangement. As you can see it’s all delightfully indefinite, but I cease to worry; life’s too short.


  Another unexpected contact was from Donald D.,the husband of June, a friend of Helen’s, who we called on several weeks ago. I think I explained earlier that I didn’t meet him that day because he was out, but that he also worked at Kodak. His department have just moved round to Kingsway and he rang me up to say hello and asked me to meet him for lunch. This I did and we had a very pleasant lunch hour in the sun at Lincoln’s Inn Fields talking, with a background of band music, followed by a cup of coffee. We talked, of course, about my forthcoming trip to Italy and Donald gave me one or two suggestions for places to see and also information about train travel there. He and June spent three weeks touring Italy some years ago. He also asked me to visit them again and I accepted, but explained it couldn’t be for some time yet. Then yesterday, June rang to add a few suggestions – which I thought was extremely thoughtful of them. She also asked me to go and see them when I returned – with colour slides! Joan came up to Chingford, an outer London area, to visit her sister on Sunday and asked me to meet her there, which I did on Sunday afternoon, with Margie. Rita was visiting another friend out of London. Joan is missing Australia and talks of going back some time for another working holiday. It was very nice seeing her again and she has also invited me up to spend a few days at Oulton Broad. It is just possible we may both go to Scotland later in the year if we can manage it.


  Rita’s aunt took us all to the theatre the other night as arranged. We saw a musical called ‘Fings Ain’t Wot They Used T’be’. It was a very slick and humorous skit on the fact that the prostitutes have been taken off the streets, which is very topical over here at the moment. Last Friday Margie, Wendy, Bill and I all went to the Festival Hall to a Beethoven concert. It was one of the best I’ve been to. Artur Rubenstein was the pianist with the London Symphony Orchestra conducted by Josef Krips. On Saturday night we went to the play ‘One Way Pendulum’ and then on to a party at Bill’s flat. The play was quite good, but the party was a flop!


  Last Wednesday night we went swimming in the pool at the Middlesex Hospital where Rosalie is. It’s heated, of course, and once in it was marvellous, but on the way from Rosie’s room to the pool I thought we were quite mad. The weather has been very pleasant, but not exactly my idea of swimming weather. Still it was fun and I had the time of my life on the diving board. I believe it’s on again Thursday but I won’t be going as we leave early the next day. Tomorrow is my last day at work and on Wednesday we are all off to the Derby at Epsom. We are going on the ‘Flat’ where all the gipsies, fortune tellers, tipsters etc. make quite a show. I don’t suppose we’ll see a great deal of the races, but it’s something one is supposed not to miss. I thought I had a buyer for Eartha but it fell through. She was a middle-aged spinster who knows nothing about cars and, on a friend’s advice, turned it down as too old and too much of a risk for her. So I’m not worrying about that either for the present. Rita will look after her while I’m away this time.


  Aileen and I are going by train and ferry from London to Paris. We have been advised by other hitch-hiking friends not to waste valuable time on this part as lifts are hard to get. It’s better to start the other side of Paris, so that’s our plan. We arrive in Paris just after 6pm on Friday the 3rd of June and spend Saturday in Paris. On Sunday morning we shall go to Versailles and from there down towards Fontainbleu or Lyons, just as far as we can get in the rest of that day. Now as far as mail is concerned, I have chosen a few places and dates which I will enclose if you could just check when posting how long the letter should take to get to the various places and direct them accordingly. Any which come here I’ll have sent on in one or two batches. I should hate to miss or lose any, but I feel a month is a long time with no mail. Just give them plenty of time to arrive and all should be well. I shall get mine to you from time to time of course, but I won’t be able to guarantee the regularity, so don’t be too disappointed if one doesn’t come on the expected day. I must away to bed as I am exhausted after working back and then washing out some clothes ‘for me trip’ and now eight pages!


  Hope you are all well, my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  The Italian Job


  Hotel L’Angleterre
Paris


  4th June 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, we’re off on our first stage to Italy – and so far, so very good. As recommended by well wishing hitchers of some experience, we came to Paris by train to save an unnecessary waste of time. Our trip to Paris was pleasant but uneventful really. We struck a ferry crossing which seemed to have every possible school excursion from the north of England and Scotland, complete with kilts and bagpipes. We got a certain amusement from the very small boys puffing away at vile, cheap French cigarettes, almost turning green with the effort, but assuming all manner of nonchalant attitudes while filling the snack bar with wave upon wave of smoke! After some time however, it palled somewhat. They just seemed to swarm everywhere like flies, or Moroccans on the 4th class trains!


  The trip from Dieppe to Paris was very good. We passed through mainly agricultural country, first poultry farms, then beef and/or dairy and finally grain crops, all looking extremely well. The country generally is much greener and more lush than when we were here before. The farmhouses and outbuildings, though, still seemed to belie the fact that the country is quite prosperous. As we approached the outskirts of Paris we passed field after field of brilliant poppies, white daisies and bluebells; it really was a lovely sight. Finally at 6pm we arrived at St Luzare Station, Paris.


  We gathered up our packs and ventured forth into peak hour Parisienne crowds. We hadn’t gone very far when a voice behind us said “Fair dinkum eh?”  It was another Australian lad who is spending six weeks here but I am not sure if he is working. Our flags on our packs were our contact of course. The one on mine is about 7" x 9" and couldn’t be missed! We had hardly left him when two other women said “Oh you’re Australian, so are we!” They were two families from New South Wales doing a flying round-the-world trip who still thought Australia the best place. How they could possibly know is beyond me of course. They were spending just a matter of days in each country and then only seeing certain chosen spots. Ah well, maybe it’s just as well they think home is best! If we could only take back with us some of the fascinating and exotic parts of the Continent, maybe it would be the ‘Utopia’ so many of us seem to think it is. I mean, where else could you sit down to a meal and soon be joined, quite unobtrusively, by two men and proceed to be engrossed in a French/English lesson. That is what happened to Aileen and me. It was all very amusing and could only happen in Paris. Even the wife of the proprietor recognised us as having been there last March, which is not bad when you think of the hundreds that must go there every day.


  Today we spent the morning strolling around the shops and market and organising a tour to the Palace at Versailles which took up all the afternoon. We even managed to get an invitation to dinner from four Italians who were also on the tour but, as they didn’t speak a word of English nor us Italian, we declined. The guide, who conducted the tour very well in French, English and Italian, asked us why we didn’t accept. “They seemed funny” he said. That’s what we thought too! They came from Murano, near Venice, where the glass factory is, so it’s just possible we shall meet again – who knows!


  We finished off a very satisfactory day at a cinema showing ‘Northwest Frontier’, with dialogue in French!. We even managed to successfully ignore the usherette’s plea for ‘service’ when she showed us to our seats! The weather is wonderful, although we had a summer storm just after we came back from Versailles. The Palace at Versailles is huge and impressive in lots of ways. The main thing that appealed to me was the variety and colouring of the marble used in most of the interior. Quite honestly though, it was just like lots of other Royal Palaces – Hampton Court and Blenheim Palace in England for example and even some we saw in Spain, but the latter have a certain individuality I guess.


  Monday 6th – Fontainbleu. Yesterday, after breakfast, we spent what we had left of the morning wandering around the Louvre which is a wonderful Museum (formerly Palace). Of course we saw the famous Da Vinci Mona Lisa, but I’m afraid it didn’t appeal any more than lots of reproductions I have seen. There are just too many paintings to take them in of course and I think I agree with Aileen; the statuary is much more interesting. It includes the also famous Venus de Milo and Winged Victory. The Ancient Egyptian section I also found interesting, lots of mummy tombs etc.! Then we wandered through the Tuilleries Gardens, over the Place de la Concorde, up the Champs Elysee to the Arc de Triomphe, where we had the most wonderful view of Paris. Finally, after going the wrong way on the Paris Underground, we returned to the hotel to get our packs and off we set.


  Leaving Paris, we got off the Metro at the wrong station but, after a cold beer to revive our spirits, we had started to walk along the side of the road when a Renault pulled up and offered us a lift to within 20 kilometres of Fontainbleu. That first lift probably spoilt us, it was just so easy. Our driver was from Georgia, in the Black Sea area of Russia, but had been in France for about 40 years. He was a taxi driver in Paris who spoke quite good English and was accompanied by his wife. They were both very pleasant and dropped us off about 16 miles from Fontainbleu. Then we had our first real sample of hitching. No-one would stop and we were both hating it. After about an hour we decided to eat at a cafe and inquire about a bus or train to Fontainbleu, as it was by then about 7pm. We had an extremely delicious meal for about 6/- and caught a bus at 8.30pm. Before we retired that night we had definitely decided to catch a train – we’d had this hitch-hiking.


  There were people everywhere at the Youth Hostel, it being a public holiday in France. We met two other English speaking lasses there, one from Brisbane and one from South Africa. They gave us fresh hope for hitching and advised us not to give up but to have another try tomorrow. The place was so full they could only put us in the cellar but at least it was a bed, so we didn’t complain. It’s amazing what a sleep does for one’s spirits for next day we decided to try again. We had the moral support of the other two and another chap, all with their packs and waving their thumbs at the side of the road. We got our first ride practically straight away. This time it was with a chemical engineer from Strasbourg who also spoke English very well. We had just left him when we got another lift with a woman and her young son who spoke no English, but gave us a very good lift. Our next wait was about an hour, but when the ride came it was right to Lyon, which was our target – now we are really hardened hitchers! However, once at Lyon, we walked for about an hour to find the hostel.


  The country is most attractive in this part of France and everywhere there are brilliant red poppies, white daisies and either bluebells or blue cornflowers. In patches they are so thick it looks like a garden and everything seems to be thriving. As we came south towards Lyon we passed through the beginning of the vineyards, which our driver told us were for white wine. We also passed several of France’s famous Chateaux.


  Tuesday 7th. Well life certainly is full of variety. After a very good day as far as lifts went, we both still agreed that, although agreeably cheap, we hated hitch-hiking. So now we have bought a ticket from Lyon to Milan via the Riviera and feel much happier for having paid our way. With the ticket (which lasts for two months if needed) we can get on and off at any station en route. At present we are at Avignon, about two thirds of the way to Marseilles where we should arrive at around 5.30pm. We shall spend the night there, getting an early train tomorrow to Cannes and then to Nice where we shall probably spend two nights and then press on to Monaco, Genoa and Milan. Our idea is to try to get a cheap round-ticket, which we have been told about, to take us all over Italy.


  The trip down this afternoon has been most enjoyable. We had to stand to Avignon but it was very pretty travelling for most of the time right along the banks of the Rhone River through orchards and vineyards. Except for our indecision about whether to hitch-hike or train we have had a wonderful trip really and, now that we have decided, I feel we can sit back and enjoy it even more. As we travelled south today, the hills each side of the valley were covered by terracing, some of which were undoubtedly vineyards. I was a bit sorry we couldn’t go via Grenoble over the Alps, but we are somewhat governed by where the Youth Hostels are. We would have either missed Cannes or had to make a special trip from Nice, so we decided to follow the river and then the coast. Now we have left Avignon and are passing through more vineyards, orchards, olive groves and, of all things, rice paddies. I must confess the 2nd Class French trains are quite an improvement on 4th Class Moroccan, or even 2nd Class Moroccan. We rather liked Lyon, which is situated at the junction of the Rhone and Saone rivers. It is built on various levels with either winding roadways up and down hill or the streets joined by stairways. A huge Cathedral is built high on a hill and overlooks the town from the west bank of the Saone. We didn’t really have very long to look around by the time we had organised the train trip etc. That is another reason why we are hoping the train will be better, for it is faster and we can then have an opportunity to look around a bit more.


  We arrived at Marseilles at 5.45pm and had a nice cold beer at a cafe where we found out where to catch a bus to the Youth Hostel, which is about 6 miles out of town. Quite a primitive one this time but as the weather is so good it was very pleasant. The sleeping accommodation is camp stretchers in huge ex-US Army tents in quite a pretty area, with mountains in the background. We met some very nice fellows at Marseilles Hostel. Two Canadians, an Australian, a South African, two Germans and three Israelis. They were all extremely likeable chaps with whom we swapped notes and the odd bits of food etc. It was quite a change sleeping under canvas with the grass seeds growing up between the stretchers! Although the day and early evening had been hot it turned quite cold in the early hours. Still we survived.


  Wednesday 8th. We are now on the train heading for Toulon. We missed one train to Cannes, but we thought that, rather than spend about three hours in Marseilles, we would go to Toulon to have a look around and catch a later train from there. Marseilles is much bigger than I had imagined and we didn’t see all of it by a long chalk. It is much like the Eastern Ports; rather dirty, narrow, winding streets and hundreds and hundreds of street stalls and market places, but we have found the people very pleasant and helpful. While we were trying to ask our way at the Police Station, a lady heard us and, as she could speak a little English, showed us where to go for the bus. Yet another young man, who happened to be talking to the Gendarme, showed us the last section, which was a little complicated. The bus conductors too have been very good, telling us where to get off and letting us go out the entrance door rather than struggle along the bus with our packs! They are all interested in where we are from and seem quite amazed when we say Australia for they throw up both their hands and their eyebrows and Ooh la la! It’s a verrrry longue way!


  We bought some fruit in the market today; cherries about 2/- per kilogram (there being just over 2lbs to the kilo) and oranges about 1/6 per kilo. We got 7 oranges for 1 kilo which makes them about half the price of oranges in London. Apricots were also about 2/- per kilo. It is very hot again today and we are really looking forward to spending some time on the beach at Nice. I haven’t a large enough map of France to see what the mountains are called in this area, but we seem to be winding in and out of the range. They are not very high but very pretty. Right now we are in a long tunnel which isn’t very pleasant as you seem to get sulphury fumes entering the carriages in spite of the shut windows. We have stopped now at a siding called Cassis and right next to the station is a huge gravel and cement mine on the side of the hill.


  The rest of the journey to Toulon was uneventful and we are now, once again, sipping beer – it’s very thirsty weather! Beer is the next cheapest drink to wine and it’s a bit hot for wine without a meal. Unfortunately we shall have to miss Cannes because we don’t like arriving at a place too late – sometimes the hostels aren’t easy to find – so we have a couple of hours at Toulon which appeals very much. I believe it has a lovely beach and the town is nice and clean with tree lined streets, quite different from Marseilles. Actually the buildings I can see from here look quite modern and the main street is bedecked with coloured flags. There is a funicular railway up to the mountains from where the view is supposed to be very good and there is a church or something up there. Unfortunately we haven’t the time to go there but will stroll around the town a bit. One thing I just love about France is the wayside cafes where you can sit at a table and just watch the folks go by; it’s amazing what one sees from a table under an umbrella!


  Thursday 9th. We had our stroll around Toulon and were very impressed with what we saw. All these towns in France have their outside stalls, of course, which are very gay and colourful. Most of them seem to be an overflow of the shops themselves and of course everywhere there are street markets where everything is much cheaper. It was rather a pity really that we had to miss Cannes after all, as I believe the beach there is lovely and sandy, whereas here in Nice it is stony. Nevertheless, I swam in the sea at Nice, which was the highlight of my stay here! It was wonderful except for the pattern of stones on my legs when I got up from basking in the sun! Afterwards we strolled along the expensive looking esplanade, which stretches for miles. Every here and there are fenced off sections where one pays for the use of changing rooms, stretchers and diving boards. I must admit the padded stretchers looked inviting after lying on the stones.


  The town itself is much like any other thriving beach resort, except for the casinos. We spent the rest of the day looking around the place, sipping a cold milk drink and generally watching what was going on. Then we caught the bus back to the hostel in time for tea there. We dined with two other Australian lasses, a Canadian boy and an Egyptian. The hostel here in Nice is very well organised and in a perfect position. One gets the most wonderful view of Nice and the coastline for it is situated on a high hill overlooking the town. At night when all the lights come on it is just like fairyland; it’s wonderful.


  Several of us strolled along the road to look at the view. I was accompanied by Hussan the Egyptian from Cairo and heard quite a lot about life and living in Egypt. I gather he is either an Accountant or Costing Clerk and is on his way to London for an examination. He invited me to visit him and his family while in Cairo on my way home so, if I could possibly arrange it, it could be a most exciting visit to Cairo – we’ll see. Ah me, life is full of unexpected surprises. Who would have thought I would be looking at the lights of Nice with an Egyptian from Cairo! Don’t imagine some Arab in flowing robes. He is quite civilised and well educated, speaking both English and French very well.


  
  postcard

  9.6.60


  I am posting two airletters to London today for on-forwarding to you and hope it doesn’t seem too long before they arrive. So far our trip has been very good – we have given up hitch-hiking for neither of us like it as a pastime. We are travelling by train until our money goes anyway. The weather is absolutely gorgeous here and we are swimming this afternoon. From here we are going to Monaco, then Milan to organise either a round trip train ticket – or perhaps hire a scooter there if possible. I still say there’s nothing like your own transport and wish we had Eartha. This part of the world is all it’s cracked up to be but very commercial and expensive. Still I wouldn’t mind spending a couple of weeks here. More news in airletters! (Can receive mail in Rome until 16th June).

  
  


  Friday 10th. Today we went to Monaco and Monte Carlo by bus and tomorrow we shall catch the train either to Genoa or Milan. Actually Hussan came with us and, as he gets so much pleasure out of the scenery and all that is going on, he is very good company for sightseeing. Of course it is all so different from his own country. Aileen and I didn’t bother taking our bathers for we didn’t think we would have time to bathe, but Hussan had his and we went to the beach with him. We were both furious that we hadn’t taken ours but after the first disappointment we relaxed and enjoyed the day anyway. The beach at Monte Carlo is still stony, but with patches of coarse sand which makes it preferable to Nice I think. We sat on the beach for a couple of hours in an enclosure which was free to enter and where you could also sit at tables under a pergola with a bamboo roof and have lunch. We decided on ham omelette, with tomato and lettuce salad, bread, of course and beer! Ah yes, this is definitely the life! After another hour or so we decided to have a look at the Palace at Monaco. It was around the other side of a small man-made harbour, which was just a picture with all the gaily coloured launches, boats, and yachts. In fact there are quite a lot of these small harbours full of boats and launches, they seem to be part and parcel of this particular section of the world.


  I forgot to mention that before we went to the beach we went to the Casino. We walked up through the entrance hall and were asked to leave our cameras in the cloakroom. This we did for about 6d each. Then we proceeded through to the large entrance hall, passing one room on our left which was absolutely jammed full of one-armed bandits. To our right were huge bay windows, which gave a very attractive view of the coastline, and right opposite was the main gaming room. We were strolling nonchalantly through, thinking we would have a complete look over the place, when the man at the door asked for our tickets. We could enter, he said, for 250 francs each (about 3/6Stg) but that from 3pm onwards it would cost 300F(about 4/6Stg). We didn’t go in of course, for none of us wanted to gamble, although even then, which was about midday, there were quite a number of people sitting at the tables. Each side of the entrance door there were great staircases, probably leading to other gambling dens, but we couldn’t go there either! So out we went and collected our cameras, about three minutes after depositing them! After roaming all round the Casino grounds, which incidentally has a railway station of its own, we went to the beach which I mentioned earlier. I was most amused that, at the opposite end of a long garden and lawns, was the Credit Lyonnaise Bank and several money changing places nearby. All very convenient to lose one’s fortune!


  After lunch we caught a bus round to Monaco to see the Rainier’s home, which is situated on a very high cliff with a most attractive view, but the palace itself is very ordinary and could well do with a fresh coat of paint. It was nothing to look at from the front, but possibly had pretty gardens behind the walls. There is just a reasonably small semi-circular barricade around the front gate, with a red and white striped sentry box each side and two guards looking quite smart in their blue uniforms, but not nearly as colourful as the Buckingham Palace guards. The bus ride from Nice to Monte Carlo was heavenly. We drove right along the coastline on a very high road and the views were perfect. Our return journey was via a lower road and, although quite interesting, didn’t show the Mediterranean coastline to the same advantage. After checking our train to Milan tomorrow, we finished our very enjoyable day with a trip to the hostel in a bus with a conductor we seem to have struck each time and who now greets us like old friends.


  In lots of ways we just hate leaving the Cote D’Azur, but we are spending too much money and we still have a long way to go. Hussan caught his over-night train to Paris tonight and we leave here at 9am tomorrow. It’s a pity, but all good things must come to an end they say. Something I have noticed in my short stay here is how quickly one takes for granted the bikini bathing suits on the women. Somehow they just don’t seem as revealing as one would imagine. Of course most of the French women have wonderful sun-tans which I think helps and the majority also seem to have very acceptable figures – petite, I suppose, is the apt expression.


  Saturday 11th. We are now settled in the hostel at Milan and have met up with a couple of young lasses who we last saw in Lyon. They have also changed to train travel and tell us that for £8 Stg. we can get a train ticket which lasts for 15 days. You can travel absolutely anywhere and everywhere in Italy on it, so tomorrow we are going to organise our tickets. We had a long train journey today. The first part was very attractive, still along the coast, but once we crossed over into Italy it seemed to get drier and definitely not as pretty as earlier. The trip from Genoa to Milan was not particularly interesting nor attractive, until we were almost at Milan when we could see the snow-capped mountains in the distance. We had our first taste of not knowing the language today. None of our travelling companions spoke English, except to ask us if we were Americanos, and of course we couldn’t speak to them. It&rsqyuo;s funny really for we don’t even know how to say “We don’t speak Italian” and they tend to prattle on regardless. So we smile all friendly like and nod according to how we think the reply should go.


  After we booked in at the hostel, we strolled back into town looking for food, for we had hardly had anything all day and were starving. Of course, being in Italy, we had spaghetti and chianti wine. It was most enjoyable too, with a charming old ‘Poppa’ to serve us. Milan is a strange city on first appearances and probably looks even less attractive because there seems to be a huge subway excavation going on and lots of the roads were half ripped up. However I think the shops look promising. Tomorrow we shall have a proper look around. As we came from the station in the bus, we passed a huge Cathedral which looked quite impressive and of course we shall definitely look for the La Scala Opera House. I don’t know if there will be anything on tomorrow, being Sunday, but we’ll see. Actually we had thought we would have to return to Milan, but perhaps with this £8 – 15-day ticket it will not mean having to finish where you start, which is what we had heard was the case.


  Sunday 12th. At present we are spending a very pleasant Sunday afternoon in the park. Our most enjoyable visit today was to the old Castello, which has now been turned into a museum. Of all the museums we have visited I think this one stands out on its own. It is hard to describe it all – hundreds of pounds must have been spent but, to my way of thinking, very well spent. It is really quite contemporary in the layout, with such touches as all the explanatory name plates being on pieces of highly polished wood, usually on a stand of some sort, sloped at an agreeable angle for reading. All the seats, placed here and there throughout the rooms, are made of polished wood and all of a very contemporary design. One doorway which took my fancy and which I was about to photograph, until I was stopped, had a sort of wooden canopy over it resembling a concertina in effect. One would not think the old could be mixed with the new, but it all seemed a perfect background for the pieces of ancient statuary, paintings, tapestries and furniture which were displayed there.


  In one huge long room, with a highly polished terrazzo floor, about twelve huge tapestries were erected on special frames set at various angles along the centre of the room. It was so much more effective than just hanging them from the walls. In yet another section, a statue attributed to Michelangelo had, as a background, a specially built semicircular wall of interlaced stones about four feet square or larger. Nothing was cluttered and you felt you could study it all piece by piece. I take my hat off to whoever was responsible for the layout.


  After visiting the museum, we walked through the park where we sat under the shade of poplar trees. The park is situated right near the castle and is extremely popular on Sundays it seems for streams of people pass by, children play hide and seek, or fish for impossible ‘things’ in the pond ahead of us. Other strolling couples stop to take each other’s photograph in the attractive setting, with the castle as a background. It is all very pleasant and the strains of an orchestra can be heard from a huge cafe behind us, which is over-riding the sound of the strolling musicians with their accordions (and collection hats!). From there we went to the Duomo Cathedral, the main church of the City. It is very impressive from the outside but quite ordinary inside. Then on to the La Scala Opera House which of course was closed and, much to my disappointment, a wonderful concert starring Artur Rubenstein starts tomorrow and we have to miss it of course or we shall never get around Italy. Perhaps we may call here on our way home – on a week night!


  Once again back at the hostel we met up with an interesting Italian lad who has lived most of his life in Brazil, but who now wants to learn English so he can either get a job with an American firm or work in England as a statistician. Actually we find youth hostelling great fun, for you meet all sorts of people from all over the world and it’s fun swapping notes and experiences. I must recount an incident I have just remembered! We decided to go to the station to find a toilet and, after much hunting, we found one with the door guarded by two buxom women! “Oh well,” we said “looks as if we pay here!” In we marched grandly through the door and, having decided to find the smallest coin I had, I marched just as grandly out again, handing over the five lira piece like an expert. Well, you should have heard the cries that followed! It appeared the charge was 25 lira each and I had tried to get away with five. However we paid up for after all 25 lira is worth about threepence.


  From Milan we organised our 15 day rail ticket, with which we can travel anywhere and everywhere we like; backwards, forwards, north, south, east or west, so we think that’s quite good. Our first stopover from Milan was Pisa. Actually I’m writing this while waiting for breakfast before we have a look at the town and then head for Rome. We recovered our tracks as far as Genoa and then more or less followed the coast down to Pisa, the last section being between the coast and mountains and very attractive. We have been told that the Italians will speak to you on the trains. Well, so they will, but we find it a little difficult to carry on a conversation when we don’t speak Italian and they don’t speak English! Yesterday however, there was an Italian in our carriage reading a ‘Time’ magazine in English. The only thing he said to us for the whole time he was there was goodbye – in Italian!
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  This morning I posted another batch of letters before we left Milan so I hope they are not too long in arriving. We spent two wonderful days and three nights in Nice and from there travelled up to Milan via Genoa along the coast. It was a wonderful trip to Genoa but from there to Milan not so interesting. However we also enjoyed our two nights and a day in Milan. About the most fascinating thing we saw there was the old castle which has now been turned into the most wonderful museum. Full details in letters. We are now travelling on a 15 day £8 ticket which allows us to travel anywhere and everywhere in Italy. We are visiting the Leaning Tower this morning and then on to Rome. The weather and the trip continue to be wonderful. Am looking forward to receiving mail in Rome. Hope you are all well and as happy as I am as I see yet another one of the ‘Seven Wonders’.


  


  Wednesday 15th. Pisa is quite a pleasant little town with a few museums which we gave a miss, but we did spend an hour or so looking at the famous tower, which leans in no uncertain manner, and the cathedral next door. There really isn’t a great deal to say about the tower actually. It certainly is extraordinary to see it there at such an ungainly angle. Actually we saw it from the train as we approached and I expected it to stand out for miles but instead we only saw the top section and I was surprised if not disappointed. It certainly is quite high when you stand next to it, but we are seeing such a lot of tall or immense buildings that one tends to take them for granted. Our trip from Pisa to Rome only took about three and a half hours and was of mediocre interest. Quite frankly so far I have not seen anything to rave about in the countryside of Italy. I guess the pick is in the far north which we haven’t seen yet.


  On Tuesday we arrived at Rome Station and as soon as we stepped off the train a chap in uniform walked up and greeted us with broad smiles and offered to help the people from Australia! He was so nice and cheerful and helpful that immediately we loved Rome! What a difference such a small action makes. What was left of the afternoon was spent recuperating with a cup of coffee, finding the right bus and finally the hostel. We find everyone very helpful and confess that, apart from the odd staring man, we have been untroubled by the ‘pestering Italians’ we have heard about. Perhaps we just don’t appeal! However, we have been particularly warned about Naples so perhaps there’s worse to come.


  We arrived to find that the hostel didn’t open until 6pm. Who should be waiting on the steps, completely fed up and exhausted, but a young Canadian chap we last saw at Nice. We have also met up with six Canadian girls, also last seen at Nice – all very friendly and bright. While having our evening meal here the Canadian lad suggested that we might like to go to a performance called ‘Light and Sound’. Two New Zealand girls had told him about it. We went, and it was a most moving hour or two. It was held in the ancient Roman Forum, which is the remains of the hub of the Ancient Roman City. It is a spectacle in the form of a narration and dialogue of the story of the growth of the Roman Empire, accompanied by a musical background and sound effects. At the same time various parts of the ruins are floodlit to either illustrate the spoken passage, or deepen the effect on your imagination. It was really thrilling and with very little effort one could imagine the multitude swarming around screaming and shouting as they listened to their various leaders – Julius, Augustus Caesar and others of equal fame.


  This morning we spent most of the morning finding the American Express Office for our mail, which was wonderful to get. Incidentally, as we received a card from Rita and Margie, who were having a week in Wales, we have only now realised that our first lot of letters were probably waiting some days before Margie re-posted them for us. I’m sorry I didn’t send a card from Paris but I thought the letters I was sending would get there just as quickly. Of course I posted a card to you this morning. After that we organised ourselves onto two tours, one this afternoon and one tomorrow morning. Then we did a little sightseeing ourselves; to the Trevi Fountain, where we threw in our coin and to the Victor Emmanuel Monument which makes our Shrine in Melbourne look very small.


  Our tour this afternoon was very good. We had an extremely interesting guide who is completely wrapped up in classical architecture and ancient Roman history. He gave us quite a long and fervent talk at each of the various points of interest and certainly made things ‘live’ for us. He completely described the various parts of the ruins in the Forum and by the time we left I certainly understood them more. Likewise the famous marble statue of Moses carved by Michelangelo after he painted the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel was given much more meaning by his description of the moment in the life of Moses that the sculptor chose to portray. We also visited St Peter’s in the Chains which was built to house the chains in which St Peter was kept prisoner in Jerusalem and here in Rome. Then we went to ‘St Pauls Without the Walls’ (outside the city walls), built over the tomb of St Paul. It was once completely gutted by fire and, after 110 years of reconstruction, was finished as recently as 1931. It houses two extremely valuable altars given by the Emperor of Russia at the time of the reconstruction and has wonderful mosaics both outside and inside. Finally we went up to a high hill and had an extremely good view of all Rome.


  There is certainly a lot to be said for the tours in these large cities and we are very pleased to know that we are to have the same guide tomorrow morning when, among other things, we go to St Peter’s in the Vatican. Tomorrow is a public holiday for Corpus Christi so we are hoping that things will be going on in St Peter’s Square when we are there. Tomorrow afternoon we will have to really get hopping to see one or two special places and they’re not all in the one spot. On Friday we feel we must press on to Naples. It would take months to see all there is to see here in Rome so one has to be satisfied with a few chosen spots.


  I must tell you about one little event which of course just had to happen to me. After our tour the Canadian lasses asked us if we’d like to join them for something to eat at an inexpensive American restaurant they had found. Well it wasn’t all that bad either but when I went to pay for my bill the waiter, who was quite chatty and pleasant, informed me that the 500 lira coin I had given him was counterfeit! Imagine my astonishment. At first I thought it was the American Express who had given it to me, but then we worked it out to be one of the ice-cream sellers we had bought from during our tour. Just my luck of course, I wouldn’t know one from the other as half their coins are featherweight. Anyhow he said to pass it off to someone else, so now I can’t wait to get rid of it. I shall give it to some shark on a souvenir stand or something.
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  Received letter forwarded from London. Arrived Rome yesterday and love it. Last night we went to a Sound and Light Spectacle in the Forum which are the remains of an old temple. It was a most inspiring couple of hours and also gave us a brief picture of the history of Rome. We are going on two organised city tours as we feel Rome is too big to try to see on foot. This is an absolutely fascinating city – it’s rather like stepping into a three dimensional history book. The weather continues to be wonderful. The only complaint is that we seem to be skimming through the cash at a great rate. Tomorrow is Corpus Christi holiday here and as our tour takes us to St Peters we are hoping to see something of special interest, although no-one seems to know of any special procession. We shall probably be here for at least two more days, then on to Naples, Sorrento etc. Must rush to post this for there’s lots to see. Hope you are all well.


  


  Thursday 16th. This morning we had our second tour which took us to the Borghese Museum. Borghese was a wealthy Italian family who owned quite an extensive park and huge summer residence which was sold to the Italian Government for 400,000 Lira and is now a public park and museum. Several of Bernini’s famous sculptures are there, and there is no doubt that the famous masterpieces certainly make the other works look very ordinary. Some of the work is so clever it is almost impossible to think that it is solid marble and not the soft flesh or gentle folds of material it is portraying. After this museum we went to the Pantheon which was once a Pagan Temple dating back to years BC and is now one of the many churches of Rome. Of course all these places have something spectacular about them and this one was the solid cement dome – poured and set in one solid piece through a hole in the centre – which later served as the only source of light and also to allow the fumes from the burning of sacrifices to the Pagan Gods to escape.


  We are now in Florence and I find it a little difficult to recapture the thread of thought I had when I last left this. So much has happened since then and so quickly, with no opportunity for writing. However I shall try to keep it more or less in sequence. The Pantheon is also famous for housing the bones of the Christian Martyrs, who were brought from the Catacombs when St Constantine granted freedom of worship to the Christians. The Pantheon was then consecrated as a church. It is also the burial place of Victor Emmanuel, the first King of Italy. From the Pantheon we passed Castle St Angelo, otherwise called Hadrian’s Tomb, to get to St Peter’s Square. It was well timed, for we had about 10-15 mins to wander around, take photos and then be present for Pope John’s appearance for his Blessing of the people in the Square. That is a ritual which happens at noon each Sunday and on Holy Days, of which this was one. So I guess my visit to Rome was complete with the Papal Blessing! The most astounding thing to me was not the fact that at intervals through his Blessing people were kneeling in prayer, but the loud clapping and blaring of horns after it was all over! It seemed as out of place as applause in a church would be after the Benediction. However, one learns to see and hear, be amazed – and then accept.


  When all the tumult and tooting of horns had ceased and our crowd had gathered once more, we went into the one and only St Peter’s Basilica. One can’t possibly describe this magnificent church. It is as impossible to give a word picture of it, as it is to believe that the letters of the Trinity printed around the lower edge of the dome are each 6ft high. The perspective of everything in the church is so perfect it is just impossible to take in it’s tremendous size. Some might consider the decoration a little overdone for there hardly seems a part of it that is not ornamented in some way, but it is all so perfectly executed that I think it’s just a picture and I think most people who have seen it would agree with me. No wonder they brought out Italian craftsmen to do the mosaic work on our National War Memorial in Canberra, for it seems they have been masters of that art for many years. When looking at some of the fantastic works here, even at close quarters, it is impossible to believe they are not paintings and more particularly that the marble has not been artificially coloured in some way. There are only two paintings in the whole of St Peter’s; one watercolour Fresco and one oil painting. All the rest of the decoration is mosaic, excluding of course the sculpture. I suppose I could go on and on, using all kinds of superlatives to describe St Peter’s, but I would still feel it was inadequate. Suffice to say it is magnificent, and one of the few wonders that I feel you must see to believe. Even then it is hard to believe.


  At the end of our tour we decided to find a cheap Italian cafe with good food that Wendy had recommended and it was all she said it would be. Then we walked to the Colosseum to take our photos and see it at close quarters by day. We had already viewed it by moonlight after our ‘Light and Sound’ evening at the Forum. Next on the list was Hadrian’s Tomb, which is an interesting museum where we saw all the dungeons etc. We had an Italian guide who I’m quite sure was giving a most interesting explanation but who we couldn’t understand except when he said “Careful, mind your head” as we squeezed through the tiny openings! This museum, also called the Castle St Angelo, was reputed to be the spot where Pope Gregory, in 590, saw a vision of an angel sheathing a sword on top of the stone battlements of the castle. He took this to signify the end of the bubonic plague which was then raging in Rome and miraculously the plague came to an abrupt end. At the end of our inspection we headed back to the hostel for the evening, utterly exhausted.


  Friday 17th. We decided to go to Naples that day, or rather to go straight through Naples to Sorrento – well that was a day! Everything went haywire right from the start. We missed trains, we tramped all over the Vatican City in the terrific heat looking for the Sistine Chapel, which turned out to be ‘conveniently’ situated in the middle of the Vatican Museum with a 300 lira entrance fee which we refused to pay. After all, to pay about 4/- to go into a chapel is the limit, I feel! We were hot, thirsty and completely fed up by the time we discovered all this and had missed our train in vain.


  Next we finally arrived at Naples and were told we had to go to yet another station for Sorrento. Of course we took the wrong road and ended up in the middle of all the slums of Naples – and boy, that’s saying something. We were finally directed to the station through all the back streets by an old woman with small boy in tow, who persistently asked for something for ‘bambino’. We were quite sure she was taking us back to the station we had left and were all set to blow our tops on arrival. However, in that respect we did her an injustice for she took us to the correct station with two minutes to race on to the platform and into the train – with abuse being hurled after us because we left nothing for bambino. We had no time nor inclination actually.


  Panting, we got into a compartment and it wasn–t long before the inspector came. When we produced our tickets he told us they weren’t valid for that particular train! You just wouldn’t credit that such a string of events could all happen at once, but there’s more to come yet. After further consultation with yet another inspector we finally realised that we would have to pay the extra. While all this was going on some of the locals became involved in an argument of their own with the two inspectors. You just should have heard the screaming bedlam. Everyone joined in – all speaking, or rather shouting, at once and waving their arms about. The loudest and the most continuous of all was a common peasant woman who was clutching with one arm a disgustingly filthy child of about 18 months who proceeded to feed at her breast while Momma argued with all and sundry. We certainly came to grips with southern Italy the hard way and I’m afraid the impression was far from favourable.


  At last we arrived in Sorrento and this at least looked reasonable. It didn’t take us long to find the hostel, but imagine our complete and utter frustration to find it was not open. In fact the grinning youths we found there were still in the process of laying cement in the grounds. Although advertised as opening in April, it was far from complete. All the buses to one or two other small places with hostels nearby had finished for that day, so we had to turn round and return to Naples, which was not an intriguing thought. Because of the money we had spent all for nothing, we had to forego Capri, Pompeii and Vesuvius. The latter we could see quite well from the train and again by night from the hostel.


  One wouldn’t think anything else could possibly happen but when we returned to Naples, we found a bus stop and then waited for over an hour while every bus but ours came. By this time we were fully convinced that ours was not running and I finally looked around at a voice which had been murmuring in my ear and which I had been ignoring. With that the owner, rather a dashing looking man, whipped out an identification card and muttered politzi, assuring me that he was a policeman (a plain clothes detective I imagine) and that he was genuinely trying to help us. He then informed us that our bus was not running and kindly escorted us on a long walk to catch an alternative bus. He was the one bright spot on the horizon for the whole day and helped restore our faith in human nature. The hostel wasn’t too bad and had a nice high position as a lot of them seem to have but the final straw came when we couldn’t even boil some water for a cup of coffee. We went to bed thoroughly fed up and exhausted on one small tasteless apricot for tea! Yes that really was a day out of the box and we couldn’t wait to shake the dust of southern Italy from our heels. The country too is poor and very uninteresting.


  Saturday 18th. Well if Friday had been bad, Saturday was just the reverse. In fact the two days in retrospect made me think of Hussan. He had made a remark during our talk in the moonlight about life having to have the sad to compensate for the happy moments and vice versa, otherwise there would be no proper perspective. How right his short moment of philosophising had proved to be. Friday brought us back to earth with a bang and Saturday gave us new heart. It is quite extraordinary how both the people and the country change as one heads south. Rome is wonderful, especially historically and the people on the whole are acceptable, but borderline in my opinion. Florence on the other hand is delightful. Old, certainly, but with a definite atmosphere and graciousness about it. The people are much nicer and the shops and goods in them very tempting. Alas, our money is running out and we have come to the conclusion that in Switzerland we return to hitch-hiking. Being a reasonably small country, we hope that the lifts will be easier and time will not be so important by then. My only regret is the lack of funds to buy a few souvenirs of any value but there it is and I’m stuck with it.


  Sunday 19th. The Florence hostel is a dream. I gather it must have once been the home of a wealthy Florentine family for it is palatial in size and appearance. Situated in wonderful surroundings, approached by a long tree-lined drive, it is quite ornate in its decoration. Curtain effects have even been carved in the marble archways. Of course I nonchalantly walked into one when passing another lass, expecting it to give way as material drapes would – trust me! This morning we toured the town to see the Cathedral. It is very ornately decorated on the outside, but the inside is just a complete contrast to St Peter’s in Rome.


  Apparently, at the time of construction, the population of Florence said they wanted a plain interior for that was where they went to worship, not to look around at decorations. On the other hand, they wanted a pretty outside appearance for everyone to see and admire. Quite an admirable idea really and except for the altars there is practically nothing to relieve the bare walls and ceilings, which are quite vast. The church holds 30,000 standing, which was the entire population at the time of construction in the 13th-15th Century; it took 150 years to build!


  Other places we visited were an ancient palace, now the Town Hall, where they hold music festivals etc. The famous Ponte Vecchio is noted for the jewellery shops stretching across the double bridge, which is now only open to foot traffic. Although there were one or two other places we could have visited, Aileen was by this time footsore and, as we were both satisfied with what we had seen, the grounds of the hostel beckoned us back for a quiet relax in the shade, so here I am catching up with the latest.


  There’s no doubt about the nerve of these Southern Italians. I was stretched out dozing on the lawns when I woke suddenly to see a vision looking down at me from my feet. The vision turned out to be a man from Naples (I could have guessed!) who proceeded to sit himself down right beside me, loll over me and, in half Italian, half French, invite me for a walk. Well I ask you! I felt positively ill. He was only a young lad but I guess age doesn’t bother them any. Like the other time Aileen and I were approached by two weedy looking individuals, in St Peter’s church of all places! Can’t say we were particularly flattered by the types. Now if some of the handsome policemen were to ask us to go with them to a museum, well that could be another story. Every now and then I hear Aileen say in a low husky voice “Ooh, look at that” and of course I can guess it will be a ‘Carabiniere’!


  
  postcard

  20.6.60


  Have posted another batch via London. Thought you might like to see the dream of a hostel we have in Florence. I am not sure of its background but feel it must have been a wealthy Florentine family’s place. We had a hasty trip from Rome to Naples and everything went wrong – we hated it and were glad to shake the southern dust from our shoes and reach the north again. Florence is very attractive and after a relaxed day and two nights with showers, we set off tomorrow for Venice. The holiday weather continues and it’s hard to believe it is ever anything else but hot and sunny – wonderful. Finances dwindling. Probably have to hitch again in Switzerland but it will be worth it I guess. Hope you are all well as we are.


  


  Venice, 21st June. Well time and miles go by. Actually I’m a bit worried about my last batch of four letters. I posted them in Florence and only put the same stamp on the letter as I had been doing for cards. If Margie has to pay that’s not so bad as I can repay her but if they don’t send them I’ll be furious as I had covered quite a bit of the trip and I’m sure I couldn’t recall it all again, certainly not with the same ‘fresh impression’. So, if there is a long break in the mail I guess that’s the reason.


  Goodness me, I either seem to get four letters written or four lines. I am now sitting on the railway platform at Trento, at the foot of the Italian Dolomites, waiting for our train to Milan. We had a good trip from Florence to Venice where we spent two very enjoyable days. We were very taken with Venice, it is one of those places which has complete individuality. Primarily of course because of its situation, being entirely surrounded by water, with no motor traffic of any sort. Admittedly some of the back canals were a bit on the smelly side and possibly more so in mid-summer, but certainly not to compare with some of the comments I have heard.


  The first day we wandered around the tiny streets which are filled with shops displaying all sorts of the famous Venetian glassware, which we are too poor to buy. We also visited the main Church of St Marc where the entire decoration of the ceiling is Venetian mosaic – in glass instead of marble. It is very ornate and rather oriental in design inside, with lots of heavy-beamed archways etc. and quite different from any of the others we have visited. We photographed the well-known Bridge of Sighs, which connects the Ducal Palace to the prisons. On the second day we spent the morning checking up on trains and exploring some more of Venice, including the Rialto Bridge and street market. Then, after a snack, we caught the boat over to the Lido, which is a long narrow strip of land protecting Venice from the Adriatic Sea. The Lido is reputed to be the most famous beach in Europe. We had to pay about 1/3 each for half a day to have a small cubicle to change in. There certainly is nice fine sand, but quite greyish in colour. Nevertheless we basked in the sunshine and in fact we both went to sleep.


  Yesterday (Wed. 22nd), we caught an early train up here to Trento. It’s a small town situated, as I mentioned before, at the foot of the Dolomites. Unfortunately we seem to be thwarted at every turn. The ride on the funicular railway to one of the high peaks of the mountains was much too expensive, so that was out. We decided to walk to an impressive looking mausoleum surrounded by a circle of columns, also on a high hill. On reaching the entrance we found it closed at 4pm and it was by then about 4.30pm! So we finished up going to an old castle which is now a national museum and had a look at some of their archaeological finds. Nothing has compared though with the museum in Milan. We also spent some time in the pretty gardens here in Trento. I forgot to mention that in Venice we sat in St Marco’s Square at tables listening to the orchestra playing very pleasant music while we had a cup of tea which cost us about 4/- Stg. each! Needless to say we didn’t repeat that performance.


  Well, of all the things that have happened to us this is the most annoying. We were waiting for a train to Milan and the wretched policeman told us the wrong train and here we are sitting in the gardens at Bolzano where we have about three hours to wait for the next train. We thought it strange that we should head north from Trento, but thought it must have been going via another route. In actual fact the train was going to Munich in Germany, so we thought we had better get off at Bolzano and work it out from there. Actually Bolzano looks quite a town but we can’t carry our packs too far so are content to sit and relax in the park which is near the station. We are now even further north in the Dolomites and still surrounded by mountains. It is all very attractive but, as we had hoped to get through Milan to Como and now we shall have to stay overnight in Milan, it is a bit aggravating. However, it doesn’t do any good to worry about it, so we shall make the best of our misfortune this time.


  We finally managed to reach Milan at about 7pm. and thereby hangs a tale – I laugh every time I think of it. There we were, sitting having our soup in the hostel, when up came a chap who spoke to me in French. I took him to be at the hostel, for as far as we knew outsiders weren’t allowed in. After a few exchanges he vanished only to return later and continue his conversation, which eventually led to an invitation to have a look at Milan. Oh well, yes, we thought that was quite a good idea, still under the impression he was staying at the hostel. Well, we went out and met his friend who was considerably younger, but who spoke quite acceptable English. Imagine our surprise when they told us they both lived in Milan and we realised how naive we had been! However, undaunted, off we set and what a scream that turned out to be. Actually, they did take us to see an old 13th Century cathedral, floodlit quite effectively, but of course that was just a novel approach for the Italians! I wish you could have been there. Aileen is quite a humorist and it turned out to be one big laugh for, as luck would have it, they too had a sense of humour. I feel we were bound to have to come to grips (figuratively speaking) with these Italian swains eventually and I guess it’s something that it was our fond farewell to Italy. You can’t help laughing though – these men!


  Today, Friday, we collected the mail we had returned to Milan especially to collect. It was wonderful to get mail but, alas, I had to miss the Florence lot and am just hoping they have re-directed it to London as instructed. I also received a note from Margie telling me she has sent two lots of letters on, so I hope you are now some way along the track with me. We caught the train from Milan to Como. Unfortunately our weather has changed and it was overcast and very hazy there; impossible for photographs. That’s a shame, for Como looked most attractive. From there we started our hitch-hiking once again. This time we had a rather better attitude, after meeting all the others who are doing it. We are not sorry, however, that we ‘trained’ in Italy! As we only had about three hours left of the afternoon, we were happy to reach Lugarno which was our goal. It took three different lifts, the last with an Italian who just couldn’t get over the fact that we were all the way from Australia. Unfortunately it has now started to rain, which is most disappointing for our first day in perhaps the most picturesque country of all. We are hoping against hope that it will be clear again tomorrow.


  I must tell you about our last night in the Milan hostel. After our little outing with ‘the boys’, we returned in time to get to bed before the hostel shut at 11pm. After groping round in the dark out of thought for the other girls, we had to go to another section of the hostel to wash. Well, while we were busy preparing for bed we heard the ‘Poppa’ of the place prowling round and turning off lights. What we didn’t realise was that he had locked us in and there was absolutely no way we could get out. All the beds in this section were occupied and it looked as though we would just have to sit up on the cold floor all night. Fortunately there happened to be two canvas stretchers folded up in the corner and there was just enough room for the two of them when erected. We were both in our nylon pyjamas with not another thing for cover expect a towel and, although the night had been pleasant enough, we were cold in the early hours and not much sleep came our way. There we were only too pleased at not being locked out, only to find ourselves locked in the wrong part of the hostel with our beds all nicely made and waiting elsewhere. We could hardly believe it, but there is was! We laugh about it now but it wasn’t so funny at the time. However, we were mighty grateful for those two stretchers as it would have been considerably colder on the floor!


  Sunday 26th, Interlaken. We have now had our first real sample of Swiss countryside. Much to our sorrow it rained nearly all yesterday. In fact it was so wet we went to the station to inquire about trains but, because we would have had to go up to Lucerne and back to Interlaken it would have cost us about £2. So we decided to try hitching after all. We got two very good lifts. Neither driver spoke English, but the second chap spoke French which helped. He was a sweetie who brought us right into Interlaken. He stopped for us at the two famous passes we went over – San Gottardo and Susten. I took a couple of photos in spite of the weather. He even bought us a bunch of Alpine Roses and finally drove us right to Wilderswil where the hostel is, just out of Interlaken.


  We are spending today here. We had hopes of going up the Jung Frau but as it is still inclined to rain they probably won’t be running the train. I believe it wasn’t running yesterday. Switzerland is just beautiful in spite of the bad weather – even that can’t camouflage its beauty. How disappointing though for photography. We are hoping against hope that as we go north it will improve. There was still snow on the mountains as we travelled over the passes yesterday, but dirty.  However, at Susten Pass it had formed into a small glacier which was rather intriguing and, even from the road, you could see the blueness in the crevices it had formed. What a heavenly drive it was, finishing by driving right alongside one of the two lakes which stretch on either side of Interlaken.


  This morning we had a walk around Wilderswil. The weather was still very cloudy but not raining. Then we walked into Interlaken and strolled around the shops. It is just one long line of souvenir shops, jewellers etc. along each side of the main street. As it was by this time pouring with rain, we decided to have lunch while sheltering. It really looked as though it had set in properly. However, after an hour or so it had eased off somewhat, so I suggested that we should have a look at the casino gardens. As luck would have it just after we arrived we saw the floral clock strike 3pm and the sun came out. Since then we have been sitting in the heavenly, though somewhat watery, sunshine, waiting for a concert to start at 4pm. There are still lots of clouds around the tops of the mountains and it’s a bit hard to guess what tomorrow is going to be like, but we are hoping.


  Monday, 27th. The concert in the casino gardens at Interlaken was very good. Unfortunately with the weather being what it was there wasn’t much else we could do but walk the three miles home. Much to our mutual surprise, we once again ran into the six Canadian lasses we have met from time to time. They have also started to hitch-hike in Switzerland. Today, fortunately, the weather has improved and we can see blue skies again. We travelled to Bern today, with three lifts. We passed through some lovely little towns right on the edge of the western-most lake from Interlaken. We are surprised that we still find it hard to find English-speaking people although our last driver spoke a little. He told us they have four languages in Switzerland – German, French, Italian and Romansch (in the St Moritz area). Bern is quite a large city, being the capital of Switzerland. You should see all the lovely watches going for a song – and alas we can’t sing! Never mind, we are having a wonderful time! The hostel here is very new and we believe has hot water for one hour each night – whacko! By the way I am now more hopeful of seeing the Passion Play for we have met several lasses who went without booking and who managed to get a ticket, so here’s hoping.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  
  postcard

  27.6.60


  Our holiday is now nearing the end much to our sorrow, but it will be nice to have a hot bath again! We are now hitch-hiking again and this time we are more resigned to it. The Swiss people we have found very kind although not many speak English, but our smattering of French helps. Switzerland is just beautiful although would you believe it the very day we came from Italy it started raining and has been more or less ever since. Today however, the sun is shining and we hope that’s a good sign. We go from Berne to Lucerne then Zurich, then Basel and then post haste to London. Got your letter in Milan but had to get the Florence issue re-directed to London as we had to leave before the office opened so I shall look forward to catching up on the gaps in the news when I get home. Hope my mail is arriving safely. We continue to have a wonderful time. Hope you are all well.


  


  Lucerne


  28th June 1960


  Dear Family,


  Received your welcome letter here at Lucerne today Mother, and before I proceed there are one or two points I feel I should clarify. Firstly, I have been sending my English airletters to Margie in London and she posts them there for me, it’s cheaper that way. The cards I have been sending direct to fill in the gaps and keep you more or less up with us en route! To save space I have not started or ended many of the letters, most of them being written in sequence. In all there should be ten letters plus this one which I shall post when we reach England.


  Wednesday 29th – Mulhouse, France. It is just amazing – whenever I start to write something interrupts after about four lines! Last night it was another Australian boy at the hostel (from Elsternwick, formerly Bonbeach!) He has been hitching through Germany and Scandinavia and is heading through Yugoslavia to Greece and then Italy. It’s amazing where we Aussies get to. We have been extremely fortunate with our hitch-hiking in Switzerland and think the Swiss are delightful people. Our last ride in Switzerland and our first in France have proved to be the best from the point of view of the kindness of the people. Once again we cut our trip by a town. The weather all through Switzerland has been really terrible and one wouldn’t think it possible to leave such a lovely country with so few photographs. I just had to take one of Lucerne in the pouring rain, but of course scenic shots in the hills when it’s raining are hopeless. We decided if the rain was to continue it was quite pointless going to Zurich for one can’t sightsee in the wet and it just means tramping round from shop door to shop door spending money for nothing, so we decided to come straight from Lucerne to Basel which is on the border of France and Switzerland.


  In all we had six different lifts today, the most we have ever had in one day. As I mentioned, the last one in Switzerland which took us to Basel was with an extremely nice man who didn’t speak a word of English and only as we were approaching the end of our ride did we discover that we could have struggled along in French. However, when he found out that we were just passing through Basel, he took us on a tour of the city, along the Rhine River and finally took us right to the border. He was so sweet and had a nice big Chevrolet car too. We have even had a lift in a Citroen Goddess and today the most super, streamlined American style coupe, but I couldn’t find its name. It was driven by a young chap who spoke just a little English and no French. He apologised to “my ladies” for not being able to take us any further! We had decided en route to try to reach Mulhouse which is the first place in France with a Youth Hostel.


  As we were getting our passports stamped at the border, a gentleman standing talking to the Customs men asked where we were going. When we said Mulhouse, he asked “On foot?” to which I replied “No, auto-stop” (which is what they call hitching over here). “Oh”, he said and, with the help of his friend who was inside the Custom’s box talking to the officials, he explained that they came from Mulhouse. He said that if we would wait for one hour for them to complete their business in Switzerland, they would take us right there. Well, it sounded too good to be true but, after accepting, we began to have a doubt or two for we hadn’t accepted any other lift, or asked for one, with two men. However, they weren’t gone an hour when they returned and piled us into a Renault Dauphine.


  They turned out to be extremely nice fellows, both married. One spoke a little English and he pointed out various places of interest along the way. They brought us right to the door of the hostel and then bought us a beer at a restaurant next door. They couldn’t have been nicer! We feel we have been very fortunate with our lifts. We haven’t had to wait long anywhere, but only in France have we been treated to a beer as well – once on our way to Lyon and now today.


  Quite frankly, I won’t be sorry when we have finished hitching. You do get more used to it as the days go by, but it is not my ideal pastime by a long chalk. We have asked Rita to bring Eartha down to Dover to meet us as we hope to be there by Sunday. As it happens, if our luck holds, we may even do it by Saturday. We aren’t quite as hopeful though about the rest of our route to Calais; perhaps not so many cars, and greater distances to cover.


  Monday 4th July, London. How you ever follow these letters I’ll never know. With these long breaks it’s difficult not to jump ahead of sequence. Our Youth Hostel at Mulhouse was very good and, through a discussion with a young local lad, I learnt that it had been donated by the citizens of Mulhouse. He was extremely proud of it, as were our two friends mentioned previously. They had explained as we passed through the town how most of it had been destroyed by American bombers during the war and how it had then been rebuilt. The sports pavilion was one of their ‘proud possessions’. We were also assured that Mulhouse produced the best sportsmen in all of France. Golly they were funny, one in particular, but it was nice to hear their obvious pride and civic interest and indeed most of the town reflected the citizens’ interest quite noticeably.


  I must say this trip through the north of France gave me a much more favourable impression than the section I saw last year. The countryside and type of agriculture are, strangely enough, quite like parts of Australia. They go in more for large expanses of crops as we do, rather than the ‘strip agriculture’ of Germany, Denmark, Belgium etc. As I am writing another airmail letter I shall elaborate more in that, but briefly our hitch-hiking was not quite as satisfactory as in Switzerland and we took the train from Lille to Calais to make sure we would catch the ferry. That particular stretch of road was not a main highway and we were fed up with hitching anyway. We are both of the opinion that hitch-hiking in general, but particularly in a foreign country where there is a language barrier, is ‘for the birds’ as the popular saying goes. Loved receiving all your mail when I returned.


  Much love, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London S.W.3


  4th July 1960


  Dear Family,


  I thought I would get right up to date with a ‘proper’ letter before the next hectic fortnight starts! So to continue. The last place I described was Mulhouse. Without wasting a lot of time on details of all the lifts, we seemed to be in and out of every conceivable kind of truck the next day. The French truck drivers won our hearts, they nearly all stop if they are by themselves and are very good. However we had quite long waits and we seemed to be making slow progress. Our last lift for that day was in a tiny Citroen with a funny little fellow who, with his hat turned up all round, looked like a comedian. He was most disparaging about all the people on holidays in their big, fast cars – very dangerous etc. He said he wouldn’t travel too fast for that reason, but I wish you could have seen the hair-raising moments we had as he weaved all over the place while he carried on this very animated conversation with me! Golly we laughed.


  We stayed in a funny little place called Ligny-en-Barrois, still behind our schedule, as it was by then about 7pm and our driver was most insistent that it would be unwise for us to continue at that late hour. Actually we were quite worried about his welfare after leaving him as the poor little man had to make a hasty exit for the toilet and we don’t know to this day if he made the distance or not. The next day was another poor day to start with, but we did finally manage to get a lift to St Quentin with a man in a small Mercedes Benz who took us about as far in two hours as we had travelled for the rest of the day. We were still behind our goal though, for we had hoped to at least reach Lille that day, but settled for St Quentin.


  When we were in a shop buying bread, a woman helped translate the fact that the loaf we asked for was what they called ‘black bread’. It looked like ordinary brown bread to us but, rightly or wrongly, they were sure we wouldn’t want it! This lady then asked if we were going to the Youth Hostel and I replied “Yes, that’s correct.” So she kindly offered to show us the way, as it was quite a long walk, but in her direction. She was the sweetest woman. She spoke very correct French and slowly so we had no difficulty in conversing with her. She told us that her 26-yr old son had stayed at Youth Hostels when travelling. She asked us to wait while she dropped her parcels at her home and collected a basket, as she was going to her ‘garden’ which was quite a long walk out towards the edge of town. Apparently they live in these small-fronted houses which open right on to the footpath, with just shuttered windows and a door on to the narrow street, and have their own garden plots further out as part of a large vegetable garden area. As Aileen said “I wouldn’t like to have that walk just to pick a lettuce and a few tomatoes or onions”. Better than nothing though I guess.


  Well, as we approached the garden, she asked us if we liked salad and when I said “Oh, yes we do” she said “would you like some tonight, for if you wish I shall give you some!” So, thanks to her kindness, we came away with two freshly cut lettuce and about half a dozen spring onions to add to our eggs, which she had seen us buying. Wasn’t that sweet of her. We were only sorry that we knew no other way of expressing our gratitude than a simple “Thank you” repeated several times!


  Our last day was also ‘slow’ but, as it turned out, we had a most amusing experience. We were walking through a town after our first lift when a car drew up beside us and asked me if I was Spanish. “No,” I said, “Australian.” “Oh,” they said in French “we are Spanish and you look Spanish. Where are you going?” “To Lille” we said. “So are we,” they said, “come with us”. Out they got, cleared the back seat and in we got. This is fine, we thought, we should make Calais in good time. Well, I shall have to tell you the more amusing part of the conversation sometime. Suffice to say that it wasn’t long before they suggested we might stay the night with them in Lille ‘ensemble’ dining, dancing etc. I wish you could have heard them trying to make the whole thing sound terribly appealing. In fact they even said they would drive us to Calais if we would be ‘kind’ to them. Well, lummee! I was the chosen one it seemed – Aileen was palmed off on the mate. But I wish you could have seen my catch! Fat, bloated, unshaven (which isn’t unusual in the daytime among some Continental types we have noticed) and with long filthy fingernails. I certainly wasn’t very flattered. None of these points were of course noticed when we accepted the lift. They had looked dark, but then they were Spanish and, from outside the car, looked reasonable!


  Well, the funniest part, or so it was later for us, was that when they finally accepted a firm “No” for an answer, they decided they wouldn’t take us to Lille after all, but that we could get out then and there, which suited us fine! Most of the talking had been done by the one chap (my mate!) and he was just like a petulant child when he said to his mate “Stop here, stop here, let them out!” How we laughed for the rest of the day at being ‘tossed out’. However, we were thankful that was the outcome of it all. Pity about missing the lift right through to Calais though!


  We finally came to Lille, which is the main centre for the thousand and one coal mines around that area. This part of the country is very unattractive and dirty, which is understandable with coal areas, I guess. As the main roads seemed to terminate at Lille and we were now reasonably close to Calais and both fed up with hitching, we spent about 14/- each on a train ticket. It felt just wonderful sitting in the train knowing that we had no more waiting and waving of thumbs and that we would arrive at Calais at a given time. We sat back like cats after eating bowls of cream.


  Our troubles weren’t quite over however for, after walking quite a long way around Calais, we found the Youth Hostel closed for repair. Fortunately we found a very nice clean restaurant with rooms to let, quite near the ferry port. We had a wonderful dinner of grilled steak and French fried potatoes, French bread, a Carafe of red wine, and cups of coffee, as well as a huge plate of chips between us. They were all delicious. That dinner, the room and breakfast next morning cost us no more than 15/- each, including a 10% service charge. Madame and Monsieur were both extremely pleasant so we felt well compensated for the hostel being closed.


  Rita and Margie met us at Dover, but not until we had waited and searched for them for about four hours. We were quite worried that they may have had trouble on the way down. But it all turned out swimmingly and we had a very gay and happy reunion. We both feel very satisfied with our trip which holds many happy memories. Some places appealed more than others and for different reasons, but it was all in all a very happy holiday. Even the hitch-hiking, which I don’t like, I’m quite glad to have experienced for myself.


  I popped into work today to collect some pay which was being held for me. I had previously rung to say I would start work tomorrow as I had one or two business calls to make today, fixing up a visa for Moscow etc. Golly, isn’t it amazing, I shall be off again in a fortnight. I can hardly believe it! Wonderful life eh? The few people at Kodak I ran into all seemed pleased to see me back and asked after my doings etc. I shall miss them quite a lot when I leave I know, for they have made me feel so very welcome – from the ‘top dogs’ to the lift men! I do wish you could meet some of the friends I have made over here. They are many and varied but one realises very strongly that it’s the individual that counts, regardless of which country they come from and there’s certainly some fine people scattered about the globe. It’s a pity there has to be this unrest hovering in the background, but I guess that’s life and a national weakness rather than an individual one.


  Well, as it is now nearly 8.30pm and I still haven’t eaten (continental hours you know!). I must away and eat my special treat for Aileen and my return. We still have some of our French lettuce and I got some meat, tomatoes and eggs, so it’s a summer tea tonight and, as an ‘extra’ strawberries and cream. Aileen is staying here a couple of nights until she gets settled – and blow me down, she must have been invited out for tea as she hasn’t returned as yet. Never mind, hers will keep until tomorrow.


  ’Bye bye for now, my love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Between Trips


  London S.W.3


  10th July 1960


  Dear Family,


  I have had Aileen here with me until yesterday, when we moved her around to a new room. She had been flatting with Marg L. and other lasses, but they gave up the flat when we went away. So now Aileen is, like me, on her own. Actually, because of our various comings and goings we haven’t been able to consider sharing but, if by any chance she is still here when I have to settle once again, we possibly will think about it. However, she intends leaving England about October so it probably won’t eventuate.


  Unfortunately this year we are not so lucky with our English weather. Although it is reasonably warm it is not always sunny, in fact this week we have had quite a lot of rain. Today, Sunday, is grey and wet! Not exactly picnic weather. Nothing terribly exciting to report this week! I had one evening out with Mike and the rest of the week seemed to be spent missing telephone calls from Hussan. Last night there was a party at Rita’s flat which was quite bright, but we were all in a mood to talk as we hadn’t seen each other for a while. On Friday Aileen and I decided to go to the pictures where we saw the most blood-thirsty programme. I can’t remember ever seeing so many ‘bodies’ hit-the-deck in one night – it was quite hilarious in the finish. There is a programme here called South Sea Adventure in Cinemascope, which includes Australia and which I have heard is very beautiful, but so far haven’t had the time to go.


  This time next week we should be somewhere on a coach in Germany! That’s if we ever get that far. Golly this organisation seems terribly casual. Here it is, not a week away, and they still haven’t asked for the balance of our fares! Still, I guess it will all work out. Actually I had been wondering what to do about my room but have almost decided that, by the time I spend the extra money for temporary accommodation at the OVC, I might just as well keep on the room here for two weeks and be done with it. Then next time, whenever that is, I shall go for good!


  At the moment I am in a quandary as to what to do. At the end of my last trip I had decided I was just about satisfied with what I have seen of the Continent and that I wouldn’t bother planning to return. Aileen is very keen to go to Scotland and Joan M. also mentioned that to me earlier, so I thought we might go up there instead. Then I remembered Oberammergau and thought perhaps the money I would have spent on the Continent I could put into a tour there. Margie has also had a proposition put to her by someone to join a party driving through Europe and Asia home to Australia, which would mean leaving in about a month. Nothing is definite there either, but as the party of four seems to be disintegrating, I have almost decided to scrap a possible trip in Eartha to the Continent and revert to my original idea of Scotland and an Oberammergau tour. There is a tour for 29-1/2 guineas which sounds quite reasonable, so I think I may decide on that one.


  I wrote a note to Irene last week and had a reply saying she was pretty tied up but that she would arrange to see me after our trip to Moscow. She is coming up on Thursday to go to the Garden Party with Ann. I haven’t seen or heard of Ann since my return this time. Incidentally, neither Margie nor I got an invitation through Victoria House. It’s just as well I am not going really, for it would have meant a new hat at least, probably more. After all I have seen the Queen quite often, in fact I have a perfect photo of her at the Epsom Derby. She appears to be looking right at the camera and it’s quite close too! I do hope next week is fine for it will be terribly disappointing for all those lasses who spend money on pretty things if it rains and spoils them.


  All the summer sales are on again. I decided yesterday, when the wet came through my black shoes, that it was not an extravagance but a necessity for me to buy another pair. I seem to live in this one pair and of course suede is ‘out’ in London streets, they get absolutely ruined. So, I shall try to find something during the sales. Tonight we have tickets to see the Bolshoi Ballet – getting in a little Russian culture before our visit! Quite a good idea really for it may not be the season in Moscow when we are there. There is quite a possibility I may get some extra film from Kodak to take some photos for them. The suggestion was made the other day, so we’ll see what happens.


  Well family, think that’s the lot for now, hope you are all well, my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  15th July 1960


  Dear Family,


  This is a frantic last minute effort actually. I knew these two weeks were just going to fly and boy, how right I was. Here I am on the eve of going away again – life is certainly never dull! Now first of all I know I mentioned doubts about my room in a couple of letters. First I was moving, then I wasn’t. Well, that’s just what’s been going on in my mind. However, when I finally made up my mind to go, the landlord said I can keep the room on free of charge for the two weeks I am away. As I shall have to live somewhere when I come back, it really suits very well. Next time I shall have four weeks to do something about packing and then it must happen because the owners expect to leave themselves in September. So my address is still here until the end of August. I have just this minute written to accept a booking to Oberammergau, leaving London on the 30th of August for seven days. It’s quite a good trip for the money, going through Nurnberg in Germany, which is somewhere I had rather hoped to see, via Belgium and back also through Belgium and Luxembourg. Of course, in my usual Jonah’s fashion, the ruddy price has gone up by two guineas. Better accommodation is the excuse, so it is now 31-1/2 guineas instead of the 29-1/2 as advertised! By comparison with what I have spent on other trips it is quite expensive for seven days, but I think, all things considered, it will be worth it.


  So that means I shall have all of August in London. Then after Oberammergau, Aileen and I are planning to go to Scotland. I am also hoping Joan and Rosalie will join us and so defray expenses even more. Dear old Eartha is still chugging along and, thanks to Dorothy’s boys, now has her name on the driver’s door. It was quite hilarious last Saturday as we drove down North End Road market street. All the Cockneys were calling out from their stalls “Hello Eartha, how are you luv” and such like. Then as I turned a corner with the lights another driver said “Good-day Eartha” and gave me a wave. Seems to appeal to their sense of humour! Rita had a change of heart while I was away and learnt to overcome her nervousness of driving in London and this time I am lending her to Mike. It is much better than having her idle in the gutter!


  The night before last I finally managed to be home when Hassan rang. The poor boy had rung about five times during the week, but I was always out. However, I saw him last night and we went round to see Aileen. He was very happy to meet up with us again, especially as he has been having quite a lot of bother getting work. For the two weeks we have been home, the weather has been soaking and most depressing, so he was very lonely for company. He is also going away for a little while, up to Cambridge and Oxford, but he intends to contact me when I return from the salt mines! I had a long talk on the telephone with Dorothy the other night and she tells me they are off home, probably in October. It is quite unexpected in that they thought it would be next year and once this winter had passed they didn’t think any moves would be made. It seems there’s a general re-shuffle in Coles Ltd. They are quite pleased I think, but there’s a terrific amount to do like places they haven’t visited but always meant to and schools to organise for the boys etc. Isn’t it strange, we’re all heading back at roughly the same time.


  I have no idea what the mailing situation will be from Russia, or how expensive it will be. I know the rate of exchange is appalling. However, I shall try to send cards where possible and I think the long letters will have to wait until my return. I shall write it all down in a book I think. Any time you feel like writing just carry on, it’s lovely to come back to a stack of letters. I am laden up with cameras, film etc. I only hope we get a reasonable guide who will let us take the usual tourist photos. By the way my last trip photography was quite successful I’m happy to say.


  Cheerio for now. All my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  Moscow Trip


  
  postcard

  London 2.8.60


  I am part way through a long ‘volume’ but, as it may not be posted for a day or so, I thought I should just let you know I am now back in the wonderful western civilization! The trip was absolutely wonderful – in some ways the most enjoyable experience I have had so far. Certainly very enlightening, but it’s good to be back where life is really for living. Sorry this is so brief. Hope you are all well as I am, letter following very soon.


  


  London S.W.3


  31st July 1960


  Dear Family,


  I can hardly believe it, but here I am back in London once again. I almost feel as if I have returned from another planet, it is quite extraordinary. As you know, although I thrive on company, I am not usually the lonely type but, after so much company and such hilarity for a solid 15 days, my little room in Chelsea seems strangely quiet today. However, as I have so much to put straight, it is just what I need before setting off in the work-a-day world once more. I have already started by washing my hair and myself in a bath of hot water. Tomorrow is August Bank Holiday and I am spending most of the day with Mike, possibly at Hampstead Heath where all the Pearlies and Cockneys spend their day, so it will make a pleasant finish to this fascinating holiday I have had.


  Firstly I must apologise for something that has hit me forcibly since my return last night. I have failed miserably in bringing back any ‘personal’ souvenirs of Russia for anyone. It wasn’t for the want of looking, believe me. The only explanation I can offer is that any small, inexpensive item was too paltry to consider, or not at all typically Russian. On the other hand, anything which could really be considered as Russian and/or an acceptable gift, was exorbitantly expensive and not all that good even then. My one prize acquisition is in the form of six long playing records, all at 10/- each. They are at least £2 here!. I don’t know for sure of the quality, as we have been warned that some Russian pressings are not so good, but I hope I have been lucky. I have the full score of the Swan Lake Ballet by the Bolshoi Theatre Orchestra and three of Tchaikovsky’s other compositions. I am hoping those at least will give a little enjoyment, along with the films I took. Anyway so much for that.


  Now for the trip. Once again I marvel at those people who succeed in keeping up to date day-to-day diaries on such a trip. I started well, began to drag and finally gave up the struggle. I believe I am not alone in this for even last night, returning from Rotterdam in the plane, one of the schoolboys was frantically copying someone else’s notes for a week before! I feel I should start with our tour companions and also with yet another apology for only one card in the whole 15 days but buying of cards, stamps, finding time to write them and finally post them was practically impossible. That is possibly something which seems strange to the person at home, but I found it much more difficult on this trip than, say, on my previous one. I hope you weren’t too disappointed, especially as that one card had so little news, but it is difficult to know what to say from such a country! However, on with the story.


  Firstly, I should like you to imagine a state of mild chaos and disorganisation, right from start to finish. That may help you to get a mental picture necessary for my story. After a reasonably busy week, the Friday night turned out to be quite a whirl. I had worked overtime, Mike was to collect my car sometime, I had to visit Aileen to return her camera, while Margie was to collect my lilo to pack with her things. It was all quite chaotic for Mike arrived just as I was leaving, so he came with me while I visited the girls. That made him late as he had arranged to meet some other people back in London in about an hour. Margie, in her usual unlucky way, had splashed ammonia into her eye late in the afternoon and, with eyes streaming and Rita’s help, was frantically trying to pack her things. She had middle of the night visits to eye hospitals and all. Oh yes, it was quite a night!


  I collapsed into bed late and arose at 6am to be at the Bus Station by 7.30am. Everything went well in that regard, although my case was extremely heavy with tinned food etc. Even the bus conductors gasped in surprise as they helped me on and off with it! I arrived at about the same time as Rita and Margie, only to hear the word being passed around that ‘Progressive Tours’ had never been heard of! That was the shape of things to come on our tour. The crowd started to gather and at 8.15am we finally left for the airport. At this stage we were a crowd of about 70-odd. It turned out there were two tours in conjunction for the air trip; ours and another organised by, and later referred to as, the ‘Pushkin Club’. Pushkin is the ‘Shakespeare’ of Russian writing – or more accurately he is a Russian poet. The next stage was really quite well done. We arrived at Southend Airport and, after only a shortish wait, all 75 of us boarded a DC-4 plane, with seats facing the tail. Our groups were still mixed up and it was impossible to separate them. The flight to Rotterdam was perfect. The slight delay the other end was understandable, while luggage was sorted out into the two buses. We filled in the time pleasantly enough with a glass of Dutch beer. My comment in my book at this stage was “Back in sparkling Holland” – and how true that is. I am sure they clean windows before they learn to walk. One never seems to see a dirty or even dusty window in houses or shops, it is most noticeable.


  Once we set off it was a pleasant, if somewhat uneventful trip, slipping along through the flat terrain of Holland. Everything is very green and of course most of the agricultural areas are broken up with small irrigation and drainage canals. As our lunchtime break was rather long in coming, we ate our picnic lunch in the bus (we had been advised to take a cut lunch if possible for that day). Our eventual stop-over was at Elten. It must be the one and only hill in Holland and the Zur Hotel has a delightful beer garden situated right on the edge of a tree-covered hill which provides a wonderful view of the surrounding plains and canals. There’s nothing quite like the Continent on such an occasion, for where else would you strike a group of men, holiday makers from all appearances, who burst forth with several traditional songs, in perfect, unaccompanied, harmony? A very fitting background to a very pleasant beer in the sunshine. And so we pressed on until we finally reached colourful Hanover at 11pm.


  I have just realised I was to start with the people on the bus and have wandered on as my thoughts are wont to do. In a general re-shuffle of seats I found myself beside the teacher who was leader of the group of twelve schoolboys. He was quite friendly and informative but I fear typically ‘Leicestershire’ and a ‘Member of the Party’. The schoolboys were selected by him from the Humphrey Perkins School at Leicester. They were also accompanied by a second master, who was much younger and a sort of go-between for the boys and their master. He was not a party member! The boys, of course, were hardly interested in politics and at all times kept the tenor of the group at a light-hearted level. This was mainly at the expense of their master, who they referred to as ‘Chips’, and so he became known by everyone in the bus. My impressions and knowledge of our companions were hardly formed at this stage of course, but after 15 days one is bound to discover the best and worst in people, so my descriptions now are the final summing up, rather than as they appeared at this early stage of the trip.


  The boys were all in the age group of 16-19. Some of them had actually finished school and the rest were in their final years, so they were at that in-between age of boys-into-young men. They were extremely nice, well mannered and intelligent boys with a delightful sense of humour. They were, of course, quick to pick out their targets for fun and I can imagine I was not overlooked at some stage. I never think much about the impression I give to other people, but this is one time I should like to have known what they had to say, for I feel it could have been quite enlightening. I liked them very much anyway and hoped they liked me, which from all appearances was the case. To cite an instance – on our return to London we were discussing the possibility of my being present at a get-together they are arranging for film showing and one lad said “If you come up and want to stay overnight, you can stay with my aunt who lives there alone.”  It was possibly indicative of my age in his eyes, but a sweet gesture nevertheless, I thought. I should like to think a group of Australian boys would act as well on such a holiday. They, like everyone else, had their difficulties to cope with. Long bus rides through the day and nights, often with very little food, are quite a consideration with energetic, growing boys.


  The second school master was rather quiet and took longer to know, but turned out to be an extremely likeable chap who I rather think finished up with a soft spot for Margie. Then we had a family group of father, son and uncle, from London. Perhaps they were not ‘Party Members’ but strong, left-wing Socialists I should say. The son, who practically said nothing for the first week, was about 19. He had dark slightly wavy hair and grew a short pointed beard which made him look rather like a character from the Bible. He is studying Art and also turned out to be a pleasant lad. The apple of his father’s eye and referred to as “My Boy” by same.


  There were two other teachers, both getting on in years. In fact one was 65 and retired but an active, wiry fellow who hikes, camps out etc. He and his quiet but pleasant companion were not Communists, but intelligent men who had the rare capacity for viewing everything with a reasonably unbiased mind. That is something which I personally think is all but impossible for the majority, regardless of what they may think themselves. Four other men of varying occupations were all Communists. Some filled my preconceived ideas of such a believer, others surprised me. Another round, bouncy woman was a British Railways employee. She was a Socialist and Trade Union official of some kind, but a self-professed non-Communist. We also had a Cambridge language student who was in his early to mid twenties and a wizard with languages. He became our unofficial but indispensable interpreter. Our Group Leader was quite a pleasant woman and a very active ‘Party Member’ and wife of one. She was also the mother of four children but extremely girlish in spite of that, particularly in build.


  Last, but not least, we had a fellow Australian. Quite a colourful character is “Our Bill”. He is a farmer and grazier from Goulburn and has a large property dating back to early times. Deep down he is a decent chap of good family who, on the death of his father, had the responsibility of running a property, with his mother and sister at the age of 16 years. He is now 30 and some little time ago he had an accident with farm machinery and lost one eye. He has been over here having plastic surgery. He has a decided flair for an artistic, bourgeois life and a rather sordid interest in women! I liked Bill, but I got fed up with his self-confessed ‘living for kicks’ when I thought of all the young men who would give anything to have the material things he apparently has at home. So much for Bill. We were glad to have him around in between his many and varied feminine diversions! Of course, to complete the picture, there was Rita, Margie and me.


  On our outward trip there were five Polish people, who were returning to Poland for holidays. They left the bus at Warsaw and so were not part of our group. Another English couple, who had never been out of England before, spent a fortnight in Krakow with some Polish friends. They also left us at Warsaw and re-joined us there on our return, but were not considered part of our group. So you see, we were a mixed lot, but we had a lot of fun and good times together. In some ways it is the most enjoyable trip I have had over here and that’s saying something.


  Our very competent bus driver was Dutch, and spoke no English. He was quite a nice young chap but, especially on our return trip, showed an incredible stubbornness, which I believe is typical of the Dutch and possibly the reason for their unpopularity with our boys during the last war. Our coach was extremely comfortable and was equipped with a tape-recorder so that we had light, popular music intermittently during our travelling, which relieved the otherwise monotonous miles and miles of either autobahn or, in Russia, straight roadways.


  The country, strangely enough, was almost entirely wide open spaces – usually flat agricultural land and a rather poor type of country at that. In Russia I was amazed at the number of peat areas. Poland was the most attractive country we saw. The Polish food was the best and the people extremely friendly. Everywhere we went the children, and even adults too, would wave as we went by. There was much poverty of course, but generally speaking the people seemed to be enjoying life much more than in the Soviet Union in spite of that. More akin to our western way of life I should say. In Russia it’s just depressing. Poor country, poor people, primitive agriculture and appallingly primitive housing conditions, except perhaps in Moscow city. There were no flowers, no paint, no smiling faces and, to us non-believers, no life, just a mere peasant type existence.


  In the cities, of course, the picture is a little different in as much as the buildings are large and at times overpowering. The wealth of the Kremlin alone is unbelievably breathtaking in the extreme. Moscow seems to be the centre of their education, science and culture. That seems to be their whole reason for existence, apart from world supremacy which, in spite of their strong denials at Peace Conferences etc., I am sure is the urge behind the powers that be. My overall feeling about life in Russia was like that I had after reading Aldous Huxley’s ‘Brave New World’. Although these people weren’t produced in a laboratory, in a few decades time they might very well be.


  There are definitely two distinct types; the peasants and the intellectuals. They are poles apart, but because one section has the drive and ability they take charge of, and control the course of, the millions of sheep-like followers. These latter bear no animosity to the Western world I would say, but are repeatedly having the ‘Capitalist Ogre’ rammed down their poor inoffensive throats. The intellectuals, however, are another matter. Communism is their religion and, however friendly they are individually, collectively I am sure they despise the Western world. This is particularly true of America and all it stands for and the threat it appears to be to their Mars-like world.


  I know that in the world of science there is possibly no animosity amongst the members of various countries; Antarctic Expeditions are a good example, but these are not the ones who are likely to do any harm. It’s the politically active ‘johnnies’ who keep the antagonism alive, or so it seems to me. Of course I get thrown back at me from others of opposite opinions, “Oh but think of the improvements and strides that have been made since the Revolution and the appalling conditions that existed before.” Well, that could be so. I am not well versed in the historical side of things, but I am comparing things as I saw them there in 1960, with things as I see them here in 1960.


  For me, all I can say is I like the way we live in the West, thank you very much. I suppose my reactions are, quite unintentionally, biased, which is why I remarked earlier that I think it is almost humanly impossible to be unbiased on such an issue. I am not of the opinion that there is nothing good about their ideas for that would be foolish, but I hope I never have to live under such a system. For those who have never known another, or perhaps have known one even worse, it may be the answer. I am sure that is why people in the Soviet Union are litera\lly ‘imprisoned’ in their own borders, so they have no means of comparison. That to me is where their whole argument crumbles. Any system which refuses its members the right to see how the other half lives, except through its interpretation, is unconvincing to me.


  This ‘imprisonment’ is not just hearsay either. I met two people who both told me they could not go outside the Soviet Union or its satellite countries. One was a male teacher, born of Russian parents in France, who spent seven years in England. He went to Russia for the first time four years ago – why I do not know and possibly would not have been told even if I had inquired. He admitted that when he first arrived, there were a lot of shocks for him and things he did not like but, now that he was getting used to them, he approved. I felt he would be a fool to think otherwise, for if he did he would be doomed to a life of discontentment and misery and he was not such an unintelligent man as that. He said that nowadays he could travel on holiday wherever he liked inside Russia, but that he could live only in his home town. How his ‘home’ town was decided I don’t know. I assumed it had been that of his parents, but it could possibly have been ‘chosen’ for him on his return, depending on the needs of the State. He could not get a visa for a return to the West! Although he said that there was no antagonism to the American visitors, his dislike of Eisenhower and the U2 spy plane episode was very obvious, especially when he realised that he had some sympathisers among his listeners. We met this chap on the fabulous Moscow Metro. He spoke to us, asking if we were Australians! He realised of course we lacked even his English accent, but it was interesting to note that he did not pick the ‘north country’ accent of most of those with us.


  The second person who spoke of not being able to see the Western world was a lass we met at Posnan in Poland for just one night. She was a language teacher from Brno in Czechoslovakia. She was the sweetest person who had travelled extensively within her own borders, and I felt would give anything to go further afield. She has promised to write and wants me to do the same. She also said she would send me a present of some Czech. jewellery for which they are famous, so of course I said I would send her something in return from Australia. When I asked if she would like jewellery too, she said “No, but if it’s not too expensive, a blouse or something else in the clothing line, perhaps from a sale!” At the time I was wearing my pale pink brushed nylon blouse which she admired very much and said they had nothing like that at home, so that’s an idea I think.


  Now to pure facts of our trip! The Hotel Mussman at Hanover was excellent and it was gratifying to experience the quiet efficiency of such an hotel. Even at the late hour of nearly midnight, we were ushered straight into the restaurant for a very welcome meal and then dispersed to our various rooms. I shared with Hilda, the British Railways employee from Yorkshire. We had a very nice room in a suite, which had another double room and a shared bathroom. Our next day started at 7.30am. Not a very long sleep perhaps, after a bath etc. in the early hours, but sufficient. We drove on to the East/West German Frontier, arriving there about 9.15am.


  Four and a half hours later – we departed. During that time much arguing, telephoning etc. had taken place, for somewhere, somehow, some necessary transit visas had not been issued or forwarded as directed. The authorities wanted to send us into Berlin for them but, as it was Sunday and the office would have been closed anyway, our Couriers refused to go. It would have meant one, and possibly the best part of two, days delay. In a way we three were quite disappointed, as we had hoped to see Berlin. However we didn’t. Instead we spent the time standing around in ‘no-man’s land’ between the two barriers while the wrangling continued. Eventually we were allowed to proceed, to the accompaniment of loud clapping from the bus, as the barriers were lifted. Of course this hold up put us behind schedule, but that was something we were to become accustomed to over the next few days.


  The country at this stage was mostly agricultural and of little interest, apart from occasional wooded areas, which were quite attractive. Our trip was uneventful for several hours, until we reached the Polish Frontier. Then it was on again. Certain forms had to be re-written, currency declarations made out, etc. However, the border was on the River Oder, which made quite a pleasant picnic spot. Alas no photos, for these are forbidden at frontier posts and frontier towns. As each Frontier has one check post for either country, usually situated a few hundred yards apart, all these delays are, of course, duplicated. As mentioned earlier Poland was much more attractive. Undulating with many trees and, as we had left the German autobahns, we now went through villages, which are much more interesting to the bus traveller.


  We had two stops en route to Warsaw. One was at about 7pm, at the small frontier town of Slubice, which was very poor and the children, though delightful and friendly, were poorly clothed and not particularly clean. This was possibly not so much from neglect as lack of means and drab surroundings, for they looked reasonably healthy and happy. After much ado we finally found a place with sufficient room and food to satisfy the pangs of hunger of 30 people and, after a stop of half an hour or so, we set off again amid much waving from both inside and outside the bus. The next stop was at an hotel in Posnan, for a midnight meal which had been pre-ordered. Afterwards, several of us strolled around the town by moonlight. I was with Don, the Cambridge student, while Rita and Margie went with Bill. When Don and I returned to the hotel it was just in time to save Bill from being accosted by a policeman for lying down in a recessed window sill at the hotel. He, like many of us at this stage, was exhausted and, only having a short time to wait for the bus, decided that was as good a place as any to have a kip! Don explained to the policeman that he was just a “mad English tourist” and quite harmless and would be leaving soon anyway! Bill of course had by this time got to his feet and all was well again.


  Some hours on the bus were passed in conversation with a Polish chap who had been a Russian prisoner of war and understandably has no love for that race. He told us lots of interesting things about Polish history and his personal wartime experiences. He had a good knowledge of Warsaw and told us what we should try to see in the short time available. This conversation took place as we travelled through the night for we arrived at Warsaw at 5am. Our rooms were booked at the Hotel Saska and those who wanted to, slept for three hours. Those of us who had snatched the odd hour’s sleep in the bus and who had the enthusiasm, had a hot bath on arrival and set off to explore what we could in what was left of those three precious hours. For breakfast was to be at 9am and then we were to press on again. You may wonder, as we did, at the physical resources of our one and only driver, but he was a marvel and even at the end of a long, arduous day would stand up with a grin at his sleepy passengers.


  With the help of a very courteous Hotel Manager we went whipping around in a taxi to various places of interest in the re-built Warsaw. Two things stand out in Warsaw; the reconstructed ‘old town’, which has been re-built exactly to the original design, complete with market square and Hansa style, ornately decorated houses, and the massive Hall of Culture which is an exact replica of the Moscow University which we were to see later. It is described by many as resembling a huge wedding cake as it is white in colour and certainly impressive to see. As a ‘skyline’ building I quite liked it, others did or didn’t, for varying reasons. Everywhere, of course, construction work is in progress and one has the feeling of there still being much to do. The Asian influence in architecture of the Soviet regime is predominant in the approach to re-building. I was continually struck by the lack of colour and flowers! Especially when one returns to places like Rotterdam in Holland, also being rebuilt after wartime destruction, where colour and flowers are in abundance. There seems to be no legitimate reason for this drabness to me.


  After breakfast we re-boarded our mobile home and set off once again. The ensuing few hours drive was uninteresting, perhaps we were too tired to appreciate it and, needless to say, the entire bus slept intermittently. With the exception that is of our cast-iron driver, who was refreshed by his few hours sleep and breakfast. Of course at the Russian frontier it was on again, although more organised this time. We had forms to fill in and money to change, which was a pathetically slow process. To add to the confusion we happened to coincide with a group of American tourists just leaving Russia. Our Intourist guide took us from the frontier to the Intourist office at Brest, a few miles away, to collect the necessary camping coupons etc. and, during another lengthy delay over the coupons, she showed us where we could get a drink. It turned out to be the waiting room-cum-restaurant section of the railway station which was quite impressive and an improvement on our version of railway dining rooms. However, the waitresses seemed far from energetic and I was upset to see that the glass in front of me was smudged with lipstick. Actually, only later did I realise that my pre-conceived idea that hygiene would be considered a strict necessity in Russia, was not in fact the case. I had only to visit the toilets at this same place to see that here, as elsewhere on the Continent, they are decades behind the times.


  After that we set off once again for our first Russian camp at Minsk. Once again we were on our own; there was no guide travelling with us. Surprisingly, this freedom to travel alone occurred right through our trip. I realise on reflection though, that each camp was notified of our impending arrival and very probably knew, even better than we did, our expected time of arrival. What would have happened if we had spent a couple of days getting there I couldn’t say, but there was no question of taking side roads as there just weren’t any, other than the odd dirt track, so there was little reason for a guide. Tours staying at hotels are always accompanied by guides, even en route, but that is evidently considered a luxury not to be extended to mere ‘campers’.


  It is quite impossible to convey the passage of time as I write this, but from Brest to Minsk was overnight. Most of the time was passed in conversation, or some slept intermittently. I moved back in the bus to talk with Bill and thus got to know him a little better. I heard something of his background, his experiences overseas and his interests – which are almost exclusively women at present! We finally arrived in Minsk and eventually found the Intourist office which sold us drinks and sweet buns. We had had little to eat that day. The office was rather like an hotel, having accommodation and an attached restaurant. There was much to-do finding out exactly where we were and where we should have been. We had apparently passed the camp some ten miles back, but of course no one had seen the sign, nor had we really been on the look-out for any sign. Then there was another delay while we waited for a guide to arrive from the camp. Actually he never came as, after sitting around for at least an hour, we decided to find the camp ourselves. You see what I mean about the lack of organisation all round! We finally arrived at the camp at 5am, in daylight! Passports had to be collected, tents allocated etc., at the end of which a bus load of walking zombies collapsed into their respective camp beds. I died!


  I was wakened at about 10am by Rita. It was stinkingly hot in the tent, for the sun had been up for some time, and my nylon pyjamas clung soggily to me – just like Darwin in the wet! I had slept in a tent on my own, Margie and Rita were next door. They had been up for some little while and Margie had been vomiting most of that time. It was very bad luck for the poor dear and we have no other explanation except utter exhaustion and heat prostration. It wore off as she got some sleep during the next day’s travel and the weather turned a little cooler. I guess her generally upset condition from her eye accident accentuated everything. I must say I was fighting fit all the time – and still am, I’m happy to relate.


  The camp at Minsk was most attractive, being set in a pine plantation. Tents were placed in sort of hedged-off squares with trees here and there. The toilet blocks were quite good with hot showers if you paid one rouble – about 10d. Each camp has a shop, a restaurant, a communal kitchen and usually a roofed-in shelter with tables and chairs for writing, playing chess, cards etc. Minsk and Smolensk both had volleyball courts too and Smolensk an outdoor table-tennis table.


  When everyone had rallied together, snatching a meal of sorts from the restaurant (I had a very tasty soup with vegetables and meat in it, bread and tea), we were into the bus and off again. Minsk had looked very attractive when we arrived at night, with a soft moonlight effect and lighting which gave a deceptive beauty to the buildings. When we saw the same buildings later by daylight, they sank into sombreness. Today’s drive was not so arduous and, although it was early afternoon when we left Minsk, it was still daylight when we arrived at Smolensk. We had one or two stops along the way for various reasons. Fortunately there are odd patches of wooded areas which became a necessity on such a long trip! We passed collective farms, which are usually easily recognised by their elaborate archways over the entrance, emblazoned with the appropriate name of the particular farm area. Quite often too, at these entrances which are sometimes the only things for miles around which are painted, there will be a large statue; either figures representing branches of agriculture, or Stalin, Lenin, or perhaps a mother and child group and I don’t mean the religious mother and child group.


  Smolensk camp was even nicer in some ways than Minsk. The tents were more under the pine trees and they were even more elaborately equipped. Each one had two camp beds, with sheets and embroidered pillow cases, colourful new blankets, a chair, two coat hangers and a carpet! For this, and the use of the camp facilities, we paid seven roubles each per night (about 5/-). I might add that, on our return trip we were even more discerning and only hired a tent, using our own equipment and thus cutting down on expenses. It was a perfect evening at Smolensk and we partook of a very delicious steak with potatoes, dill pickle and beer.


  Next morning, much refreshed, we were off again, this time to Moscow. The country improved as we approached that city, but there was more and more evidence of female manual labour. To me it’s rather pathetic to see these women, in shapeless navy overalls or cotton dresses, shovelling bitumen on the road, or heaving huge rocks from lorries, or as in Moscow itself, driving steamrollers or swinging from the ‘pulley platforms’ as they patched up or limewashed a building. Of course they all wear the inevitable headscarf, usually a grubby white after an hour or so’s work. Certainly not many signs of femininity about these lasses. The first sign of Moscow was the fantastic outline of the Moscow University on the skyline. It certainly dominates the scene from this distance. Our troubles were not over with our arrival in Moscow for we arrived, after being very clever and following the signs, at the old camp which was full. “Yes we were expected, but at the new camp at Butova, about 15 miles out of Moscow!” So out we went to Butova. The camp was so new, in fact, that it was not completely finished. Even while we were there, gardens in small tubs were stuck in the ground and left to bloom or die, as fate decided. Park seats were dug in at various points among the already erected tents and then painted green and brown. We were among pine trees again, but this time they were all tall and the lower branches had been stripped. The effect was not so pleasing but it will possibly improve in time. Here too, there is a shop and cafe combined but no large meals are provided. There is a rotunda style kitchen, an adequate toilet block but with cold water only and a shelter shed for writing etc.


  Just down the road was the small village of Butova, where we purchased one or two things from the really poorly stocked self-service grocery. On one occasion I went back to haggle over being charged seven roubles for a small jar of honey, which had 2.40 marked on it. After an hilarious few minutes talking in our own languages and gesticulating, writing and about one word of English thrown in by one of the locals who gathered round to ‘help’, we sorted out that what we had taken to be the price, was in fact the weight of the contents and the price I was charged was correct. Well, I was quite happy about that, but it was a bit of a body blow to pay 5/- for a small jar of honey which you thought you were getting for about 2/- or less. However, everyone was very jolly about it all and it was just another amusing incident.


  Now, as I have reached the end of the back of all the pages I have written, I think I shall post this as Episode 1 or you may never get it. This lot should just about keep you going until the postman calls with the next lot. I can start afresh with our doings at Moscow, as I have now covered our journey there and impressions en route.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  
  postcard

  22.7.60


  So sorry it’s been so long coming. Trying to find time to write is very difficult. Our trip has been really wonderful. Amusing, interesting, very edifying and at times frustrating but I wouldn’t have missed it for anything. We have spent some time in this famous Red Square and in true tourist style we crashed the queue for the Mausoleum. The Kremlin Museum is quite unbelievably rich. This morning we had a general tour of the City and the Moscow University. The weather is hot and slightly humid. Our camping sites are extremely attractive, although the Moscow one, which is very new and not quite completed, is the least so. This afternoon we are hoping to do a little shopping for records. At present we are sitting in the Metropol Hotel waiting for a beer. The rest of our time here is our own. We hope to spend some time swimming, although I have no bathers. Hope you are all well.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London S.W.3


  8th August 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, here we go with Episode 2. I think I got as far as our arrival at the camp at Moscow, or more correctly at Butova about 15 miles out of Moscow. For the second time we had managed to arrive in daylight, although, as it was 7pm, our Intourist Guide had got tired of waiting and had returned to Moscow. No harm done though for, by the time we had sorted ourselves out into our respective tents, there was no time left to see anything. I was again sharing with Barbara, our Party Leader. We were both amused and grateful when the chappie who was busy allocating the tents first gave us one, and then a few minutes later, among the general hubbub, returned gesticulating madly and led us to yet another one which had been erected on a wooden floor. Extra special service for us! The rest of the night was passed settling in, feeding ourselves etc., and finally sinking gratefully into the cot.


  My first sight on awakening was of ‘Chips’ standing in the doorway of our tent with a red mug in one hand and a kettle in the other, calling out in a suitably loud voice “Coffee!”. It was a pleasant way to greet our first morning in Moscow, a beautiful one too. After an unhurried morning eating, showering etc., we finally set off for our city tour. We were met by our Intourist guide at their office in the Metropol Hotel. She was a pleasant lass, with artificially blonded hair tied back in a pony tail and white plastic hair slides to keep it back. She took us, on foot and at a great pace, to the Kremlin Palace to see the museum of Russian jewels, silver and gold pieces, porcelain, garments, armoury etc. I was reminded of the Buddhist Mosque in Colombo, for we all had to don felt over-slippers which, of course, deaden the noise of several hundred feet and save the floors from marks. One of the schoolboys commented “They can afford to build these lovely floors, but we have to polish them!”


  To describe the wealth of this museum is impossible. A comment made by an American we met at the frontier is certainly correct – the British Crown Jewels are like drops in the ocean by comparison. Quite a large section houses the wealth that once belonged to the churches; bibles, chalices, frames of icons and other decorations which have been taken from the various churches from time to time. They are all displayed and described as works of art, completely ignoring their religious significance. Of course, we saw the various garments of the Russian royalty; the wedding dress of Catherine the Great etc., various thrones and the many carriages which were used during the early centuries. It was interesting to note that the oldest coach was made in, and given by England to the reigning Czar. Also the most beautiful coach came from England – a hand carved wooden one, completely gilded and indeed very lovely. A diplomatic remark made by our Guide was “If our specialists (the word specialist is used a lot in Russia) were to build such a coach today, there is nothing on which they could improve in workmanship.” High praise indeed, and, needless to say, some 20-odd chests expanded noticeably!


  Having once again gathered outside the Palace, feeling more normal now that we had left our ‘Puss-in-Boots’ slippers behind, we were taken to the Mausoleum. Being specially treated tourists, we jumped the queue at a given point in Red Square, where lines are painted on the pavement to direct the long queues which form there daily. It took us about 15 minutes to reach the entrance between the statue-like sentries. They moved not a muscle except for their eyes, which gave a well-practised flash over each person who entered to see that no ‘dirty work was afoot’. One passes slowly through, still in queue formation and in complete silence. The whole set-up is most impressive, if a little surreal. Stalin and Lenin are lying side by side in their glass-sided ‘coffins’, each body perfectly preserved. Both are in their General’s uniform, lying with the lower half of the body covered as though by a rug, the hands and arms resting gently on top. Their expressions are extremely peaceful and it is quite fantastic how young they look, especially Stalin who was considerably older than Lenin when he died. Perhaps it was this surprisingly ‘young’ appearance that made the otherwise perfect preservation seem a little waxen to me. Nevertheless, the whole thing was cleverly presented and one wishes for just a little longer to study the effect more closely; but who knows, perhaps the atmosphere would be lost on prolonged examination.


  Out into the sunshine and babble of the waiting crowds once again, we were led along the Kremlin Wall, where all the good Communists are buried. It forms a fitting complement to the two embalmed leaders! The very latest addition was Chekhov, dated 11/7/60, only ten days prior to our being there. Then we struggled along through the crowd once more and purchased our first Moscow ice-cream from one of the street vendors who are to be found all over the city, as are the soft drink sellers. The ice-cream was delicious incidentally. Then we decided it was time to ‘blow’ a few roubles on a beer. Jan, our driver, was booked in at the Metropol Hotel so we went off with him. First impressions at this hotel are very favourable, but we soon found that the prices are high and the service decidedly lacking. Beer is about three roubles (roughly 2/-) a small bottle, but quite palatable. It is much the same price anywhere and at least you can sit down and relax in the hotel, although only in the dining room. There is no bar or lounge as we know them, where you can just have a drink. Some little time later we were joined by one or two others of our party. With tongues loosened somewhat by the local beer I guess, there ensued a friendly and edifying discussion on politics. We also lashed out with crab salad, which was extremely tasty and cost about 4/- each for a small portion. A very enjoyable day was had by all.


  On our way home in the bus, we stopped to see the newly constructed swimming pool, which looked very inviting in this lovely hot weather. A couple of observations made that day were that Moscow drivers are crazy, the people generally are very friendly and the black market, particularly for foreign money, is decidedly active. That evening in camp was pleasant but considerably cooler. The next day, Friday, we left camp to pick up our Guide (who had been christened by some as “Little Miss Kruschev”) at 10am for our second guided tour; a bus trip to various parts of the city, which included some of the new housing areas. They are mainly prefabricated blocks of flats which are not built on the site, but merely assembled there. This prefabrication is apparently used for most of their new houses. They looked reasonable as flats go and a vast improvement on some of the older hovels we saw. Unfortunately we did not have the opportunity for close inspection or to even see inside. Of course we were shown historic spots, buildings such as the Moscow Soviet and various statues. Last on the list was a drive out to the area called Lenin Hills, where the new Moscow University is situated. This was the building which dominated the skyline from miles away, as we had first approached from Smolensk.


  There were varying opinions about the design of the building. Bill, for instance, felt it was not a fitting design for a university, but I felt he was being stodgy in his opinion that universities should conform to a pattern. Yet another of the Pushkin Club said it was too ornate, old fashioned (mid 19th Cent.), an eyesore, a great mistake and an unnecessary expenditure! He was obviously not impressed! I cannot claim to be well up in architecture, good or bad, but if it was built to visibly impress as well as be functional I should say they succeeded. I felt Russia is rather like America – everything must be ‘Kingsize’ these days. However I don’t think they would appreciate the comparison.


  We were very fortunate in being allowed to have an unscheduled tour of the building which is, in fact, the main administrative block and living quarters for the students plus two large lecture rooms and a Congress Hall etc. Most of the interior walls, pillars, stairways etc. were built of marble. We saw an example of a student’s room, which was very tiny but adequate for study I guess. There are several lounges on each floor, but they resembled a hotel lounge rather than a home lounge, or even a hostel lounge. There are also laundries and well equipped kitchens for those students who prefer to cook for themselves rather than use the restaurant. We were told that the majority used the restaurant. There was also a theatre in the building and the students had their own theatrical group. Unfortunately it was closed, as was the swimming pool, but we did see one of the smaller gymnasiums.


  We then took the small, but extremely speedy, lift up to the 24th floor to have an all-round view of Moscow and the surrounding area. Most of the various schools, such as biology, science, physics, agriculture etc., were housed in buildings on all four sides of this central block but we did not go over any of these. Like everywhere else there is still a lot of construction going on, including new buildings being erected to hold foreign students. One that was pointed out was for Japanese students. It seemed rather significant of their intense interest in Science and Physics etc. to learn that this area immediately surrounding the University, will eventually become the new centre of Moscow. In a few seconds we were whipped down to the ground floor and our tour of the University – and in fact of Moscow – had finished.


  The rest of the afternoon was spent changing travellers cheques etc., and a frantic rush to the famous G.U.M. Store to try to find a Cossack hat for Bill to buy for a friend. This huge store is rather more like two or three arcades of shops all roofed together and joined by archways. It would take days to see it all properly and because we couldn’t read the Russian signs it was a case of walking along each side of each floor of each two-storeyed arcade to find what we were looking for. I really think the best description of this ‘shop’ would be like our markets. Most of the shops took the form of open stalls. As there are hundreds of people milling around and we were hurrying because we didn’t have much time, Bill and I lost Rita and Margie, and failed to find the hat! We made a frantic dash back to the bus and only just caught it. There were the other two sitting back grinning happily. They had met a French-speaking Russian lass and had hoped to see me back at the bus, to help interpret. With the help of one of the chaps in the bus however, they had already made arrangements to meet her the next day. Unfortunately we never had that meeting but, from what we could make out, we think she was one of the young students who deal in black market money or buying and exchanging of clothes.


  The next day we again made an effort to shop and we finally found a place where Bill bought his fur hat, for 83 roubles (about £3). We then had to dash back to meet some others for lunch at the self-service cafeteria, which we were frequenting daily. Afterwards, we all went by the fabulous underground to the Permanent Exhibition of Achievement. Unfortunately when one is travelling in these far-away places there is always something that you just don’t find time to do, and this time, for me, it was to return to the ‘Metro’ and just do an all-round tour of the stations. For 50 kopecks, which is half a rouble or about 4d, you can travel all over the underground getting on and off at each station. I believe lots do just that, to see all the forms of decoration used as each station is different, but each one, judging by those we did see, is a showpiece. Again, marble is used extensively and statuary too. One of the main attractions though, is the lighting. Some are huge chandeliers while others are recessed into the ceiling. All are fluorescent and both decorative and functional. Another aspect of this wonderful underground is its excellent air-conditioning. I give them full marks for their Metro!


  Via this mode of transport we travelled to the Exhibition, which is just like a ‘World Fair’, except that it is confined to Soviet Union achievement. We spent a very interesting afternoon there, visiting lots of the pavilions including agriculture, atomic research, education etc. We even saw coloured television, but couldn’t help feeling it was possibly ‘rigged’. I guess it wasn’t too bad, but certainly not what would be acceptable for normal home use. With all this walking we were exhausted by the end of the day. We met up with the ‘gang’ there at 7pm as planned and, to compound our exhaustion, we queued up to go to the specially built theatre to see Circular Cinerama – quite the most fascinating thing at the Show! One stands in this circular theatre, for it is necessary at odd times to turn around and see what’s going on behind you. The feeling of participation is unbelievable and, at one time, when the bus in which the audience seems to be travelling pulled up suddenly to avoid crashing, everyone, including yours truly, jerked forward on their feet. It wouldn’t be suitable really for everyday commercial cinemas, but for novelty it was really first class.


  An outdoor mannequin parade took place during the afternoon and certainly the clothes they showed were a vast improvement on any we had seen in the street, or shops for that matter. However, not understanding the commentator, it was impossible to learn the prices. I couldn’t help smiling though; one or two of the ‘better dresses’ were equipped with either matching or contrasting ‘aprons’.  Poor old Mum – even when she’s ‘glam’ she has to be serviceable. Another innovation at the Fair were the three-wheel motor scooter type taxis, with two seats in front of the steering handle where the passengers sit. If and when you can walk no further, you can be whizzed around the exhibition amid pedestrians fleeing for their lives from the oncoming reckless drivers. In our usual haphazard fashion, when we were more than two or three together, we managed to get separated and wasted time waiting and looking for each other. After returning to the Metropol for a couple of drinks which, as usual, took hours to get, we finally headed back to the camp about midnight.


  The next day was Sunday. We had previously made inquiries about the possibility of going to Zhargorsk, about 50 miles away, to see the monastery there, but hadn’t had much success. In actual fact the Pushkin Club bus went, but we didn’t know that there had been several spare seats which we could have used. We were terribly disappointed, but there was nothing we could do about it. All those who went were completely fascinated by the place, although appalled at the poverty of some of those they saw there. Some of them went as far as to say it was the best part of the whole trip. However, as I didn’t go, I can’t go into details. As Monday was to be ‘closed day’ for shops, we decided to make a last desperate effort to buy our records and anything else we could afford or which appealed. Needless to say, record buying is slow at the best of times, and when you have a language barrier – well! We were fortunate to pick up a young lad who knew one or two words of English and also knew his music rather well. With his help and Margie’s reasonable knowledge of which classical records she was after, we managed to get what we wanted. Barbara also got a Russian Opera which she was terribly thrilled about, and came away happily clutching it under her arm. The rest of the time was spent looking for various stores we had heard about and generally wandering around examining all and sundry.


  We had arranged to meet one of the schoolboys at 5pm, as he had found out how to get to one of the functioning churches. This we duly did and went to the 6pm service with him. The church was a Russian Orthodox, but unfortunately I never did find out the name of it. The service in the church was very similar to the Roman Catholic Mass. There are no seats, the congregation stands and/or kneels, according to how they feel. The interior of the Church was extremely richly decorated, gold being used extensively and it was easy to imagine how the cathedrals must have looked when fitted out with the articles we had seen in the museum. It is a strange thing about human beings. When you get something which is either forbidden or unusual, it is usually carried on by its believers to an extreme measure. Religion in Russia is no exception to this. I was awe-struck by the utter devoutness of these people.


  I have seen many instances of what might be regarded by us apathetic Christians as exaggerated worship, especially on the Continent, but never before, as much as I witnessed in Moscow. I am not usually impressed by such demonstrations, but it did my heart good to see that religion, whatever the form, was still being practised in U.S.S.R. Not only by the aged either, although these were definitely in the majority. Unfortunately one cannot convey music in a letter, but the singing of that congregation, without the accompaniment of an organ, was hauntingly beautiful and I shall never forget it. After standing for an hour and a half we decided to leave, although I believe the actual Mass would last twice that time and some, if not all, would remain there for the entire service. Zhargorsk we missed, but our church service was a very rewarding alternative.


  We had booked tickets to go to the Puppet Theatre in the Park of Culture at 9pm. Because of the distance we had to travel we were about ten minutes late for this show, but it didn’t spoil the evening. The programme was in the form of a concert. Each puppet, or group of puppets, performed separate acts so we only missed the opening items, and not part of a story. The show was excellent and very amusing. We had singers, pianists, a lady with performing dogs, a lion tamer and a magician. I was wishing Pop could have seen the latter, knowing his appreciation of such artists. The tricks performed by the puppet were excellent and even less credible than if performed by a person. It was an extraordinary experience though at the end of the show, for the puppeteers raised first their hands over the partition and then finally stood up and finished singing the farewell song which the puppets had started. Having become accustomed to the size of the puppets, their manipulators looked like giants! But it was a nice idea I thought, that they should take a bow for their excellent efforts.


  The next day was our last day in Moscow. We had been invited to the ‘House of Friendship’ to pay them a visit. As you may imagine, this is the ‘Central Bureau’ of the Communist Youth Movement, set up to promote interest in Communism throughout the world. The meeting had evidently been arranged by the Pushkin Club. There were various men and women there who were specialists in some particular field such as law, education, languages, arts and poetry etc. They were available to take discussion groups on their special subjects. We ‘also-rans’ were given a ‘Cooks Tour’ of the building, with suitable little pep talks thrown in here and there. I have mentioned earlier that the word ‘specialist’ is used a lot. This was well demonstrated at the House of Friendship. Whenever a question was put that may have been a little awkward to answer, the reply inevitably would be “Of course I am not a specialist in that field, so I really couldn’t give you an answer.” Quite a convenient excuse I felt! The actual building, we were told, had once belonged to a wealthy member of the Bourgeois set in Moscow but, (and here a malicious gleam appeared in the eye of the Manager), it now belonged to the Party! Be warned all you complacent Australians. The very newest Soviet Friendship Group to be formed was the Australian one, opened only two days before! Our visit ended with a film, called ‘Soldier’s Saga’, produced and acted by local Muscovites, which gained second place in the Cannes Film Festival. It really was an excellent film from all aspects.


  All this had taken several hours and after another lunch at the self-service, a few of us decided to spend the rest of our available time on a launch trip up the river. This we did, and it was very enjoyable too, just sitting back in the sunshine relaxing while the sights slipped by. We finished up facing quite a walk back to the hotel to catch our bus. Margie, Rita and I thought we might miss it so we decided to hail a taxi. After a frantic ride, we finished up actually chasing the bus as it moved off and had to lean out, shouting and waving for them to stop. Imagine our surprise when we discovered that the car we were in, and madly shouting orders to the driver of, was not a taxi, but a private car! The driver had just stopped because we waved him down, thinking he was a taxi. Then there was much confusion about payment. We finished up throwing three roubles in through the window, as our previous longer taxi ride had been four. He didn’t seem any too pleased though. I think he had expected to get a ten rouble note, which had been flashed around in the confusion!


  That, of course, was not the end of it. We had hardly scrambled onto the bus when wham – we sailed into the back of another car! It was not surprising really, for hand signals are unheard of and drivers’ actions most unpredictable. Then there was a delay while a policeman was summoned and discussion followed. We didn’t bother getting involved as we couldn’t understand anyway, but the outcome was an ‘on the spot’ fine of 100 roubles for our driver. Everyone seemed quite satisfied so off we went again. I have no idea whether the local man was fined or not. Somehow I don’t think he was, so I guess it was considered our bus driver’s fault.


  Back at the camp there was tea to get, packing to do, and much excitement for Don, our Cambridge student, had returned from his trip to Kazan and had many tales to tell of his experiences. These included being arrested and questioned for being where he wasn’t permitted! Don’s experiences came tumbling out one after another, there was no stemming the flow and, needless to say, if and when he did pause for breath, questions were fired from all quarters. Don’s enthusiasm was heightened by his having indulged in copious quantities of vodka during a 17 hour train journey. The vodka had been supplied by his travelling companions, who, according to Don, managed to stow away fantastic quantities of it without any detrimental effects. As I was in the process of making coffee, he begged to be included to help relieve the effect it was having on his unaccustomed system. It was all very amusing. I seemed to have an array of cups by the time I finished and a merry gathering stayed on in our ‘roundhouse kitchen’, swapping experiences until the early hours of the morning. It is impossible to give an accurate account of Don’s story as it came so thick and fast it was difficult to keep up, even at the time. It appears he was where he shouldn’t have been, was caught, questioned and sent back on the first train. Before we left on the Tuesday, he was reprimanded by the Intourist authorities, but fortunately nothing more serious eventuated.


  So we set off on our homeward journey. By comparison with our outward trip it was much less complicated, although we did have slight delays at various frontiers. Jan, our driver, became rather pig-headed on our homeward route and refused to delay anywhere, even refusing to take us on an organised tour of Smolensk, because it would have meant travelling ten miles out of his way. He was rather like a horse bolting for home. Nothing would hold him and, of course, having no other driver and no one being too much aware of the terms of his contract, we just had to do what he said. So we didn’t ever clap eyes on the township of Smolensk. We did have some time the next day in Minsk but, as it poured with rain, it didn’t encourage sight-seeing and was spent mostly shopping and/or window shopping. We did, of course, have the usual stop or two during the day, one being at a roadside cafe, where we had a discussion with some of the locals who gathered around. Don asked them why their maize crop, which had been identified as ‘their responsibility’, was so poor and what they were doing about it. The gist of their reply was that they knew it was poor, but they didn’t really care and would much sooner just sit and chat and drink schnapps, than bother about work! Quite a philosophy eh?


  On our return journey we drove past Warsaw to Posnan to shorten the very long drive to Hanover the next day. We decided to slap on a little side as we were now back to hotels and everyone changed for dinner. I hardly recognised some of them in their finery. We four Australians had decided to celebrate and even had wine. Bill was in a very amusing mood and a perfect meal was enjoyed amid much gaiety. After dinner we decided to go for a stroll. Just as we were leaving, Bill, in his usual manner, spotted a lass on the stairs and immediately started up a conversation with her. She was Hedy, the teacher from Brno in Czechoslovakia who I have already mentioned. She joined Bill and me in a walk and took us all round the town, which she had seen before. We even went into a local night-club, just to have a look. It was appropriately called The Moulin Rouge, after the famous Parisienne nightclub. There were not many people present and not much gaiety either. The poor old orchestra was battling. It was on this occasion that she suggested she might send me a gift from Czechoslovakia and I said I would do likewise. I must send her a card for she was a very sweet person and I think she would like to hear from someone in ‘the West’.


  The next day we pressed on to Hanover and again dressed for dinner and strolled around looking at the lights and sights of the city. How gay the city looked after Moscow, with all the neon signs and colour everywhere and the goods in the shops looked so plentiful and wonderful, it really made you realise how dull and uninteresting the Moscow shops had been, for all their size. The day after that was sad for the two girls left me there, as did Don with whom they had teamed up for their trip south.


  However, we pressed on and not without some diversions, such as missing the turn off the autobahn at one stage, and on yet another occasion one of our party ‘blowing up’ in the most unexpected and extraordinary manner, because we had stopped at a small wayside restaurant for lunch, and he had wanted to go to a large town to buy some presents. That was the first indication that he had ever had such a desire. It was all quite amusing as an onlooker but I couldn’t help feeling maybe it was just as well the tour only lasted 15 days and not more. Tempers seemed to be getting a little frayed. However, it all passed over reasonably amicably and we arrived at Rotterdam where we found we could catch a plane in about half an hour. There was just enough time to have a cup of coffee before we were winging our way into a heavenly sunset.


  After all the delays and lateness en route, it was rather ironic that we should arrive in London one hour ahead of schedule! By the time we all gathered our bags, said our farewells etc., Bill and I didn’t have very long to wait before Mike arrived with Eartha to take us home. A fitting finish to the tour was that Bill lost his way when we were taking him to his new flat! After we finally delivered him, Mike and his future brother-in-law, who had come to drive him home, both came in for coffee. It was a very pleasant welcome back to London and just finished off a very enjoyable holiday indeed. I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.


  So much for the U.S.S.R. Much love as ever. Kathie.


  


  London Again


  London S.W.3


  11th August 1960


  Dear Family,


  This rather amazing and unusual English weather, that we have had almost continuously since my arrival last year, has finally reverted to ‘normal’ and we are now plunged into dismal, wet summer days! I guess it could be lots worse for, although it has rained steadily all day, it is not cold, which is a blessing. Mike says it’s a good thing I am experiencing London as it should be experienced and not going home with a false impression. Poor old Mike, he just so loves London and its damp, grey weather. We have fun teasing each other about our respective homes.


  Last Saturday I hired a record-player for one week so I could play my records from Moscow. At present I am running through Margie’s to see if hers are OK. We did hear that some Russian recordings are not the best but I’m happy to say mine are alright and so far so are Margie’s. In my extravagant mood last Saturday, I also purchased another Digby Norton shirt-blouse and put a deposit on a summer weight suit. I got them both for only £4-17-6. My main reason for shopping was for shoes but I couldn’t find any. You know me, I just can’t resist clothes and, in spite of my full wardrobe, I never seem to have a thing to wear!


  Last Tuesday I decided to go to the Promenade Concert by myself as the programme sounded interesting, so I gave up overtime for that night and set sail. I was sitting on the railing of the Gallery at interval, when I happened to catch the eye of a chap just behind me who then came over and spoke to me. “Do you come to these Proms often?” he asked, “this is my first.” He seemed a particularly nice chap and it didn’t take long to discover he was Australian. He was quite surprised when I said I was too. Out of all the people there he had to pick another Aussie! While we were chatting another chap joined in who turned out to be a Cambridge student. It was all very matey and we finished up listening to the second half together.


  Afterwards, the Australian, whose name is Angus, asked me if I’d like to join two friends he was meeting for supper. I accepted and I’m very glad I did, as the English couple we met are extremely pleasant and we had a most enjoyable supper together. Angus comes from the Warwick district in Queensland. I don’t know if he has property, or perhaps works with Stock and Station Agents, but his prime interest is sheep. He has been travelling all over the place for about two years learning all he can about sheep in all parts of the world, including America and even Venezuela! A very interesting person. He took my ’phone number and said he would ring and arrange to go to the theatre one night. Imagine my pleasure when he said he is interested in the theatre. Although it wasn’t definite, he said it would probably be Friday, that’s tomorrow, so we’ll see. That was the last thing I would have expected to come out of a Prom. Concert. The English couple, John and Andee, said they hoped they would see me again too. We all parted like old established friends, which was quite fantastic. I suppose it is possible Angus won’t ring, but I don’t think he’s the type to say he will and then not do so, unless he loses the number. I’ll let you know if anything eventuates.


  Do hope you are all well, my love as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  17th August 1960


  Dear Family,


  This evening I worked until 7.45pm, came home and ate, and then decided I really must sort out lots of papers, letters and things in one of my large cases. Much as I hate throwing away letters I realised I really must be sensible when it came to taking all that extra weight home especially when 90% of it came from there anyway! Well, I have had sharp reminders about people I still have to contact etc., while glancing through things before tearing them up!


  Another item I was reminded about was a possible job on the Continent. It was through Barbara, the leader of our Moscow trip, whose husband works at a Central Bureau for Student Work Camp and Labour Exchange. Sometimes you can get work in various countries. Its not very well paid, but you do get your keep. However, I have decided that I haven’t the money to risk not making ends meet and possible fares to and fro, so I will stay in London as originally planned.


  You remember I mentioned Angus who I met at a Prom. Concert. Well, we went to a play at the Royal Court Theatre last Friday and it was very enjoyable. He has now gone to Scotland to work for a couple of months. He said he would ring when he returned to London, but heaven only knows where I’ll be by then. So that’s that! Last night I met Aileen for dinner and another friend of hers, who used to live in Broken Hill, came too. I had a letter from Rita and Margie, written in Dbrovnik in Yugoslavia. The next day they were off to Athens by train, then returning to Italy and leaving Rome a couple of days before the Olympics begin. I thought I was quite satisfied until I got their letter about places I have wanted to visit and haven’t yet. Ah well, I guess I haven’t done too badly and there’s always another time.


  You know, on the whole, I have grown to like the English, but sometimes something happens to shatter my good opinion! Take my bus-ride home tonight, for instance. The bus conductor was a West Indian. Right behind me sat an elderly English gentleman. As we were about to start, the ‘Connie’ called out, in true Bus-conductor style, “Hold on now, hold on tight!” I was just sitting there, watching the motley world go by, when I heard the ‘gent’ say “I say, you must know Jamaica!”  “Well,” said the Connie, “I know it, but I come from a thousand miles from there!” “Oh well,” said the old chap undaunted, “I’m a doctor you know and, when I heard you call out to hold on tight, you know, that’s not correct. Of course I know you don’t mind me telling you, but it should be – hold tightly.” I wish you could have heard verbatim what followed! The coloured boy really knew his English grammar. He had done some journalism, which he offered to prove his point, and pacified the old man by explaining that his expression was used for emphasis. When people heard the term ‘Hold on’, they were immediately alert etc. Oh it really was a gem! The old boy could only reply that there were those around Westminster who would prefer to hear “Hold tightly.” I felt like laughing in his face. He only went for a 3d bus ride too and so soon left us.


  However, he had no sooner left than a loud voice from the back said “How about opening some of these windows, it’s as stuffy as I don’t know what in here!” No please, or effort to wind down the window beside him himself! “Is it?” replied the Connie. “Yes it is,” was the rejoinder. “You’re here all day, you could open them, but of course I know it’s difficult for you.” As snaky as you like. “No, it’s not difficult,” replied the Connie, as he approached the front of the bus. “Well, why don’t you?” said the passenger. “Well, you’re a man, why don’t you?” said the Connie, “It’s not really difficult if you set your mind to it!” In the meantime, the Connie had obliged. “There now, that’s better” said the Englishman. “Plenty of fresh air around you.” I could have told him there were those of his ilk who I had seen shut them on other occasions, but there’s no pleasing some people.


  Quite frankly, in my opinion the two Englishmen needed a good spanking and I felt the coloured boy coped remarkably well. You could sense he was a proud man and it probably needled him quite a lot. When he came to collect my fare, I said “My, you are having a night.” “Oh yes.” he said, “even a grammar lesson!” “But”, he said, “I don’t think the old man was really right, for I know my English grammar and when it comes to languages I think I have him beaten. You see, I speak three fluently, and know a little of several others. He may have been born in this country, but that doesn’t mean that he necessarily knows the language better.” I agreed of course! I think I have mentioned before how entertaining I find the London buses and tonight was no exception!


  Last Friday I bought myself a pair of black leather shoes, a necessity actually as my others are no longer weatherproof and, because of steady use in London, are now very shabby. Well folks, really haven’t anything more to relate so must away to bed.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  24th August 1960


  Dear Family,


  Goodness, what a night it has been. Overtime of course, which was quite ‘messy’ owing to the particular work I was doing. Then, on reaching home, after a long wait for a bus, there was a note to ring Joan at Oulton Broad, which I duly did. Joan wanted me to go with her to a friend’s thatched cottage in Suffolk this weekend, but unfortunately I just can’t manage it, as I must organise my luggage on Saturday and Dorothy has already asked me out some time on Sunday to see Jean again. It’s disappointing really, as it sounds a fascinating idea to spend a weekend in a small Suffolk village. However, Joan may now be able to come to Scotland with Aileen and me, so we may arrange something later. I had just rung off from Joan when Flora rang to ask me over tomorrow night to meet her mother who is here on holiday from Trinidad. This I can manage, fortunately.


  On Friday I am having coffee and a chat with Robbie, a friend of Ann’s. Ann is at present in Wales and returns Sunday, but I have some photos to deliver so Robbie suggested I keep her company on Friday evening. If this week is any indication of what’s ahead for the next two months I shall be glad to collapse on to the ‘Oranje’. However, as long as I can manage to fit it all in I shall be perfectly happy. There are so many lovely things I keep seeing in the shop windows – it’s so frustrating!


  Love to you all as ever. Kathie.


  


  London S.W.3


  29th August 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, what a last few days it has been! Frankly life is never dull I find! To start with, after Aileen and I seemingly struggled to get any extra passengers to defray costs on our Scottish trip, we now have five! Dear old Eartha really will be pulling her weight this time. There will be Aileen, Joan (now able to come because her parents have changed their holiday time), Rita, Margie and me. It should be lots of fun. Rita and Margie have just returned from roaming around Yugoslavia and Greece and now want to join the party, much to my delight. I believe the weather hasn’t been too wonderful in Scotland, but here’s hoping.


  I went to the Bank today to tell them to hold all mail until my return next week and what should be there but a letter and gift parcel from Hedy, the Czechoslovakian lass I met at Posnan and to whom I sent a picture postcard from London. She sent me a necklace and earrings in their famous glassware; small ‘shark’s teeth’ style pieces in pink and black on a gold chain and pendant ear-rings in a sort of fan shape to match. The night I met Hedy I was wearing a black skirt and pink blouse, so I guess she remembered! I want to send her a blouse or jumper but it will have to wait now until my return. I may try to find her a brushed nylon blouse if possible; she admired mine and said they had nothing like it at home. I shall also send her a card from somewhere along the way home. It’s funny, I have to make the gift look like second-hand clothing to avoid their high duty!


  There was much excitement yesterday, as we three girls went out to Dorothy’s to say farewell to them and Jean. She sails on Thursday on the Strathmore and Dorothy and the two boys leave on Sunday by air, arriving home on Wednesday. Isn’t it amazing how Dorothy, who has been so good to us all over here, is now going to be home to meet us at the other end, so to speak! You really will have to meet them when we come home. She visits Jean quite a bit and I daresay now the contact has been made we will all get in touch more often. It is rather nice to know that at least some of the friends made over here won’t be lost.


  Now for my movements; tomorrow I go to Oberammergau for a week; then stay with Aileen in London for four days; then to Scotland for two or perhaps three weeks; then London once more where I shall probably be bound in by fog until I depart. Flora and the two German girls she is flatting with have asked me to join them so it has just worked out perfectly. I had thought of trying the Hampstead area, but this is a very nice flat for four with rent of £2 each plus gas, electricity, etc. That will be cheaper than I could possibly get in a single and it will be nice to experience flat life. The girls are very interesting, the flat is comfortable and quite newishly furnished, complete with television, so it all seems like the answer to a maiden’s prayer. I didn’t even have to look for it either, which saved a lot of headaches and heartaches. I hope nothing happens to spoil it all, but I can’t see what would do and anyway I am becoming very philosophical in my old age and cease to worry about things too far ahead. I am sorry to leave here for I have had very pleasant landlords, but all seems for the best.


  Love to you all, will be writing again soon. As ever. Kathie.

  
  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  Oberammergau


  
  postcard

  From Aachen – En route to Oberammergau – 1.9.60


  First stage of trip quite enjoyable and terribly well organised in comparison with my last bus trip. Unfortunately the weather is not the best – wet today, but we’re hoping it will improve, after all, they are expiring with the heat in Rome! Spent the first night in Ghent, Belgium and are now lunching in a large railway restaurant at Aachen, just over the German border. I have discovered one other Aussie, a New Zealander, of course Americans, Canadians and English. So we’re a mixed bag, mostly women of course. After lunch we visit the cathedral here and then press on to Limburg for the night. Only bit of excitement this morning was when we lost our tool box on a curve in the road!


  Hope you are all well.

  


  
  postcard

  Oberammergau 2.9.60


  Well today was a day I shall never forget. Oberammergau of course is simply crawling with tourists, of which I am one, but in spite of this it is a picturesque, wonderful little village. The Passion Play surpassed all my expectations and, having seen it, I now realise it is impossible to describe. One must actually experience it to gain the full benefit. The weather has turned up trumps so everything was perfect. My American friends in the bus have been great fun – one especially fascinating with her deep-south accent. Tonight, after dinner, we went on a tour of the shops which all stay open until about 9pm for the tourists. To finish up our very pleasant day we visited a wine saloon which was very Austrian and complete with 3 piece orchestra, who also sang songs and yodelled.

  


  
  postcard

  Luxembourg 4.9.60


  As we just pass in and pass out of the Duchy of Luxembourg I thought a hasty card would be all I could manage. We have lunched and now the whole 40-odd of us are haggling over postcards, stamps etc. Last night at Offenburg we had a great night at a dance in one of the local restaurants. Tonight we are planning to visit a night-club so our little party is really living it up in Brussels. I will feel quite like a pricked balloon when we part in London. Hope you are all well.


  


  Scotland Again


  
  postcard

  Blackpool – en route to Scotland 12.9.60


  As letters seem to be out of the question because of lack of time, I guess a hastily written postcard from here and there will be better than nothing. We spent Saturday night at Joan’s in Oulton Broad and then left on Sunday for Scotland. We decided at the last minute to go into Blackpool for the evening as there were no Youth Hostels around. We were very glad we did, for Blackpool really goes gay with mile upon mile (five in fact) of colourful illuminations along the promenade; it was a sight really worth seeing. Joan, Aileen and I are together at present and we are to pick up Margie and Rita in Edinburgh. At present we are lunching at Windermere in the Lake District and the weather is fine.

  


  
  postcard

  Braemar 14.9.60


  Here we are, once again at Braemar. I last wrote from Windermere if I remember rightly. We had a lovely day for our trip through the rest of the Lake District and spent our next night in Jedburgh at the Youth Hostel in Ferniehirst Castle. Then next morning we set off for Edinburgh to meet Rita and Margie who did the first part of the trip with another couple to ease Eartha’s load. As they had gone away until late afternoon we spent our time looking over the Gallery of Modern Art in the Botanical Gardens. We decided, after meeting the other two, that they should continue to Inverness in the other car and join us there. Today the weather turned sour and spoilt the otherwise attractive scenery. Eartha did her bit today by picking up an Australian hitch-hiker! We are hoping for a nicer day tomorrow – forever the optimists. Looks as though I shan’t be visiting any Grewars after all.

  


  
  postcard

  Inverness 15.9.60


  Well it’s only the next day but we certainly have had fun. Firstly, we took our hitch-hiker with us this morning as far as Balmoral Castle but had to off-load her there in the drizzling rain, as we were going in a different direction. The next stretch of road was rough and steep. At one stage Aileen and Joan had to push Eartha as we struggled up a foot at a time – golly she sounded sick. Anyway we made it! After cooling down and reviving our spirits with a bottle of beer we pressed on. Some hours later we completely disgorged the exhaust, right up to the top near the engine! You should have heard us roar and backfire into Grantown. Thanks to a wonderful mechanic, we absolutely purred out of Grantown and we even got our broken back mudguard welded; all for 10/6! So now we are really smart again. Tomorrow we set off to explore the Western Highlands. The sun even shone this afternoon and the scenery was wonderful.

  


  
  postcard

  Strathpeffer 17.9.60


  Oh this is the life! We have just spent two lovely days visiting some of the north-western lochs and coastline. Last night we stayed at a delightful hostel on the cliffs above a glorious little sandy cove at Achmelvich. The Warden there was a pleasant young Scot who gave us one of his three precious trout to taste for breakfast and it was delicious. For tea we sampled haggis, and liked it what’s more! Tomorrow we are having Scot’s porridge, so we really are living the part. Our weather has improved and the scenery has been delightful; rugged mountains, moors, forests, waterfalls and mountain streams and of course lochs! Tomorrow we are off on the next leg southwards. Although autumn tints are not quite so apparent, this card is very typical of our trip.

  


  Y.H. Glen Nevis


  20th Sept. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Wish you could hear the hubbub here at the moment. We are sitting in the Common Room-cum-kitchen at the Youth Hostel which, as a contrast to the ones we have been staying in, is large and quite full. Most of the inmates are gathered round the one and only stove playing draughts with the pots and pans – all trying to cook their evening meal. Joan and Aileen are holding the fort admirably on our behalf.


  The last few days have been absolutely wonderful. We have visited some of the most wonderful parts of Scotland and I am so thrilled to have seen it under such perfect conditions. We went out to the west coast, along the picturesque Loch Maree and further north to a spot called Inverewe where one Osgood Mackenzie has made a semi-tropical garden amongst the pine trees which cover the cliffs around his homestead. Although we weren’t seeing it at perhaps its most colourful time, which we have since heard is May when all the hundreds of varieties of rhododendrons are in bloom, there were blue hydrangeas in profusion, heathers (including genuine white), watsonias and the thing that we loved seeing most of all were the beautiful gum trees – great tall ones, must be 80 or so years old at least.


  That night we spent at a tiny hostel at a place called Achmelvich on the west coast – a delightful spot high on the cliffs over a beautiful sandy half-moon beach. We saw the most wonderful sunset there and spent a pleasant night swapping notes with some English lads heading north. It was at this hostel that we sampled haggis and where the Warden gave us his remaining trout, originally his breakfast, so we could taste it. It was delicious too. We stayed at another remote little hostel at Inveralligin after Loch Maree. At these tiny hostels we have met some of the most interesting people, quite a lot of them climbers or fishermen. We find these remote places much more congenial than the larger ones, in spite of the fact that we wash in a basin of water in a lean-to or the like.


  Our roads have been over winding mountain tracks, coastal roads and along the glens. The weather for the most part has been fine, although we have had a little rain mostly at night, so we really feel fate has been with us. The little village of Strathpeffer from where I sent the last card was an attractive village noted for its health giving spa. We spent the next night at Glenelg, right on the edge of a very narrow stretch of loch between the mainland and Skye. We had this hostel to ourselves except for two very charming gents from Newcastle. Today we came south as far as Fort William and then out here in the shadow of Ben Nevis, the highest mountain in the British Isles. From here we are heading back to London with a call at Oban en route.


  Oh dear, this is really being written under great difficulty. Everyone is in a rather hilarious mood and concentration is rather difficult. Aileen, who has finished her cards, is now bent on distracting everyone, hence keeping track of what I have written is nigh impossible. I really thought I had lots of news but somehow it all seems to have evaporated, and the tears of laughter are streaming down, so you can imagine how it is! Through the haze, I seem to remember you asking about my date of departure from this side of the globe. I leave Southampton, England on the 20th of November and, as far as I know, the due date of arrival in Melbourne is the 19th of December. We go via Suez, Colombo, Penang, Singapore and then straight to Melbourne. I hate to waste the rest of this space, but quite frankly I am stuck.


  Hope everyone is well, love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London Finale


  London W.6


  26th Sept. 1960


  Dear Family,


  We returned from our glorious holiday in Scotland on Friday night, after a long drive which finished up with a whip down the famous M1. I couldn’t describe how I feel about Scotland except to say it is wonderful, especially the Western Highlands which we saw this year rather more leisurely and pleasantly. We seemed to be very fortunate in the weather aspect too. We had lovely sunny days for the most part, saw heavenly sunsets on the coast, had misty rain on an odd occasion during our trips down the lovely glens and the lochs have never been so blue I’m sure. Except, that is, for Loch Lomond which, due to the weather, was a steely grey!


  The hostels we stayed at were quite often very remote, small and primitive but we met some small groups of pleasant and interesting young people. Even the Royal Family turned out for us at Braemar! Eartha behaved beautifully, but oddly enough, on our last day’s drive, she seemed to have developed a slight blockage or something and refuses to idle, which is a bit annoying in London traffic; some small adjustment is necessary, I guess. Otherwise she is still okay even after carrying five of us up and down stiff mountain roads.


  It was quite a day here at the flat at Stamfordbrook when I moved in on Saturday. Flora’s mother and young niece were leaving for Trinidad, Ruth, one of the two German girls, was having a birthday and Renata, the other German lass, had her’s the previous Wednesday. They had all decided to have a small gathering that night, so party preparations were in full swing, with their two boyfriends here helping and of course yours truly moving in! However, all went well, trains were caught as planned and the party went off quietly but reasonably well.


  The flat really is nice and I have the most wonderful, comfortable bed. It is quite a change for me to have company at night after work! For instance I have been trying to write this for a good two hours and have only got this far. Ruth, my room-mate, Flora and I became engrossed in a three way discussion of life in our respective countries and compared them with life in England. It was all very interesting and even included the fact that German newspapers don’t have a social page. They apparently don’t consider it important enough to report – only such people as families of public figures, would have their wedding photos etc. in the paper. They are not very concerned with the lighter side of life so Ruth explained, much to their misfortune she thinks.


  I made an unexpected purchase last Saturday in the form of a pair of Daks slacks. I think they are very smart and beautifully tailored and for the first time they fit me off the rack! Guess where I purchased them; Simpsons of Piccadilly! Quite one of the shops in London. I have decided that any extra shillings I can make with overtime for the rest of my stay here I shall use to try to augment my wardrobe, or rather replace some of my more sorry looking garments. My old green overcoat comes to mind, as it is now very shabby after the rigours of life in London and various trips around.


  I had a letter from Irene just before I went to Scotland asking me to dinner with Ann and a couple of friends, but it was to be after I had left for Scotland, so I had to write and explain, saying that I would contact her again on my return. As usual, she kindly asked how you all were when I last heard. She was well apparently, and Jim as usual. I am to have a weekend with Joan at Oulton Board in about two weeks. Aileen leaves for Australia in about four weeks and then it will only be four more until my departure – how time flies. Well folks, must away to bed. Ruth is already trying to sleep so I must turn out the light.


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London W.6


  2nd Oct. 1960


  Dear Family,


  You wouldn’t believe it but, the day after my arriving here in the flat, the girls received a letter from the owners to say they were returning to London and would want the flat from the 29th of October! If only it could have been November. Now I shall have to go somewhere else for just three and a half weeks! I was really disappointed because it’s quite pleasant and comfortable here and the girls are so nice that it was just going to suit beautifully. Now everything has changed. Actually the two German lasses, Ruth and Renate, are both returning to Germany towards the end of the year, although Ruth is marrying an Englishman next year and will settle back in England. Anyhow they will be coming and going, so that it is not really feasible to get another flat and leave Flora to hunt around for others to share with her. Hence they are all making separate arrangements, or trying to.


  Likewise it is no use my teaming up with anyone for just three weeks! I am not really worried because, if the worst comes to the worst, I can always go to the OVC, although it’s not so convenient and more expensive. I may take over the room Aileen has, for she is due to leave about two days before we move. If the people will just rent it to me for the short time it could solve my problem. It’s just a room, but it could be worse I guess. The main concern is whether they will let it for a short term, as they normally rent by the month, not by the week. I have just been speaking to Aileen on the phone and she is going to ask them.


  Rita and Margie borrowed Eartha to visit Aylesbury during the week and she went and broke a wheel bearing. Then she repeated the stalling caper she had already started on our last day back from Scotland. Next day when they tried to start her she just wouldn’t and the long and short of it is she is now in a garage at Aylesbury and the girls had to come back by train. I hope she will be brought back to London on Tuesday by Wendy who has taken over the job of contact with the garage.


  Unfortunately that will cost me money. Not that I can really complain but, as her re-sale value appears to be decreasing rapidly because of the tests which are being brought in here for all cars over ten years old, I am not so happy about spending anything at this late stage. However, after spending one weekend without her, I realise how much I depend on her. Rita and Margie have both offered to help pay for her repair, for they want me to keep her. It means more pleasure for them too and I think they may like to buy her if I don’t sell her to a higher bidder.


  Apart from all that excitement, the week was very quiet really as I worked overtime every night except Friday. On Friday I went to visit Rosalie, who returns to Australia in about three weeks. She is working at night and I went and had tea with her. Another friend of hers was there too and Margie and Rita also joined us later. We all had to leave early as Rosalie was off to work, but we then called, first at Nan’s place for coffee, then I went with Margie and Rita to their place and finally home – so it was quite a night.


  On Saturday we three went out to have lunch with Harry McG. After lunch Harry had to go out but we dallied and watched sports on television, then we had to go back to London, carrying two boxes of left over groceries that Dorothy had left for the two girls. Then we met Bill and all went down to Red Hill to a party at Ivor and Nola’s. You will remember they are the young New Zealand couple whose wedding we all went to last year. Today I have had a day at home and it has been very relaxing and pleasant! I slept in, ate late, washed, had a little walk around the shopping area and chatted for ages with Renate as we are the only two home at present.


  Some people call it the irony of fate but you know how I was never particularly interested in working for solicitors. Well, for the second time I am working for Kodak’s solicitor, while his secretary is away ill. All this week and possibly next week too! Actually he is very pleasant and it makes a nice change from the typing pool. He is also the Assistant Secretary of the company, which of course adds to the variety. His office is situated on the plush 1st Floor, so now I’m treading on carpets with the best of them!


  I have Eartha back on the road once again, but it cost £7-odd to do it. Margie and Rita very sportingly paid a third each, which I thought was very decent of them. She now has two new valves and it was all I could do not to break the speed limit she ran so well when I drove her home. I am spending this coming weekend with Joan at Oulton Broad which should be quite enjoyable. We are invited to another small Suffolk village to see a friend of hers on the Sunday. Tonight I am meeting Aileen for dinner, before she goes to work.


  I am hoping to buy just one or two things before I leave, so I am still working overtime. I badly need a new all-purpose coat as my old green one has definitely had it. If I can manage it a suit and skirt wouldn’t go astray either. I feel all my old things are ‘passe’ and I really would like to have something to show for my visit – however, we’ll see. Well folks, I must away to meet Aileen – nothing really exciting or important to relate.


  Love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London W.6


  14th Oct. 1960


  Dear Family,


  So sorry if there seems to have been another delay, but this week has been at fever pitch because, when I returned from Oulton Broad last weekend, Margie and Rita announced their decision to leave England today! Can you beat that? They got the opportunity of a very reduced fare on a bus trip overland to India, or rather Ceylon. They met the Australian chap who runs the trip through the girls who they share a flat with and that’s how it all came about. Colin hadn’t filled his bus and offered them seats at reduced rates. It’s terribly exciting and I am sitting here in the office wishing like mad I was with them. I daresay the trip will have its less pleasurable moments, but on the whole it will be a marvellous experience.


  So you can imagine all the goings on, packing, farewell dinners, etc. I haven’t been to bed before 1am at the earliest since last Friday and today we saw them leave at about 8.30am – with a couple of toilet roll streamers flying from the bus! My own farewell will be very quiet and rather sad because I shall be the last, with the exception of Wendy who is down at Aylesbury, so I don’t suppose she will come to see me off. It’s hardly worth it really, for it’s not like our ship farewells back home – merely a boat-train. As it is though, even though I leave five weeks after the girls, I shall just miss them by a day in Colombo, which is a pity. Another friend of Rita’s, who she really met through Mary C. over here, also went with them at the last minute. A sort of final fling before she and her husband adopt a child. She will probably fly back from India.


  Saturday morning, in bed! I thought I should finish this in bed, for I have a feeling once I get up there just won’t be the time. Yesterday after seeing the girls off and a rather hectic day at work, I met Aileen. We were supposed to go to a theatre with Mike. As it happened Mike brought along a young friend and, after a beer or two and a meal, we decided not to go to the theatre, but instead Mike took us to a dance. We had a very bright evening and it was much better than going to the theatre really. I was also interested to see the dance hall. It was very attractive, rather more like a Golf Club dance at home. They have a couple of bars and one large and one small dance floor. You can shuttle across from one to the other and back. It was just so different from our dance halls, which I can’t abide.


  Aileen has today and tonight off so she and I are doing something, but last night we were too tired to decide what. Then on Sunday I am having Mike, John and Aileen over here for midday dinner, a sort of farewell for Aileen. Next weekend I am going with Wendy and either one or two other lasses she knows, to the Wye Valley, a very pretty part of Wales which I only saw very little of last year.


  I have been working with the solicitor again last week. It’s funny you know, when one of the lift men heard me say I was leaving, he said “Oh and I’m just beginning to get used to you!” That was because from the 1st Floor I have been nipping back and forth in his lift. One of the night watchmen also tried to persuade me to stay. “Why do you want to leave us?” is his approach. They are all very sweet to me. Golly the time is flying – only five weeks to go. Well I really must get up now and get cracking.


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London (c/o Bank)


  22nd Oct. 1960


  Dear Family,


  At present I am sitting in a Laundrette doing the weekly wash for the flat! So I thought that, rather than be mesmerised by the clothes whirling behind the glass front of a Bendix, I would drop a few lines. First of all I must give you my good news. During a talk with our Chief Cashier at work about Income Tax, I discovered I have been on what they call an emergency tax rate, which in broad terms means I have been paying about twice what I should. That, combined with the fact that I haven’t worked a full tax-year either this year or last, means that I am due for a nice little cheque from the British Government. Of course it’s already well mortgaged with what I want to do before leaving, but it will help considerably. In fact, I could say that without it there would be practically nothing done in the way of shopping.


  I must confess I have been rather relying on the fact that I should get some tax back. I’m afraid I shan’t get much for Eartha, poor old girl, because of the 10-year tests, which are very much in the news these days. I shall probably have to sell her to a scrap merchant which will break my heart really, after all her sterling service. To imagine her being dismembered, limb from limb!


  My other bit of good news is the amusing fact that the management had seen fit to approve a five shillings a week rise in my pay, as from the 31st of October. That means I will receive it for a whole two weeks, as I leave work on the 12th of November. I have no idea why they would give me an increase, I guess it must be a quarterly review or something. I am now on the fabulous salary of £11-5-0 gross having had four rises in 12 months, which isn’t bad eh? Being with the company solicitor didn’t mean anything extra, except that times of arrival and departure were rather more lenient and there was a bit more variety in the actual daily duties like getting morning coffee, afternoon tea, answering telephone queries etc.


  I am now back home at the flat, waiting for my spaghetti to cook! I tried to make some junket this morning but it wouldn’t set. I’m going to warm it up again and add some more junket liquid – here’s hoping! Gee I’m a great cook, but you should see my meat sauce for my spag. – yummy! We have just heard this morning from the owners of the flat that we can stay on here for another week. Flora and Renate are fixed to move, but Ruth and I may stay the extra week, especially if they reduce the rent for the two of us. If we all go together they won’t be getting any rent, but if we two stay, well at least they will get some. They are coming around tomorrow morning for a final chat, so I won’t do anything until after they’ve been. It would be much nicer to stay here than a hotel somewhere.


  Last week I had an unexpected letter from my predecessor at Royal Hospital Road. She told me that the new owners are asking four guineas for our old room! We arranged to have lunch last Friday, but on Wednesday she called unexpectedly at work and offered me a ticket to the Piccadilly Theatre for Thursday night, as a friend couldn’t go at the last minute. The friend she is staying with and her son were with us, and we saw a very good Irish play. All in all it was a very pleasant evening. On Friday I paid for her lunch, as she had refused to take any money for my theatre ticket.


  Yesterday I received a telephone call from an English lass who worked with me temporarily. I am meeting her after work on Monday. Then on Wednesday night we shall go somewhere for Aileen’s last night and I am having the Thursday off to help her get away and to wave her a fond farewell. My room-mate, Ruth and her fiance, Tony have said they will see me off when I go. Tony works at Southampton and they will both be there that Sunday. I hope they can. It has taken all afternoon to write this – we have been talking and now Hussein, a Sinhalese friend of Flora’s, has arrived, so I must go.


  Love to all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London W.6.


  27th Oct. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Goodness me, I’m utterly exhausted! Today I helped Aileen organise herself onto the BOAC plane for Australia. I took the day off from work and left home at 9.30am. You have no idea what it is like getting away from London – there always seem to be so many things to do at the last minute! Heaven only knows how I shall get my boat-train. Which reminds me; when I read the bank’s earlier letter, I thought that when they said the Oranje sailed on the 20th, they meant from Southampton. However, in their letter last night, the 20th is obviously the day it leaves Amsterdam. So it looks as though I leave on Monday the 21st and my due date of arrival in Melbourne is the 19th of December. While I’m on this subject, I shall give you my posting places and dates on a separate page with this letter and if there should be any alteration I can send it later.


  Which also reminds me of another thing. The other day we got the good news that Ruth and I are able to stay on here at the flat for another week, for our share of the usual rent. That means I can keep receiving mail here until the 4th or 5th of November. If, towards that date, you are in any doubt, I would send it to the bank for I shall be giving them forwarding instructions when I leave here.


  I haven’t any idea where I shall stay for the last two weeks I am here. After I had said goodbye to Aileen, I tried a couple of hotels around Earls Court and the cheapest I could find was seven guineas a week for bed and breakfast. It also appeared to be the nicest of the lot. However I didn’t rush in, as I may get something cheaper out in another area. It will be a bit of a bind if I have to pay that much, but the OVC only has shared rooms, which are not very large, and you are likely to have to share with someone different each night, which isn’t ideal when you have things lying about waiting to be packed to go home. I think the cheapest they offer works out at £5-1-6 so, considering the difference in amenities, it is still fairly dear, especially as that is the cheapest. It all makes the flat seem more and more like a palace especially as it’s only £2/week and £1/week for food, laundry, kitchenette etc.


  Dear old Eartha, I don’t know what we would have done without her today. The Motor Show is on at Earls Court and traffic is rather chaotic all round that area, which included Aileen’s street. We had to get an old chappie who was organising the parking to keep a space outside her home for us, as we had to come and go several times and it would have been impossible otherwise. When we went away he would simply place one of the police ‘no parking’ notices where our car was to go; no trouble to us. Actually I intended to give him a half-crown as he was so good about it but, when I left for the last time, he was nowhere in sight. All I could console myself with was that he probably made plenty from the other motorists anyway!


  Last night Aileen and I had a couple of drinks and a meal in town with the English nurse who was on day-duty at the private house where Aileen had been night sister. After that we met Michael and John again and had quite a bright, unorganised night at one or two pubs, finishing up with a late supper, so it made quite a pleasant outing for Aileen’s last night. Tonight I am going to another Kodak Dealer Sales Graduation Dinner. You may remember I went to one last year. It’s a dinner they give at some restaurant to the people who have been attending their Dealer Sales School. It should be quite pleasant and another opportunity to mix with the English and see another restaurant. Actually, just at present I would be quite happy to stay home but I suppose when I get changed I shall feel more like it. It’s always the way isn’t it? On Saturday I may go out to Harrow and see Michael’s Kodak team play rugby. Then on Sunday I am due to go to Betty’s, one of the American women on the Oberammergau trip. It’s for a “Slide-lookin’ party” as Martha, the teacher from the ‘Deep South’, called it. Unfortunately I have sent one or two of my slides to get copied for them, and so far they haven’t been returned. Still, they may come back tomorrow.


  Did I tell you I had a card from Margie and Rita posted in Strasbourg? They had a very enjoyable weekend in Paris en route. The bus had been pulled up by the cops on the way to Dover, because of the two toilet roll streamers that were still flying from the bus window. They had also run out of petrol and had a boiling radiator! So their fun started early. But their card was cheery and they seemed happy enough. Well folks, I really must get tidied for this Graduation Dinner as it’s nearly 5.30pm and I have to be in town by about 6.30pm!


  My love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  







  “DEAR FAMILY”
  

  





  London


  2nd Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  You can see how my life is organised down to the last minute, for I am always writing to you while waiting for something to happen! This time it’s for the iron to heat, so I can press my blouses, which seem to have accumulated unironed for some time and which I feel I must press before packing. I know they will have to be done again, but they seem to take up less room in the cases when ironed. Once again, I have lost track of when I wrote my last letter, but methinks time has slipped by, so I hope you aren’t kept waiting too long. My most important news is that I have now paid the balance of my fare and am awaiting receipt of my tickets etc. I asked for some extra labels to be sent to help cope with Aileen’s cases and you should see the pile they sent today! Lummie, they must know me.


  It is now several hours later and I have spent most of tonight, after the ironing of course, packing my things in preparation for the move on Saturday. Oh heavens, with all this packing and unpacking, I’ll be glad to get home and relax for a while. It was not really as bad as sometimes, as I didn’t have very much here with me, but it all has to be done. It’s going to be rather hilarious on the ship. I packed some of my cases a couple of months ago and I really haven’t the slightest idea of where everything is. I shall probably end up putting my clothes in the hold and only have books, records and programmes etc. to wear for the trip! Somehow I don’t feel I’m going to win any ‘best dressed woman’ contests on board; I really don’t feel organised as far as clothes are concerned. Never mind, I guess we’ll get through alright.


  Last Monday night Flora and I attended a Film Premiere at which the Queen, the Duke of Edinburgh and the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester were all present. Flora got two complimentary tickets through the Victoria League and asked me to join her. It was quite an exciting night. We arrived just as the star, Kenneth Moore, his wife and the leading lady were all at the door being photographed. Once seated, we could watch the arrival of the Royal party on closed circuit television and of course then we had a perfect view. We were in the front row of the Stalls and were able to look up at them in the front row of the Circle. The picture was called ‘The Man in the Moon’, which was a satire on the attempts to reach the moon. It was quite amusing, but not really a first class film when you thought about it. Still the audience laughed, so I guess it was reasonably successful. Michael came in today and offered me a complimentary ticket next Wednesday for a concert in the Albert Hall, at which Princess Margaret and Anthony Armstrong-Jones are to be present. So in my last weeks I am rubbing shoulders with Royalty and no mistake. I have managed to get a room at a Private Hotel which is not really what one would call luxury class, but reasonably priced and quite adequate.


  Last weekend was spent helping Renate and Flora move to their respective flats, and on Sunday at 5pm I went to Betty’s for our ‘slide-lookin’ party’. Virginia and Martha, the other two American teachers, were also there. After one or two ‘Old Fashioned’ cocktails, we went to the Columbia Club for a very enjoyable, smorgasbord style dinner. We then returned to Betty’s flat and viewed the respective slides of those who had brought them. It was a very pleasant evening and nice to see them all again. The two teachers are not at all impressed with their introduction into the English education system and are dying to get back to their own homes. Unfortunately we have had miserable weather lately, mostly drizzly rain and very little sun, which I guess all adds to the general depression. They were once again very insistent that I should come to the States and pay them a visit. Well, who knows, maybe some day! Must away now – only 19 days to go!


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London (c/o Bank)


  8th Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I collected my Passage Ticket and Embarkation Card today, so it really is getting close now! I do have some shopping to do next week but I seem to be reasonably well organised at this stage. However, I may be proved to be wrong by this time next week! I have one case and a large carryall of Aileen’s, a record player of Margie’s, four suitcases, a hatbox, carryall (yet to be bought), typewriter, basket, handbag and two coats! How I am ever going to convince Customs that it’s all personal effects I don’t know! It’s not that I have anything dutiable, but it’s the time involved and once I have closed my cases I don’t relish the thought of unpacking and repacking everything in the Customs Shed. Remember young Phil and John from Donald were on duty in the Customs area the day I went through. It would be nice if I could strike Phil again.


  I wrote to Irene yesterday to tell her when I was leaving and to arrange to see her again before then. I had mentioned it earlier, but of course she is fairly busy and I think usually leaves it to me to do the reminding. I had to miss out on a dinner last time as I was leaving for Scotland at the time. I haven’t seen Ann for ages. Last Sunday, after moving into this hotel on Saturday, I found myself with nothing planned and, as we breakfast by 9.30am here, I had the whole day before me. I decided to look up Tom’s first wife, Helen’s foster mother, at Bourne End. Without going into all the details, I ended up in another Bourne End in a neighbouring County! However, as I had started out fairly early, I managed to correct my mistake and arrived at the right place about 3pm. Mrs E. and her youngest daughter, about 18 years old, were, of course, very surprised to see me and were quite pleased for first hand news of Helen. I spent the rest of the afternoon with them and headed back to London about 6pm. So that is at least one more person I have managed to see.


  The other day I wrote to Frank’s friends to say goodbye and received a very prompt letter back from Jose, telling me David has now retired from the Army. He has returned to school-teaching and they have moved nearer to London, so they want me to pop down and see them no matter how fleeting the visit. I shall have to see how my plans go. They are a very likeable couple and hope some day to at least visit Australia, perhaps even settle there. I had another piece of good news yesterday. The people who are making up my final pay advised me that, as I had been on the payroll for a little over twelve months, I was entitled to two weeks holiday with pay! Blimey, they can’t do enough for me! I said I hadn’t queried it because of all the leave I had had during that time, but that evidently doesn’t alter the fact that it is due – suits me! I also have to contact the Taxation Office this week with the necessary forms for a refund. No more for now.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  c/o 67 Porchester Terrace
North London W.2


  11th Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I felt I must jot down a few things about my last day at Kodak. Whereas I had intended to be really early this morning I made a classic mistake by leaving ten minutes earlier. Ha, I thought, I shall be able to catch a bus this morning; plenty of time to wait until I can get on. Earlier in the week, I had decided that this particular bus was a dead loss and had walked to the tube station, about ten minutes away. Well, this morning for some reason I just didn’t feel like walking and then scrambling my way onto a packed tube train, so I waited – and I waited! To add to my frustration, my stop for getting off at the other end had been moved temporarily, some 100 yds or so further on! I had my costume on and high heels so you can imagine with my reasonably tight skirt I was hampered in my hasty trot to the office. However, I guess on your last day you can get away with practically anything!


  First of all I had to go straight back downstairs to organise myself some cheap films through the Camera Club and some flashbulbs. Then I worked for a few hours! I nipped down a little early for lunch, as I was showing my movie films of Moscow to a few interested parties. All that went off reasonably well, but after lunch I suddenly remembered I had to buy some cakes for the final afternoon tea. It’s just as well I did, for I realised afterwards it would have been very remiss of me if I hadn’t. So I nipped out again and flew up to old J Lyons & Co to buy three messy, creamy, rich cakes for the crowd. Of course the rest of the time was spent cutting up the cakes, delivering them to the various staff and finally having to unwrap my ‘parting gift’ in front of the office.


  It was all wrapped up in a carton, stuck with brown paper tape with various messages such as ‘Handle with Care’, ‘This could explode’, ‘It might bite’ and even ‘It might be dead!’ scrawled all over it! I had no idea what it was, of course, but set about finding out. I went through various layers of corrugated packing, by-passing an envelope which I was told not to open yet. I pressed on and finally came to another small parcel which proved to be a book, autographed by all the staff and with goodwill messages as well.


  Now, commonsense told me that wasn’t the extent of the gift, but how, I wondered, am I supposed to find it? I couldn’t very well look for more, nor could I make a big song and dance over one small autograph book and then look foolish. However, by looking through the signatures, I managed to keep them waiting in suspense at my reaction until I was prompted to look in the previously by-passed envelope. Well, imagine how I felt when I found a Record Gift Token to the value of £3-5-0 inside! I was speechless (quite something as you know, and so did they!) and terribly thrilled. They knew, through talking to me of course, that I was keen to buy some records to take home.


  Of course, when I was telling Michael about it later, he felt obliged to spoil his surprise by telling me he was buying me a recording of Elgar’s Variations. It is a very lovely orchestral work we heard together at the Albert Hall, and is a favourite of his. It was just as well he told me, for it was top of the list I had made out and I would certainly have bought it too! I think it’s rather nice to know I shall have some very lovely music to remind me of my pleasant associations at Kodak.


  Iris F. is a very likeable lass who has been in the office with me and to whom I have given quite a bit of stuff, such as foodstuffs left to me via Rita and Margie by Dorothy and from the flat. I also gave her two thermoses, odds and ends from my much used picnic set and an old sleeping bag bequeathed to me by Dugald, all of which I was terribly pleased to be able to pass on to someone I knew could make use of them. Like lots of young English couples she and her husband are rather struggling to bring up her two sons decently and happily and I know she was thrilled to get it. However, although I had refused her offer of giving me anything for the stuff, she presented me with a book and of course it had to be ‘Presenting Britain’ – the same as the one I was given before I left home, and which I have appreciated very much.


  I made a fuss of course, for I was very touched at her thought, especially as I have since discovered it costs 30/- over here and she can ill afford that I know! I hope she didn’t have any idea I already had a copy. As a matter of fact I shall take it into W.H.Smith & Sons and see if they will exchange it for something similar. I shall perhaps tell her after I have exchanged it, for the moment will have passed and I don’t think she will feel quite so upset. She even laughingly said “Go on, tell me you’ve got several copies already.” My heart sank inwardly – I just couldn’t admit it then and there! Yet I feel I shall have to tell her eventually for she is that sort of person. However, I shall just wait and see what happens.


  Of course, the rest of the day was spent visiting various ones to say farewell. They all said nice things of course, and I flatter myself that at least the majority meant it. Yes, they are a nice bunch and I was very happy to meet them. It was very fitting that, as I walked down Kingsway on my way home, I got the heel of my shoe stuck in the cracks of the pavement! It always happens to me of course, and is a hazard of London streets. Naturally too, I had to wait for a bus. Then we had one or two amusing moments as various ones tried to overload the bus, arguing about who was first in the queue etc. I got drawn into a conversation with the passenger next to me about the state of the buses, which of course usually happens! Yes, a delightfully typical London day for the most part – the good and the not-so-good.


  When we passed some of the Christmas decorations in the process of being put up in Oxford Street, I felt rather sad to think I shall not be here to see them again this year. But, of course, we can’t be all over the world at the same time and I guess when the time comes it will be just a passing thought as I enjoy our own Christmas cheer etc. Really looking forward to that I am! I am also looking forward to my last week in London, although it will be fairly busy I know, but I shall be able to have a last look at some of it – especially the shops! I still haven’t heard from Irene, although I thought I might have by now. I think I shall ring her tomorrow, if there’s no letter in the morning, for time is getting short. Shall finish off now and run my bath! Not too many more of those for some time I guess!


  Hope you are all well. Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London


  15th Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  I have finally contacted Irene. She had accidentally locked up my new address and telephone number at Catherine Place and couldn’t contact me. She is also without cook or housekeeper and I think that has been a bit of a trial. She and the butler, Smith, have been doing it all between them in that huge house. I don’t know what Irene would do without Smith really. He is a delightfully typical butler of the old days and would do absolutely anything for “Madam” as he calls Irene. I am having lunch with Irene at Catherine Place on Thursday. It won’t be very long, for she has a dental appointment at 2pm, but at least I shall see her to say goodbye.


  On Sunday Bill, his friend Roly and I went up to visit Wendy at Aylesbury. The girls put on a very nice dinner for us and a pleasant time was had by all. Tomorrow I have my second T.A.B injection and afterwards I shall set off for Southampton to deliver the bulk of my luggage to the Dock Agents. Then I shall have to get the rest to the station on Saturday, which I think Tony and Ruth will help me with so, if all goes well tomorrow, I should be more or less organised. Bill wanted to arrange a dinner for tomorrow night, but can’t get him on the ’phone. It’s a nice gesture on his part, but if we can’t arrange it I guess it won’t matter.


  Next Friday Michael and I are going to an amateur play in which another Kodak lass is playing a small part. She is the same lass I went to the concert with to see Princess Margaret and Anthony Armstrong-Jones. On Saturday afternoon next I am seeing Ruth and Tony and that evening Flora is having a few friends round to say farewell. The last Sunday I am spending with Michael. I shall miss his bright and breezy company quite a lot. I have also to see Renate one night next week, so it turns out there are still one or two left to say goodbye to. Never fear though – I shall not miss the boat.


  Much love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  


  London (me last day!)


  20th Nov. 1960.


  Dear Family,


  Well, it’s finally arrived – my last day in England! I can hardly believe it and am very mixed up about how I feel. I’m excited at the thought of going home and seeing you all again but can’t take it in that I won’t be here just the same. I have received the princely sum of £58-11-6 from the Tax Department. Yes, even my optimistic heart jumped at the sum! I had hopes of about £35. Just what I would have done without that and the Xmas gifts from my wonderful family I don’t know, but now I have at least had the fun of replenishing my wardrobe somewhat and am satisfied with life.


  I had a card from Rita and the trip seems to be going well. They are four days behind schedule though, so I shan’t see them in Colombo after all. Last night Flora had Renate, Ruth and her Tony and me over for a final quiet ‘family night’ together again. It was very pleasant. I am extremely fortunate in having met such nice people and they are the ones I shall really miss seeing every now and then. There are certain ones you meet and you would like to have them around for all the time. But that is one of the mixed blessings of travel I guess. Today I am meeting Michael’s friend, John, for lunch and then, if this drizzly rain stops, I thought we might go to Hyde Park to hear some of the ‘Speakers’ at work, which is something I have been promising to do and have never got around to. Then later on we are meeting Mike, who is playing in a Rugby trial earlier in the afternoon. So I am spending my last day with two very bright, amusing, typical young English lads, which is rather nice for me.


  I seem to be reasonably well organised and I think most of my things will go in the one case I have left to carry tomorrow. I delivered two more to the station yesterday. However, I shall still have two coats, plus one on, two bags, a basket, typewriter and camera – what a performance! It’ll be a taxi to the rescue tomorrow morning. But just wait until you see me trying to get off at Melbourne! Next time I am travelling light and for me only! Well, that’s what I like to think anyway, but life’s too short to worry so here we come, bags, baggage – the works!


  I have done all but one thing – I haven’t sold Eartha! There just hasn’t been the time and at the last minute I thought of a solution so that is why I still own her! I am leaving her with Michael to sell for me. I shall offer him a percentage of the takings, however large or small, which he can well make use of I guess. I always said I would still have her when I sailed! All of which brings me to the point that I must now go and complete dressing to meet John. Haven’t really any more to relate anyway.


  Bye bye from Britain. My love to you all as ever. Kathie.


  


  Coming Home


  ‘ORANJE’– Approaching Genoa


  23rd Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Well, I finally managed to get on board and all things considered, not too badly organised, I felt. The one thing which I really meant to do and didn’t get done was to sell the car, but Michael is seeing what he can do about it for me. Poor boy, I rather dumped it in his lap, but fortunately he was good natured about it.


  On my last day I met John in the afternoon. We went to one of the locals for a couple of drinks until closing time. Then we went into Hyde Park for an hour or so, to listen to some of the speakers there, which was quite entertaining. Then John took me back to his place, where he had prepared lunch for us. I thought it was very sweet of him to do it and much more enjoyable than lots of the cafes about. Towards evening, after I returned some books which Margie had borrowed, we went into town to meet Michael and had a wonderful meal at one of the better restaurants in Hampstead. It really was a very pleasant day for my last in London. On Monday I had to catch the boat train at 9.21am so I shouted myself a taxi as a last fling. I managed to struggle on with my odd bits and pieces and was pleased to notice that I was not the only one with numerous ‘things’ tucked under their arms.


  I have been very lucky with my cabin mates; two very nice lasses about my own age from Sydney and a Scottish lady who is visiting relatives there. In fact most of the ones I have met are going to Sydney. We have also met a very nice married English lass, Diana. She and her husband came to Australia ten years ago and she has just been home to see her family. I noticed she seemed to be by herself at our first meal, so I asked her to join us. We have all clicked rather well. So far no male interest, but it’s early yet! There seems to be quite a mixed number on board, probably more women than men but not too badly so. The ship is quite pleasant, but the Malayan stewards are apparently a new lot and rather slow with meal service. The food, when we get it, is quite palatable though. We have a dear little cabin steward called Loh. He’s a pet and is making coffee specially for us in the morning – everyone else has tea!


  It was quite rough to start with. Oddly enough, the first morning I was quite suddenly sick before breakfast. I still went down for a meal though. Since then I have had no more trouble and now am just fine. The weather has improved today, but it is still overcast and quite cold out on the open decks, so we aren’t madly rushing out yet. I am just dying for some sun to bask in. We reach Genoa tomorrow, but I am not too sure just what we will do ashore. We will probably just wander around the town looking at the shops. I hope to have more news next time.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.


  
  postcard

  Genoa 24.11.60


  Just a short card as a souvenir of my last visit to Italy. We had hardly stepped off the ship when from nowhere came yet another Italiano, full of helpful suggestions as to how we could spend the day with him. There’s no doubt about them. I received your letter, thank you and one from Helen, bless her. The trip has been very calm and the Mediterranean just as blue as ever. Life on board is very lazy but pleasantly relaxing. We are off around the shops today, that is when they re-open after siesta. Look after yourself.

  


  Mediterranean - On Board


  26th Nov. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Once again we are sailing on the deep blue sea. By now you have probably received the brief postcard sent from Genoa; wasn’t it a ‘posh’ one. Lots of the coloured ones are so artificial that they cease to be pretty, but I was rather taken by the ‘silver’ effect.


  We had a most enjoyable day at Genoa. The weather was particularly mild, so we went ashore in just a skirt and jumper for our shopping spree. There were three of us and we had the time of our lives dashing around the odd little streets. Diana and I had decided to try to buy a pair of black sandals suitable for ‘After Five’ wear. Italian sandals are so nice. However we eventually came back minus black sandals, but both bearing a pair of identical white ones. We decided that, because of our separate home States, it wouldn’t matter. There’s not much to them actually, but they are very comfortable and flattering. We were taken by the very sweet little salesgirl to their private stockroom, in a little back alley, for the sandals, as most of their summer stock was put away. We were amazed at the ‘heaviness’ of those on show; quite different from our idea of dainty Italian shoes.


  The other lass, Gwen, purchased a couple of pairs of white wedge-sandals, scarf and gloves. Di also added three different sweaters to her collection. Our only regret was the brevity of our stay. We didn’t seem to waste a single minute yet we still had to scurry back up the gang-plank rather belatedly. Genoa is quite a pleasant port-city. The actual docks are quite attractive and there doesn’t seem to be the usual drabness of waterfronts. The country rises in a gentle slope from the waterside which, of course, makes the skyline much more attractive and shows off the buildings. At night as we sailed away the lights were very pretty.


  Today we have had another taste of the heavenly sun. Tomorrow I hope it will be just that much warmer to entice me to sunbathe in my swimsuit. This afternoon we passed the island volcano of Stromboli just before a glorious sunset. I even had a few games of quoits just to shake off the creeping lethargy which tends to take over, if allowed. I must drop Helen a line, she was so good to catch my first port of call. Mail is part of the fun at ports, but news from this end is rather limited I fear.


  Hope you are all well. Love as ever. Kathie.


    
  postcard

  Pt Said 28.11.60


  Fantastic hubbub at present. We are anchored off Port Said. I am just debating whether I can afford the extra deposit we are having to pay in case of delay in the Canal. I think I must go to Cairo now I am so close. After all I may never come this way again. I am acquiring a gentle tan and am smiling like a cat with cream now I am in the sun. Just received your two letters – wonderful. Hope you are all well.


  







  “Dear Family”
  

  





  Arabian Gulf


  3rd Dec. 1960


  Dear Family,


  And so the trip continues. We have been having very good weather and are absolutely flying along in an attempt to make up some of the 15 hours delay we incurred in the Suez Canal. There was some hold-up in the shipping – someone ran aground and someone spilt oil which was ignited. We weren’t involved at all of course, but we had to wait until the Canal was cleared. Fortunately I was one of the lucky ones who went on the trip to Cairo. Those who didn’t sailed through the first half of the canal at night, spent all the next day anchored in the Bitter Lakes and continued the rest of the journey the next night, so they saw absolutely nothing of the land through which they were travelling.


  Those of us who went on the Cairo trip left the ship at 7pm on Monday night, drove in buses and cars through the moonlit evening, stopping for coffee at Ishmalia and arriving at Cairo about 11pm. Diana and I were together and shared a very comfortable double room with our own private bathroom. The next morning we were wakened at 5am to start our long day. After breakfast we hopped up on a camel and travelled out to the Pyramids and the Sphinx. It was a perfect morning with a heavenly pink sky which reflected its colours onto the sides of the pyramids. It seemed to us an ideal time to visit this fascinating place. Luck seemed to be with us for we both boarded the same huge, well groomed camel called Fantastic by his humorous owner called Moses, so christened by the Australian soldiers during the war. He gave us a wonderful ride, accompanied by a full description of the names and history of the various pyramids and finished up by taking several photos of us in various poses and positions, and got 5/- for his efforts. So all in all everyone seemed satisfied! I was thrilled again to be seeing yet another of the Seven Wonders – and they certainly are intriguing.


  The hotel we stayed at was Mena House which is only about ten minutes camel ride from the Great Pyramid. After having a close up look and bargaining and haggling with the various pedlars, we boarded our buses and set off for the Great Mosque, built by Mohammed Ali, then to the oldest Orthodox Church in Egypt, then the Jewish Synagogue then to the Bazaar in the Old Town, where we visited a perfumery and one or two other shops. Lunch was at a very pleasant restaurant called the Kursaal. After lunch we paid a visit to the Museum which to me was one of the highlights of the trip. To see, with one’s own eyes, all the relics of the almost unbelievable past is a wonderful experience. The very trite saying ‘nothing new under the sun’ has never hit home to me quite so forcefully as in that museum. All manner of things made and used today were made and used then. The intricate work which was almost entirely hand done is in some cases breath-takingly beautiful and, because of its perfect preservation, the extreme age of everything is quite incomprehensible to me. We spent several hours at the Museum and if I hadn’t been quite so exhausted by that stage, I could easily have spent several more.


  Afternoon tea was at the ultra-modern Hilton Hotel and from its balcony, we relaxed and watched the golden sunset over the Nile. Dinner was at the same restaurant as lunch and in the evening some of us went to a cabaret to see the belly dancing. It was a perfect finish to the very enjoyable, if exhausting, programme. We headed for Suez about midnight, travelling across the desert sands by moonlight and had to spend an hour or two waiting for our ship to arrive. After very welcome coffee and sandwiches, we collapsed into bed completely exhausted but very happy with our trip. We had to pay an extra £2 for the extended length of our stay and entertainment, but it was worth every penny of it.


  I am beginning to acquire a suntan, although I am being very careful not to overdo it and lose it all. There are various competitions organised on board but we are all content to relax and be completely lazy. Our only regret is the lack of males to dance with in the evenings. We are a group of anything from about four to seven females and there are hardly any males. As most of us are keen on dancing it is most disappointing to say the least. There are quite a number of lads on board but they are a younger group and are quite occupied with the numerous younger girls. I must say it rather startles me when I look around. They are, on the whole, an uninteresting lot and completely lacking in finesse or sophistication. I am beginning to wonder if all young Australians are like that and I have just not noticed it before. I’m sure that isn’t so, of course, but it seems quite a few are like that. Last night we played Bingo and although I personally didn’t win, our table was lucky and had three wins during the evening. Di and I both won horses the other night at the ‘Derby’, but we weren’t so lucky with the betting or riding. I think I finished up about 2/- in front.


  Tonight we are having a Mad Hatter’s Dance and on Monday a Gala Dinner to celebrate St Nicholas Day, which is the Dutch Christmas Day. The only other thing of note is the fact that I have just finished reading the much publicised Lady Chatterley’s Lover, lent to me by one of my co-passengers. I think it is very well written, although some of his descriptive passages a little ponderous and overdone. I actually enjoyed it much more than I thought I would. I also saw the French film version which I thought was very well done and which kept very well to the story. I think there are probably many more ‘Penny Dreadfuls’ which should be banned long before this one. I shall leave the rest of this until we reach Colombo, or at least until I have some more news. The days don’t vary greatly really so there’s not that much to write about.


  Monday. Our Mad Hatter’s Dance was a huge success – from the point of view of hats. There were some 80-odd creations and most of them extremely clever. None of our immediate group entered, although one or two from my table did and a couple won prizes. I think there were actually about 30 prizes and no first, second or third etc., just all prizes, which was quite a good idea really. Last night was yet another film night and it’s a long time since I have seen one quite as terrible. It was one of those extravaganza efforts called Solomon and Sheba and was so bad you could hardly believe they would spend such fabulous sums on such poor efforts.


  Tonight we have our Gala Dinner which should be quite bright – all the pretty frocks will be out tonight! Then tomorrow we reach Colombo and mail; it seems ages since our last letters. I have a feeling that the last stage of the trip between Singapore and Melbourne will seem very long. It’s a pity we don’t call at Fremantle. Incidentally, we lost time in the Suez and, although I think we are probably making it up a little, I don’t suppose we will regain it all. I have no idea exactly what time we were due to arrive on the 19th but I expect it will be a little later than scheduled. Di and I have amused ourselves on odd occasions giving English lessons to one of the Italian orchestra. He already speaks French, a little German, a very little Spanish and of course Italian. Actually his English is quite passable already, but he is hoping to perfect it. It must run in his family. His father speaks nine languages and his sister teaches French. It makes one feel very ignorant to only know one. I hope you are all well. I’m getting excited as the 19th draws nearer!


  Much love, as ever. Kathie.


  


  Approaching Penang


  7th Dec. 1960


  Dear Family,


  Once again our seemingly humdrum life at sea was pleasantly interrupted with a Port of Call. Unfortunately we only had about an hour ashore at Colombo, which meant we only had time for a quick look at the few shops that were open to ‘fleece’ the tourists and, because it was 8pm, there was nothing else for it but to join the band of scavengers. However, nothing very drastic happened, which is a good thing for it means perhaps the odd pound or two left for Singapore. I received a card from Rita, posted in Jaipur. They are somewhat behind schedule but are enjoying it immensely. I gather the bus is giving a bit of trouble and Rita described it as having the engine out and in pieces. However, as they have no boat to catch by a certain date, I gather that it’s not so serious from their point of view. They were thrilled to see the Taj Mahal and say no picture could possibly do it justice. Evidently they are doing a bit of night travelling to make up some lost time which means they miss a bit of the country, but I guess what they do see is most interesting.


  I also received another letter from Helen. She is trying to coax me into a skiing holiday next August and, as a preliminary, has mentioned the Australia Day weekend to visit Hotham and climb Feathertop, one of the very pretty peaks in the Alps not far from there. I guess she thinks I shall need some exercise after this lazy sea-voyage. I probably am out of condition, for I rarely get the urge to even toss a deck-quoit around. I think I was really meant for a life of leisure!


  Today is our first poor day. Although the rain has actually stopped now, it is still overcast and humid. We were disappointed at our short shore leave yesterday, especially as we sat in the harbour until 2am before eventually leaving. That meant we could have had at least another hour or two on shore. You can imagine the grumblings that went around the decks. I must now drop a line to Rita and Margie for them to collect when they reach Colombo.


  Love to everybody – won’t be long now – yippee! As ever. Kathie.


  


  Approaching Singapore


  10th Dec. 1960


  Dear Family,


  This is just a final hurried note, as it will be the last outward mail before we reach home. Received two letters from you in Penang, one of them forwarded from Singapore. There is to be another collection today from Singapore but perhaps now there won’t be anything further. About the arrival of the ship, I can only tell you it’s due time and that is early in the morning of the 19th of December. The Melbourne agents would be the best ones to contact I should think. I heard only yesterday, from someone who was supposed to be in the know, that we would arrive in the Bay at about 10pm on the 18th, but would then anchor until 6am the next morning. However, rumours run riot on board a ship and one never really knows the real truth ahead of time. You mentioned how the cards seem to be quicker than letters. Actually, I think it’s those posted on shore that are quicker than those on the ship as someone said that our ship letters are flown back to Holland and re-posted from there. Seeing we use Dutch stamps and airletters, that could well be the case and for Australian mail it would mean a considerable delay. I hope that is not the case this time, or we could be home even before this arrives!


  We had another very brief leave on shore at Penang. It didn’t give us any opportunity to do anything but scrounge around a few shops. The day was overcast and humid and no good for photography. It’s much the same today too. I hope that, as we leave the tropics, we will have some more sun or I shall lose the little tan I have. I must fly now as I think they are clearing the mailing boxes. Dying to arrive home – the last nine days will drag I am sure.


  Love to you all, as ever. Kathie.
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    Explanatory Notes


    To Timothy, Dianne, and Michelle,


    Throughout most of these letters there will be names of people unknown to you. However, there are a few people mentioned in the early pages who are, in fact, your relations even though a couple of generations back, which may be of interest to you. Those mentioned in later letters were mostly unknown to Nanna and Puppa and were described in the text anyway.


    Chapter 1, page 1


    
      		Gordon Tye

 – 		Frankston identity


      		Bill Hanton

 – 		Friend of family for whom I worked in their pharmacy at Frankston – later married Mary; father of Shirley (mentioned later).


      		Kel

 – 		Kelly Wise – cousin of your Grandfather Grewar – their mothers were sisters.


      		Ellen

 – 		Sister of Kel


      		Gwlad & Dulce

 – 		Ellen’s daughters.


      		Bepsie

 – 		Kel’s French wife – real name Berthe (pronounced Bear-t).
      

		Rube, Ethel

 – 		Kel’s sisters.


      		Jean Bell

 – 		Friend of Ethel


      		Kathleen Drury

 – 		Kel’s neice (not sure which of Kel’s sisters was her mother).


      		Peter Drury

 – 		Kathleen’s husband. (Parents of Ann – mentioned later in London.)


      		Rita Burrows

 – 		Friend from Darwin with whom I travelled to UK. You have all met Rita.


      		Mary & Don Cole

 – 		Old friends from Darwin – then living in Sydney.

      
    


    Chapter 1, page 2


    
      		June & Ray Taylor

 – 		June, my childhood friend from Donald. Ray, her husband (later divorced). June later remarried to Val Groser.


      		Sue & Joanne

 – 		Their daughters.


    


    Chapter 1, page 3


    
      		Pat Wardle

 – 		English friend then living in Frankston


      		Wendy McKee

 – 		Rita’s friend from Darwin who came with us to UK. Now Wendy Roberts, who you met when we were living in Weetangera – she now lives in Nova Scotia.


      		Joan Turnour

 – 		Another friend of Rita from Darwin who travelled to UK with us. An English girl married to an Australian (John) – returning to visit her parents in England.


    


    Chapter 1, page 4


    
      		Mrs Downe

 – 		Old friend of Nanna and Puppa Grewar – Mr Downe was Bank Manager in Donald. Mother of Marion Downe – mentioned later.


    


    Chapter 1, page 6


    
      		Frank Hannan

 – 		Friend from Donald (also friend of my old boss at Kodak).


      		Joan (Redenbach)

 – 		Your Auntie (Wendye’s mother, of course).


      		Conzee McLorinan

 – 		Friend from Frankston who also work for Bill Hanton and was a member of the Frankston Theatre Group.


      		Irene & Jim Borthwick

 – 		Irene was your Grandfather’s first cousin – sister of Kel, etc.


    


    Chapter 1, page 7


    
      		Daphne Lewis

 – 		Young friend met through Tom Every (Helen’s guardian). Came to Australia and married Frankston boy, John Lewis


    


    Chapter 1, page 9


    
      		Bernice Reseigh

 – 		Old friend of Nanna and Puppa – Mother of Faye Adams (Donald).


    


    Chapter 2, page 2


    
      		Patti Payne

 – 		Old friend from Frankston – wife of Doug mentioned later.


    


    Chapter 2, page 4


    
      		Ollie & Reg leader

 – 		Next door neighbours in Donald.


    


    Chapter 2, page 8


    
      		Sweetie Pie

 – 		Nanna’s cat! (Included at your Father’s request).


    


    Chapter 2, page 10


    
      		Dick & Phil Unsworth

 – 		Frankston friends


      		Jo & Ron Astbury

 – 		English friends from Darwin


    


    Chapter 2, page 12


    
      		Major David Mycroft

 – 		Friend of Frank Hannan (mentioned earlier).


    


    Chapter 3, page 3


    
      		G & C Hanton

 – 		George (brother of Bill Hanton – also of Hanton’s Pharmacy where I worked. Clare – his wife. Parent’s of Jeanette also mentioned later.


    


    Chapter 6, page 22


    
      		Charles & Gertrude Cross

 – 		Cousin of Nanna Grewar’s and his wife. He was Chief of the Windsor Fire Brigade in suburb of Melbourne.
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