
 
 

INTRODUCTION: 
 

The diary begins with a photo scan of the opening two hand-written pages to give you a greater sense 

of the person. Alex was aged 21. The diary has been transcribed as he wrote it, though minor spelling 

and punctuation errors have been corrected.] Any explanations that might be needed have also been 

inserted in [squared brackets. Anything in (rounded brackets) are Alex’s own insertions. 

 

The original diary is now held in London by his nephew Ian Richardson in a waterproof Cox Family 

History crate. 
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(transcription) 

Diary of Experiences by A. L. Cox 
Diary of Experiences since leaving Australia 

In the event of accident please return this to Mrs A.J.G. Cox, my Mother 

 

 

 The Fact of Leaving Australia: Thursday, 23rd Jan [1941] 

 S.S. Aorangi 

 

After a busy morning packing and getting our kits ready and away on the boat, we proceeded by bus 

from the RAAF Depot to the liner which berthed in Sydney harbour, or to be precise, Darling 

Harbour. 

 

On the wharf, the roll was called and then we proceeded in single line to embark. This took about 

(indecipherable) minutes. As we went aboard, a steward directed us to our respective cabins and 

then we had a small duty to perform. From our cabins we took our life belts and reported to action 

stations and one of the ship’s officers gave us a talk and demonstrated in the correct use of the 

belt.From action stations, we proceeded to the aft of the ship and heard an address by Sir Donald 
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Cameron (RAAF Recruiting Sergeant) on our future and how we were to play a part in the war and 

such like. 

From there we were free to do as we like. We sailed at 4.50pm with quite a few small boats around 

us with relations on board: Felt sorry for Sydney boys as I know only to well what they were going 

through after having left all my very closest in Melbourne just a week before. 

 

Cleared the harbour about 5.30pm and dropped pilot. I stayed on deck until about 6.15 then went to 

tea and boy! it looks as though I am going to like the eating part of the trip at any rate. 

 

After tea, reported to A Deck and heard a lecture or rather a talk from Wing Commander Curnow 

about our duties, which I can’t very well disclose. Also, during tea a Cruiser had come up and the 

Neue Amsterdam was riding to starboard about 500 yards [away]. 

 

I consider myself very lucky as I have a single berth 1st class cabin and after seeing some of the 

other boys’ cabins, well, I just can’t explain it. 

 

Things in the cabin are quite settled and all my clothes packed in drawers and uniforms hanging. 

 

Feeling rather tired as it was quite a long day and inclined to try on the nerves leaving Australia.  

 

Started a letter to my dear Edna [Alex’s fiancée, Edna Smith, who died soon after the war from 

tuberculosis] and will write each night so she will get every bit of news I can possibly have. 

 

Friday Jan 24th 

 

Had a good night’s sleep and woke at 6.30am. I found I had omitted to put my watch on 30 minutes 

before going to bed. Had bath, shave and reported for my first breakfast aboard ship. After 

breakfast, I paid a visit to the barber and had a much needed haircut. At this stage, the boats of the 

convoy had strung out till they were just visible line abreast on the horizon which seems to be the 

only thing to look at while at sea. 

 

We started to settle down to routine today and get the station in working order. Lectures began in the 

afternoon with the M.O. [Medical Officer] and C.O. [Commanding Officer] respectively. 

 

Volunteered to do some typing in the orderly room, but haven’t heard anything further so far, but it 

looks as though we may become clerks. 

 

At 4pm we lined up at the gym and received an issue of stuff from the A.C.F: 1 Pullover, 1 scarf, 1 

pr mittens 2 pr socks, 2 handkerchiefs, 2 cakes soap, tobacco (which I gave to Dick) and best of all, 

a sheep skin waist coat which will become very handy when we reach the cold weather way up 

north.  

 

We are being detailed for look-out duties to help the ship’s crew. 

 

After tea, we had a picture show “Second Fiddle”. Had seen it before, but it was quite good. 

 

As I came along C Deck to my cabin, I could see the great shape of the other boat in the convoy 

entirely blacked out and the escort ahead. They are only two or three hundred yards away and very 

impressive too. 

I have written some more of my letter to Edna which I will post from Auckland. 
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Turning into bed and remembering to put watch on this time. 

 Saturday 25th 

 

Rather dull today with quite a heavy swell, but it is calming down. Things on board working quite 

smoothly now and becoming used to motion of ship.  

 

Saw whales for the first time or rather saw just where they were blowing on our starboard side. 

 

After tea, I went straight to bed as I am to be in charge of the fourth watch of the deck patrol of five 

men. My watch starts at 11pm and finishes at 1.30: that makes 2 hours, because of the clock being 

put on 30 minutes at midnight.  

 

I woke up at 10.30 and dressed and had my men all out and on deck ready to take over at 11 pm. 

After reporting to the officer of the watch, I started trying to get some of the boys off to bed (they 

were entertaining some of the young lady passengers). It was quite uneventful and we were relieved 

at 1.30am and I was very glad to turn into bed. 

 

Sunday 26th 

 

As it was time to go on watch again I had to get up as usual at 5.30 and have the boys ready to take 

over at 7 am. This watch was very boring as there was absolutely nothing doing. It was good when 

8.30 rolled around and breakfast with it, because I had that very empty feeling that only the rolling 

of a boat and the sea breeze can give you. Our next shift and last was not until 3pm, so I went down 

and slept until 10.30am and as I hadn’t had time to have either a wash or shave, I got busy as I had 

only 30 minutes before church parade and medical inspection by the M.O. ready for the NZ 

immigration authorities. 

 

The minister was a passenger and gave us quite a good service and a very interesting talk. It was 

held in the 1st class smoke room. 

 

We are allowed a rest on Sunday in the form of there being no lectures. 

 

Today has been marvellous: very little wind and a gradual calming down of the sea until it is just a 

gentle swell and the sunshine is glorious. Most of the passengers are enjoying a sunbath -- the first 

of the trip so far. 

 

3pm and I am on the watch again for the last time, as our 24 hours finishes at 5pm and a new set 

start, or rather take over. 

 

As I said before, it is a glorious day and visibility is good we were expected to sight land about 4pm, 

so I made it my business to be up on the bridge from about 3.45pm until 4.30 and sure enough the 

Three Kings, that is a group of islands, became visible just above the horizon, or rather the highest 

peaks on those islands [did]. They must have been 40 or 50 miles away. We are keeping well clear 

of land because of the danger of mines. 

 

About two hours after sighting the island we changed course down the eastern coast of N.Z. and just 

before dark put out the paravanes [a device equipped with sharp teeth and towed alongside a ship to 

cut the mooring cables of submerged mines]. We are to arrive in Auckland about 12 noon tomorrow. 
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After losing so much sleep last night, I am turning in at 8.30. Have just finished long letters to Edna 

and home, so they can be posted immediately we land. 

 

 Monday 27th 

 

I woke at 6.05 to hear the banging of watertight bulkheads and the blowing of the ship’s siren, and 

as we were to be on parade 30 minutes earlier, I got up and was on deck by 6.15. We were just 

coming out of a very heavy fog, so that explains the closing of the bulkheads and the siren. 

 

We were in the beautiful Bay of Islands and as the fog had only risen about 200 feet, we could only 

see kind of rugged cliffs rising sheer from the water into the fog. 

 

After some 30 minutes, the fog had risen altogether. All these islands were visible, most of them 

rising to 1500 feet or 2000 feet and so very small with it, but they were absolutely grand to look at. 

They looked rather like ancient extinct volcanoes. As we went further up the Bay the islands became 

less rugged and were inhabited with farms doted on them. 

 

After breakfast we could see the mainland quite plainly. Right in front of us was the extinct volcano 

which is an island at the very mouth of the Auckland Harbour. It has rather a funny name [not 

given]. It took about another three hours before we came near this island and it was here we picked 

up the customs officials and the press, who wanted to interview the survivors of some of the raiders’ 

victims.  

 

From this point we could see Auckland quite plainly and the most outstanding thing about it was the 

War Memorial Museum, which was on top of a mountain and surrounded by beautiful parklands. 

 

This little town looks as though it will be quite interesting to look around. 

 

We were granted leave from the ship from 2.30pm to 12 midnight and so there was a general exodus 

from the ship, but it all seemed to go in the one direction and the G.P.O. was absolutely crowded by 

all of us getting our first mail away to good old Australia. 

 

Auckland. After posting our letters we went up Queen St and found the Bank of New South Wales 

and changed a pound of our good money into £1 of N.Z. worthless money. (That is not a crack, it is 

very true.) 

 

We wandered up and down just looking around and generally taking stock of the place. 

 

The business section is very modern (except for prices) but it only consists of two streets and they 

are only about ¾ mile long. I should think it is smaller than our Geelong and has a population of 

nearly 200,000. 

 

I left some films at a chemist to be developed and printed and then Bert and I went into a good 

looking jeweller and bought some souvenirs of the town and I bought a tiki (Moari god) [more 

accurately a carving in a jade-like stone] and butter knife and sugar spoon with the crest of 

Auckland mounted on them for Edna and we drifted down to Woolworths and bought views of 

Auckland and I promptly packed them all away. I hope Edna does like them as they were the only 

things worth buying, as everything is dear. 
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We were very amused as our blue uniforms attracted quite a lot of attention and quite a few people 

spoke to us and asked us what part of Australia we came from, as they had relations there or 

something of the kind. The N.Z.A.F. wear a uniform similar to the R.A.F. and ours stood out very 

plainly.  

 

We were getting very peckish we went into the Silver Grill in Customs street and had quite a good 

meal. The only thing wrong was they gave us miles too much. 

 

Our appetites satisfied, we proceeded to the “Plaza” where we got free seats for the “Sign of Zorro” 

starring Tyrone Power. It was a very good show and all thoroughly enjoyed it and we let the 

manager know as we left how pleased we were. 

 

On the way back to the ship and bed we had a malted milk with a petty officer of the H.M.A.S. 

Hobart and he told us of his experiences of the Mediterranean and Red seas. They were very good 

and the only reason why we didn’t stay and hear more was that we were tired and had to be on board 

at 12.  

 

That finished quite a good day, and we are to be taken on tours around the country surrounding 

Auckland and Auckland’s suburbs tomorrow morning starting from 10am, so that should be just 

another good day ahead of us.  

 

 Tuesday 28th 

 

Up later than usual and just in time to get into the second sitting at breakfast. 

 

After breakfast, I wrote another letter to my Edna and one to Mother so I could post them away as 

we started on the day’s trip. Oh! I also wrote one letter to Ted, and as he specialises in NZ stamps, I 

spent 1/3 [one shilling and three pence] and the whole envelope was just plastered all over with just 

a small window for the address. 

 

Well 10 o’clock came around and we were met by a Mrs Corson and Mrs Roul in a car, and Dick, 

Bert and myself all got aboard their little car and away we went. Firstly, we went up to the 

University and had a look around the grounds, which are very nice. The buildings are after the usual 

style and something similar to the older parts of the Melbourne University. Its great factor was it is 

built on the top of one of these mountains which dot Auckland. They are extinct volcano craters and 

stand right out from the surrounding country. The War Memorial, which we visited next, is situated 

the same way but is higher, and because of the style of the building, is more prominent and can be 

seen well out into the Bay of Islands. 

 

As our time was limited, we only looked over the Maori section of the museum but it was really 

grand. On first entering there is a war canoe 80ft long carved from one kauri log and beautifully 

carved too. The inner side is smooth while outside is carved in the usual Maori images with a type 

of pearl inset to give the effect of eyes. I rather foolishly omitted to note the correct name of this 

shell and have forgotten it. There were life or real size Maori homes and giant gods all beautifully 

carved and then came the battle weapons by their dozens -- some most ingenious affairs and others 

just as gruesome. I could not hope to name them all but they were very interesting. 

 

Next on the list was clothing and my word the workmanship was wonderful. Some of the shawls and 

rugs that are worn are so colourful and well worked, it would quite possibly stand more wear than 

our high quality stuff. But the colours were perhaps just a little too much for the white man.   
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I saw some weird head dresses, some of the most devilish looking pieces of work I have ever seen. 

Their main object was to frighten the devils away. Evidently they believed it takes a devil to scare a 

devil. 

 

They are a very intelligent race evidently, as they had a very advanced form of navigation for such a 

race. 

 

We left the memorial and drove around the harbour front and then back to Mr Corson’s home at One 

Tree Hill and had dinner. We were introduced to their little child, Pam, who is such a nice little kid. 

All of us fell in love with her and we are now Uncle Dick, Bert and Alex. So what! She is only eight 

and very natural and not the least bit spoilt in any way. 

 

After dinner, Mrs Corson and Mrs Roul took us out through the Waitakere Ranges, which are about 

25 to 30 miles from Auckland and are in one way similar to the Dandenongs. 

 

They are a beautiful range and almost devoid of really big timber, although there are a few that have 

been tapped for the gum and have become stunted. The green here is ever so much different to our 

own green. It has rather a brownish hue, but really a richer one. As we got higher into the hills, there 

were a never-ending lot of springs trickling across the road from amongst the beautiful tree ferns.  

 

From Mt Pukemalekeo (1100 ft) we could see on one side of the range the harbour of Auckland and 

a small portion of the Bay of Islands and the other was the Bay of Manaku, or rather, Manaku 

Harbour. It was a really grand sight, something entirely different from our own, and I suppose that 

what makes two countries different, although both are beautiful to look at. From this point, we could 

see the reservoir from which Auckland draws its water supply. 

 

This point on, we descended until we came to Rangetiki (I think Range must really mean something 

in Maori) which is a beach on the Manaku and it is beautiful in its surroundings. There are a lot of 

those cabbage tree palms and it almost gave it a tropical look. The only drawback: it is tidal and they 

can only swim there when the tide is high, even as it is one of the most popular beaches around 

Auckland. 

 

From here we drove straight back to Mrs Cordon’s and Mr Corson nearly had the tea ready for us. 

(He had business to do in town, so couldn’t come out with us in the afternoon.) And I might mention 

it was then 7.15pm and by the time we finished it was about 9 o’clock. That includes doing the 

dishes.  

 

After dinner we went to Mrs Roul’s home and met her mother, Mrs Tancred, whose son is a 

squadron leader and has just won the A.F.C. and is back in New Zealand, a 2. in command of a big 

station near Wellington. 

 

Well I, or we, had a wonderfully interesting time, as this family, the Tancreds, have evidently all 

been soldiers since almost 1710 AD and I’ll go into detail in a few minutes what I saw in this house 

of shall I say many wonders (to us all). 

 

First of all, there was a full suit of armour of a 14th century knight and I found it rather cumbersome 

to move it, but I guess it would give quite a bit of protection to the body against a sword. 
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Then there was a great collection of swords and lances, all hanging on the walls with their sheaths. 

Amongst them was one which Colonel Hamilton led the Scots Greys into the Battle of Waterloo. 

Connected with the Battle of Waterloo was a hair or lock of Napoleon’s hair in a locket and a 

beautiful watch of one of his generals (it still works). In a special glass case, there were 27 

decorations, all won by different generations since 1700, and an Iron Cross of 1860, which was 

taken from a prisoner in some ancient war.  

 

Talk about being haunted by your ancestors. In the dining room, as closely placed together as 

possible, were the portraits in oils of 17 of their ancestors, both men and women, practically all the 

men in uniform. Also framed in the same room was a parchment which contained a special pardon 

from Queen Victoria for one of the Tancreds for something or other. I don’t know just exactly what. 

 

It was a great evening and I am sure if we were allowed to, we would have played with these things 

all night, and even then we didn’t see half or quarter as much as there was to see.  

 

They drove us back to the boat and we all voted it a very good day, as we had seen so much and 

done so much. 

 

It was about 12.30 when I climbed into bed, feeling very tired, and resolved to sleep right through 

and miss breakfast the next morning, so I could sleep as long as possible. 

 

One thing always persists and that is the regret that I have not Edna here with me, as I am 

everlastingly thinking of her and longing for her to be with me, as I need her so much and more 

when I am seeing all these wonderful sights and things. 

 

 Wednesday 29th 

 

Woke about 9am and had a shave, got dressed and called Dick, Bert and Mervyn and then started 

writing letters to mother and I finished another one I had started to Edna. That made three to Edna 

since I arrived here in Auckland. 

 

After a while, I was joined by Bert and we wrote till 12, then went down and had dinner and went 

out to see the races at the Ellerslie Course. It was a special meeting for the Anniversary Day. The 

day wasn’t the best, but the course was very pretty, or rather, the gardens and general appearance, 

but the actual track had two hills in it and the horses had to run uphill and then down, which didn’t 

seem to be as it should be, but I was comparing it with Flemington and that made it fairly hard on 

Ellerslie. 

 

From the course, we went to the Station Hotel and had dinner, then Bert and I departed back to the 

boat and got to bed. Merv and Dick went with the others to a night club to dance and that didn’t suit 

either Bert or myself. 

 

When we got back to the boat, we found the N.Z. contingent of airmen had arrived on board, ready 

for the boat to sail in the morning. Dog tired, ready for bed.  

 

  

 

Thursday 30th 

 

Woke a little late and went to breakfast without having a shave or shower. 
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After breakfast, there was a parade to check the rolls, as the boat was leaving and they wanted to 

make sure nobody was left behind. We were then free until 2.30 when the C.O. spoke to us on our 

behaviour and general conduct in Auckland. He was quite pleased and promised to get as much 

leave as possible at Suva, as we are not allowed off the boat at Honolulu. 

 

The ship pulled out rather slowly from the wharf at 10.30 and I saw some scenes that brought a big 

lump into my throat as I only too well remembered leaving all the people I loved at home. 

 

Things here aren’t so strict, as all the people of N.Z. airmen were allowed on the wharf and there 

were quite a few streamers flying and tearful mothers at the other end. 

 

To be quite frank, I was pleased to be on my way, as I have always been impatient to get to the other 

end of our journey. 

 

We soon passed Rangitoto and were in the Bay of Islands and saw the much improved beauty of it, 

as against our trip into port, we evidently missed a great amount in the dark and the fog. I managed 

to get some photos which I hope will turn out as well as I could see them with the naked eye, as it 

was really grand. We had hardly cleared the Bay, which is very big, when we made in for the shore 

and hugged the coast, which is all like the islands: sheer cliffs and really stately looking peaks. The 

reason for the sudden alteration of course was the sighting of a ship with the telescope (not to the 

naked eye), away out to ocean and we dodged along like this for about two hours, when we saw our 

escort, an armed merchant man, and made directly out to sea and took up our position for the rest of 

the trip to Suva.    

 

We do not feel at least concerned, although we are told by Lord Haw Haw of the German Radio 

[William Joyce, the German propaganda broadcaster] that this is the last trip of the Aorangi, so that 

means us, too, but who worries? They will have a good try, I suppose.  

 

I have just started a letter to Edna and will have finished it from day to day by the time we get to 

Suva. I read the Psalm from Edna’s little prayer book, as usual, and turned into bed, feeling like 

sleeping forever. 

 

 Tuesday 31st 

 

I awoke this morning feeling rather refreshed, but a little late and had to have a shave after 

breakfast. 

 

It has been rather an uneventful day, with nothing extraordinary happening. The weather is quite 

good and the sea very calm. 

 

The weather is becoming much warmer and tomorrow we go into tropical kit. 

 

We started our new routine from today. The two ordinary lectures in the morning and, in the 

afternoon, we have organised games from 2 to 4, with all lectures cut out. The game includes 

swimming and gym and all the other deck games that are played in shipboard life. 

 

A Squadron Leader of the R.A.F., who has been on exchange duty with the R.N.Z.A.F. gave us a 

very good talk on his experiences during two years’ service in the North West frontier of India and 

was very humorous and generally gave us a good picture of the life in that part of India. 



Alex Cox diary – Page 10 
 

 

This seems to be all for today. It was very uninteresting and as there is nothing to do, it gets rather 

boring. I saw Laurel and Hardy in the “Flying Deuces”, which was rather a farce. 

 

 Saturday 1st February 

 

Today we were allowed to cruise around in tropical kit and it is great to feel so comfortable. 

 

The lectures today were on meteorology and we were given a big note book to read, which sounds 

rather interesting, so far: “Meteorology for the Aviator”. The second lecture was by the M.O. and 

treated the health and how to keep it in the tropics. It was very interesting. It dealt with dress, food, 

where to avoid disease and how to know if you had anything and what to do in the case of sunstroke 

or heatstroke and various maladies that may overtake us if we don’t watch our step. 

 

We are to arrive in Suva tomorrow about noon and I did quite a lot of letter writing as the mail 

closes on the boat at 7pm tonight. I wrote to Edna and Mother and sent some more photos of 

Maoriland to them both and I do hope they like them. I also started on a second letter to Edna, which 

I will finish tomorrow morning and post ashore, if I can buy stamps there on a Sunday. 

 

It is getting very hot and I suppose tomorrow will be considerably more so. I did about 30 minutes 

solid work in the gym and then had a hot salt bath and a nice cold shower afterwards and I felt fit for 

anything, especially a good feed. 

 

After satisfying the desire or urge of the inner man to eat, I wandered up on the A Deck and stayed 

up there for an hour or two to get some of the beautifully fresh breeze. As soon as you go inside, it 

immediately becomes very humid and stuffy and almost unbearable. 

 

Turned in about 9.30 and slept on top of the bed with only my pyjamas on and even then, feeling a 

little sticky. 

 

One thing I have noticed very pointedly is the gradual changing aspect of the stars in the heavens at 

night. There are an entirely different set of stars already, so by the time we get right north, we will 

be properly bushed.  

 

We expect to be in Suva about 12 tomorrow, so I am looking forward to being up in the morning, as 

we will most likely be in amongst some of the Fijian group of islands. 

 

I also posted a small parcel to Edna: a small sandalwood powder compact with the Islands of the 

Fijian group painted on the cover.  

 

 Sunday 2nd 

 

Woke up at the usual time and after shaving and showering rushed up on deck with our life belts on 

and did a quarter of an hour’s boat drill and had a lecture from one of the officers as to how we 

could best help the ship’s crew in the case of an emergency, lowering of lifeboats and getting away 

from the boat in the minimum of time. 

 

Just at this time we were entering the Fiji Group and passed two big islands. The first one I couldn’t 

get the name, but the second one, which was 32 miles from Suva, was Bega (pronounced Benga). It 

is inhabited and is rather mountainous, but very beautiful in the sun, with all the beautiful shades of 
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green, but this was only a mirror of the greater beauty and almost astonishing colours that are 

everywhere on these beautiful islands.  

 

As we approached, the island of Vilaleire [probably Viti Levu] stood out more and more and its 

mountains had their heads right away up in the clouds. The colours soon began to make themselves 

manifest and we were astonished at the variety of colours. 

 

We made straight for a gap in the coral reef which, by the way, entirely surrounds this island and all 

the other islands of the group. This break is half a mile wide and I believe there are 70 fathoms of 

water, which is remarkable, as we could see the tops of the coral on the other parts as the water 

broke over it. 

 

Inside this lagoon it was perfectly calm and should be a great shelter for shipping and a perfect base 

for flying boats to land. When I think of this lagoon, I recall a poem I learned at school of a storm 

that struck the lagoon and how there was a French, German and British warship at anchor and only 

one steamed to safety and that was the British. I can’t remember the name of the poem at all, hang it, 

but I remember the text of it more or less. 

 

We were soon alongside the wharf and greeted by about 200 black faces and moppy heads. They 

were Fijian wharf labourers, who were to unload the boat. These natives are of a happy disposition 

and are all of magnificent physique. 

 

The wharf restrictions are similar to Australian conditions and nobody is allowed on without having 

a special permit and have business. There are native police at the gate and are very keen and 

intelligent and are dressed in a navy jacket with red trimmings and they have a white sarong affair or 

skirt with big scallops about the knees. They look quite neat. 

 

There is also a native soldier of the native battalion, which is doing sentry duty up and down inside 

the gate. His drill is absolutely faultless and looks quite smart at his rifle handling as well. They are 

all a fine, soldierly type, with very proud carriage and straight backs. 

 

We got some Fiji money from the N.S.W. Bank official and went ashore and were met at the gate by 

a Mr Real, a Government official, who offered to entertain us for the few hours we had in port. 

 

Firstly he drove us round the town of Suva, which is quite large to what I expected. We went 

through the white residential area and saw some beautiful gardens. The trouble is here even the 

smallest garden is a botanical garden. From here, we went to his golf course and found out the 

natives are as good players as the white men. 

 

The native village was an absolute picture, with little children and old men to welcome us and we 

were escorted into the Chief Bure (house) where we were entertained and given their native drink – 

yungane -- which we drank from urns, which are carved out of coconut shell.  

 

We went to the Grand Pacific Hotel and were entertained at dinner by Mr and Mrs Real, and had a 

magnificent service. The servants are all Indians, who are not to be trusted.  

 

After dinner, they took us into the native part of the town and we bought souvenirs (this is all the 

things they would let us buy with our own money). Some of them were dear, but we bargained with 

the Indians and got some reductions. I bought a real tortoise shell bracelet for Edna, also an elephant 

carved out of coconut palm trunk, and one for Mother. 
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When all our shopping was done, we were driven out to the hills to the water supply tower and from 

this vantage point we could see all Suva and out to sea in quite a few directions. From this point, it 

was 1,750 miles to Sydney direct, and a pointer showed the direction. All around the shores of the 

island are the Tiri (mangrove) and this is the main firewood. It is cut green and burnt the same way. 

It is supposed to be very hot. 

 

During all this time we had several tropical showers, but it didn’t hinder things in any way, as 

everybody went about their business as usual. They only last about 10-15 minutes and you soon dry 

off again. 

 

The last point we went to was the cemetery.  Well, I’ve seen a few cemeteries in my time, but none 

like this. It was almost a paradise, with all the native flowers growing and the grass well clipped. 

I’m sure if everything in heaven is beautiful, it must be something like it was there, as everything 

was perfect. Every hue possible was represented and some of the flowers that were only names 

became a reality. Redish wine hibiscus and ever so many that I couldn’t name them all. 

 

It was fast approaching five and we had to be on board at 5, so we were taken back and that 

completed a really marvellous afternoon. I am sure it was just enough to make us long for more of 

this place. I hope at some future time I can bring Edna here and other places to spend a week or 

fortnight just cruising around and enjoying the lavishness of everything. 

 

The island has 100,000 natives, 100,000 Indians and about 4,000 whites. All the natives are 

Christians and we could learn something from their practice of it. Everything belongs to everybody 

and they never own anything, as it is as much their fellow’s as it is their own. The Indians were 

imported for indentured labour a long time ago, but do all the work there is to be done, or very 

nearly all, but are very dirty and are not to be trusted at all. Yet a white woman can go into any 

native or Indian quarter at any time of the night and never be harmed in any way at all. 

 

This is a British colony and has a magnificent Government Office, with spacious grounds and 

everything done is such a beautiful style. 

 

We were very glad of the time ashore, as it was most interesting and instructive, and in view of the 

14 days at sea ahead of us, it was a welcome break. The 14 days is because of our not calling at 

Honolulu. 

 

We didn’t leave port until 10, but I was well in bed, trying to sleep. 

 

One thing I forgot was the shark we saw while at the wharf. There were numbers of them cruising 

right alongside the boat, up to 10 or 12 feet long. I would hate to have fallen over or encountered 

them at any time. 

 

I took some photos of the beautiful mountains at the back of the town. They should be very good.  

  

 Monday 3rd 

 

We were just clearing the Fiji group of islands when I got up this morning and have now cleared 

them altogether, so we can settle down to 14 days at sea. That is quite a cheerful prospect, I don’t 

think. 

 



Alex Cox diary – Page 13 
 

The lectures this morning were quite interesting, in law and discipline. We conducted a mock trial 

and we got quite a good idea of proceedings, where before it was very hazy to all. The other was 

meteorology, which promises to become quite interesting. 

 

One thing is very pronounced and that is the increasing heat and humidity with it. I am moving in a 

bath of perspiration all the time. 

 

Things are just going along normally, except for the fact that we must all be losing quite a few 

pounds weight every day. 

 

 Monday 3rd 

 

Today we are having our second Monday this week, as we have just passed over the International 

Date Line. It feels quite strange, but I have seen quite a few strange things since I left home and so I 

am getting used to it, more or less anyway. Very uneventful day, with nothing particular doing, 

except perspiring.  

 

 Tuesday 4th 

 

Another day of heat and nothing worthwhile writing in this book, or every day would be just a 

repetition and I don’t want that to happen. 

 

As our escort, the H.M.S. Monowai, is leaving us tonight, there has been great preparation, such as 

getting a little emergency kit ready to be taking with us in the event of any action. 

 

We had a talk with the C.O. and he is going to be our spokesman and would, if captured, get us to 

sign the paper that we wouldn’t fight, if released, but as soon as we were, we would all be back into 

it again. 

 

Had the usual lectures and one more Morse class, which we sadly need, as we are all very much out 

of practice. Rex makes it very interesting and gives us procedure as well, and it gives us a bit of 

variety. 

 

Got a touch of the sun, so have not done any gym today, and won’t do any more till we are out of 

this tropical heat. It takes all the stuffing out of a person. 

 

Went to bed with a few Aspros, as I hope to wake up feeling fit again. 

 

 Wednesday 5th 

 

Hot as usual and just as boring, as the day before. Had a good swim. 

 

 Thursday 6th 

 

Slightly fresher wind outside, but just as unpleasant below, or anywhere out of the breeze. Just the 

sea as usual, nothing exciting. Had a swim and retired early. 

 

 Friday 7th 
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We actually sighted something on the horizon, just a mere speck, and it turned out to be the Empress 

of Russia. It must have been quite ten or 12 miles away, on its way back to Australia from 

Vancouver.  

 

 Saturday 8th 

 

R.A.A.F. concert took place. Very clever, but absolutely filthy and low. I thought it was rather bad 

form, as all the passengers were present and it wouldn’t help to raise their already bad opinion of the 

Aussies. The song written specially for the concert is a beaut and should go a long way. It is set to 

the words of ‘Roll out the Barrel’.  

 

Went to bed feeling lousy, stiff all over, and ripping headache. Must have caught a chill in the gym 

this afternoon.  

 

 Sunday 9th 

 

In bed and slept most of the day, with a dose of APC waiting for me every two hours and a 

thermometer and some other stuff that wasn’t at all nice. Thermometer shows 101, so will be in bed 

tomorrow, and I don’t care much. The boys came down to see me and their company was good, 

even though I didn’t feel like talking. 

 

The boys went into Blues and I believe it is very cold upstairs, so we are actually getting near our 

destination. 

 

 Monday 10th 

 

Still in bed but feeling much better. Doc came round and said to keep on with all the muck and if my 

temp is the same as it is now all day, I’ll be able to get up for awhile tomorrow. 

 

There was a bit of excitement on board as a ship was sighted five or six miles away, and we altered 

course and brought our gun onto it, but it proved to be a British freighter, so everything was normal 

again in half an hour. 

 

I am to get up tomorrow, but not to go out on the open deck, and keep out of any draughts, as I may 

get another chill and a worse one. 

 

 Tuesday 11th 

 

Got up to breakfast and wandered around for awhile after, but went back to bed and slept till lunch 

time. 

 

After lunch again, I tried to crack hardy, but after an hour or so I went down to bed and just simply 

died until I was woken up and took some more of the M.O.’s mixture and got up for tea. 

 

I still had a persistent ripping headache, which wouldn’t budge, and made life miserable in addition 

to the cold, which has now become intense and dripping. 

 

Went to bed about 8 and decided not to have any more APC, as I just felt as though I had had too 

many of them.  
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Eleven months today since I first went out with Edna and I only wish, as I am always, that she was 

here by my side. 

 

 Wednesday 12th 

 

Woke this morning feeling a new man and I am feeling rather pleased I left the APC alone. Today I 

was really thankful for all our comforts and I guess I will need everything, although I thought I had 

enough and to spare, but my education has just begun. Far as cold is concerned, I can see that quite 

plainly.  

 

 Wednesday 12th 

 

I realised today that cashmere sox give very little warmth in a climate like this, so I am going to 

further appreciate our Comforts Fund. 

 

We have only three days left before we arrive at our port and by jove, I’ll be glad to see it, as it is 

almost too much for me – 14 days at sea. 

 

RNZAF Concert: Different type of show to ours and good stuff, but there was not the same polish 

about it as own, and not nearly as clever, but it was very entertaining. I only stayed for the first part 

and went to bed, as I was going to play safe. 

 

I have still a slight stiffness, but I hope to sleep it out overnight. 

 

 Thursday 13th 

 

Feeling OK and went on the 7am parade – first since last Saturday. 

 

It was open ship to us all day as far as the engine room was concerned and I spent nearly an hour 

just wandering around amongst the maze of machinery and gadgets and whatnots. 

 

The boat has four diesel engines and four screws and a numberless amount of smaller engines, 

which all have some bearing on the life of the ship. 

 

Talked to the engineer of the watch for 15 minutes, but when I came away I still knew practically 

less than nothing. 

 

All lectures were suspended on account of this and we were quite pleased, as that was a part of the 

ship we hadn’t seen. 

 

 Friday 14th 

 

Getting near our destination and all feeling thankful after 12 days at sea. The boys started shaving 

off some beautiful moustaches grown on the voyage and caused quite a stir. 

 

I was disturbed during the night with crowds of chaps wandering around looking for more to be 

removed. 

 

Things got quite willing in some cases and as a revenge one fellow got a gang together and they 

started shaving eyebrows off, which doesn’t reflect much on their mentality.  
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We were given instructions as to what we would do on arriving at Victoria, where the R.C.A.F. 

[Royal Canadian Air Force] Liaison Officer was to come aboard. Generally, an uneventful day, and 

did quite a bit of packing, ready to disembark.  

 

Saturday 15th 

 

We were all packed and had a lecture at 2.30pm from the C.O., who read the report the Captain 

made on the behaviour of the contingent. It was very good -- the best behaviour of any carried by 

the R.M.M.S. Aorangi.  

 

We went forward to C Deck just under the bridge and the C.O. thanked the Captain for the good 

voyage and, in return, he said a few words of good cheer and luck, and we gave three cheers for the 

Captain. 

 

By 12 noon, we had our first sight of America, with Mt. Baker, 13,000 feet, standing out all covered 

with snow and generally looking very majestic. As we came closer, all the mountains were covered 

with snow. 

 

We arrived down the strait to Victoria on Vancouver Island about 8 pm and went on to the wharf to 

hear a speech from the Canadian Liaison Officer and then we marched back on board, received ten 

dollars and found I was posted to No. 4 S.F.S. Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, and then went to bed.  

 

 Sunday 16th 

 

Got up in time for breakfast at 7am and went on deck to get our first glimpse of Vancouver and the 

mountains that surrounded the harbour. Saw small tugs dragging great heaps of logs along in the 

water to some pulp or timber mills. From what we could see, the town is quite nice and almost has a 

romantic air about it, as all the quaint houses and snow about. Fog descended on us and we 

eventually arrived on the wharf at 10am and were marched direct to the C.P.R. Station, which was 

about five minutes from the wharf. 

 

We started off at 11am in one of the dirtiest and broken-down trains I have ever seen (that includes 

N.S.W. trains as well). I’ll bet they hadn’t seen a broom for at least six months and that is really 

cutting it a bit fine. 

 

We were almost immediately in the Rockies and they are a grand sight, and as we went deeper into 

them, they improved, and saw some sights that before always looked to me like fairy tales. About 

every two hundred miles the engine was changed and at one spot we had two engines. 

 

As the grade was rather tough, all this while we were climbing and getting colder, incidentally. 

When a new engine was picked up, it meant a stop of 20 to 30 minutes and we used to debunk and 

have a look around and it was really interesting. Snow which was at first a novelty was a familiar 

sight and it was covering the ground to several feet. 

 

That night we slept as we travelled and froze, always getting higher and deeper into the Rockies. At 

one time we were at 7,000 feet above sea and giant mountains all around us towered to 10,000 and 

12,000 feet.  

 

 Monday 17th 
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About 6am we arrived at the highest point we could go in the train at Field and it just looked like a 

real Swiss scene, with the houses six or eight feet deep in snow and the stars still twinkling and 

wreaths of smoke issuing from the chimneys of every little home. Lake Louise was frozen over, as 

all the creeks and rivers were, and it made a lovely sight. At this particular point the snow drifts 

were as much as 15 to 20 feet deep, and the people got about on either snow shoes or skis. 

 

We were unfortunate as the train didn’t stop at Banff, and we just went straight through to Calgary, 

all the time descending to the foothills. It was just as cold though, 10 degrees [Fahrenheit] below 

freezing point, and just a mere 110 degrees below the temperature we left behind in Australia. 

 

The rivers lower down were just beginning to break up and I got some snaps of parts of a river 

where the ice flows were piled up as the currents had washed them down to a bend and choked 

everything up. 

 

We arrived at Calgary at 11am and went to the Post & Telegraph and sent two cables, one to Edna 

and one to Mother, to let them know I was OK. Wandered around the town for 30 minutes and had a 

hot malted milk. Whenever getting a malted milk, they first of all give you a glass of water. It 

appears to be a custom here in the country. 

 

From Calgary we got into the prairie and it was just a waste of frozen ground, ice and snow, and as 

flat as could be. As we progressed east, it became colder and about 6pm at Swift Current we 

experienced our first snow fall, and it was very heavy and continued all night. 

 

I went to bed and our carriage was shunted to another train at Regina, the capital of Saskatchewan, 

and from there we went on to Saskatoon, although I knew very little of it, as I needed some sleep. 

 

 Tuesday 18th 

 

Stepped off the train at Saskatoon and into a temperature of 22 degrees below [Fahrenheit] and did 

we freeze! 

 

A municipal bus was waiting to take us along and fortunately it was artificially warmed, like all cars 

and houses are in this country, and just as well, or we would all be dead in a very short space of 

time. 

 

The airport is three miles from the town and we were there in no time and had our roll checked and 

baggage unloaded and off we went to have breakfast, which was very acceptable after the fare we 

had been given on the train. 

 

Snow here is simply everywhere and is in most places two to three feet deep and in drifts up to five 

feet. 

 

After having an address of welcome from the C.O. Group Captain Bell Irving, we were taken over 

to the clothing store and fitted out with top boots, gloves, Canadian greatcoat and winter cap on loan 

till our own colour in their pattern arrive from Ottawa. With these clothes we have no difficulty in 

keeping ourselves warm in such an outrageous climate. 

 

We were allotted to our temporary quarters until our course starts next week, when we will all be 

together in one hut. I am with Mervyn and Dick with the first batch of Australians to arrive here.  
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We were given leave, so went into town and left my films to be developed and printed and then 

wandered around having a look at the town itself. 

 

Rather a nice type of town and has that sprawling nature of most of these western towns. It has an 

electric tram service and is quite up to date. It was so cold we could only walk about 100 yards and 

we would dash into a café to get warm again and then start out again. 

 

I had a couple of hot cups of coffee and came home to bed and it didn’t take long to get to sleep, I 

can tell you. 

 

While in town I noticed all the women and girls wore fur coats and hats and fur-lined shoes, which 

come half way up to their knees, and then they have woollen stockings on as well, and these little 

rolls of fur to put their hands into. 

 

Fur farming goes on around here, so I am going to save and try and buy a good fox or beaver coat 

for Edna, as I am sure she would love it and I would love to buy one for her. 

 

 Wednesday 19th 

 

I got up at 8am and found it was 40 degrees below and getting colder, although the sun was getting 

up just the same. 

 

After breakfast, we had a signals lecture, which was very interesting, and then wandered over to the 

hangers and had a look at the planes. They are mostly Ansons and American Cessnas, both twin-

engined jobs. These are the type we will be flying before long. I also had a look into a Havard, but 

these are being taken away and we won’t be flying anything but twin-engined jobs.  

 

At present, the flying field is all snow and is rolled down hard and it really sets into an ice pack and 

is impossible to break. 

 

The Canadians are still very curious, although we are the second bunch of Australians to be at this 

school. I took quite a few snaps today of different parts of the station and intend taking more 

tomorrow. 

 

I went to the accounting officer and fixed up about my allotment [part of salary] home to Mother to 

be banked for me and as 3/- [three shillings] or 54 cents, is the most we are allowed at present, I left 

it at that.  

 

I wrote a letter to Edna and also posted some photos of the town I bought the night before. I hope 

she will like them and have no doubts she will. 

 

The quarters here are very comfortable, all artificially warmed to 70 degrees [Fahrenheit] and we 

have double-decked beds with sheets and plenty of blankets. The only thing is that space is rather 

scarce to hang your clothes. 

There is a skating rink on the station, so I am going to try and become proficient in the art of 

skating, although I know very little about it.  

 

There is leave every Wednesday and Saturday night, but I decided to stay in and have a good sleep, 

which I needed rather badly. 
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When we actually start work, it will be hard, as we get up at 6am and have to make our beds, have 

breakfast and be at lectures by 7am and go right through to 11am and, again, from 1pm to 5.30pm 

and 7pm to 9.30pm, and so it is a very full programme and hard work with it into the bargain. 

 

 Thursday 20th 

 

I am getting quite used to the cold now and it doesn’t bother me, as long as I keep my ears warm. 

 

There wasn’t much to do all day and so I wrote a letter to Edna and Ted [Ted Williams, a friend 

from Spotswood] and had quite a lot to write about, as there seems to be so much new that is very 

interesting. 

 

Something of a calamity happened here this morning: the water pipes leading out here from the 

town froze and burst and we have been without a wash or toilet all day, and it was getting quite 

trying towards evening when the water eventually came on again. The pipes are laid about ten feet 

down, which is deeper than the frost ever penetrates, but because of the exceptional cold it did go 

right down. It was just a mere 40 degrees [Fahrenheit] below zero today. 

 

This afternoon we had a little drill ready for the wings parade tomorrow, when No. 15 course will 

pass out. 

 

I bought a pair of second-hand skates and I am doing my best to learn the art of skating. 

 

 Friday 21st 

 

It is quite warm today; it is only 10 degrees below zero. 

 

We didn’t do anything in the morning, as they were concentrating on getting the 15 Course out of 

the way, as far as station clearance was concerned. 

 

The Aussies certainly made the Canadians look like schoolboys, where the drill and general bearing 

is concerned. The officers all admit it and wish they could leave us out as it stands out so plainly and 

it isn’t good for the public’s opinion of the R.C.A.F. By the time the wings parade was over, we 

were just about frozen stiff and well glad to get into the warm hut. 

 

I stayed in camp, although there was leave, but I felt more like a really good night’s sleep. 

 

About 8 o’clock it started snowing and hasn’t shown any sign of stopping. It is quite a novelty to be 

able to see the snow banking up gradually, and blowing about like feathers. 

 

We had a Morse test today to ascertain the standard, just for official records, so we won’t have to do 

too much in the way of signals. 

 

  

Saturday 22nd 

 

I woke up to find it was still snowing and there is about six inches of new snow that fell overnight, 

and in some places it is two feet deep and beautifully powdery, but terribly cold. I remember the tale 

I heard before I left home that it is warm when it is snowing. Well, I didn’t find it so. 
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We didn’t do anything in the way of work today, but it is just merely the lull before the storm, as the 

12 Canadians arrived and we will start with a vengeance on Monday and do work and more work. 

 

I picked up the snaps of the trip and some are jolly good and I am getting enlargements for Edna as 

soon as I am financial.  

 

I had supper with Mr and Mrs Buchanan of Saskatoon. They are as Scotch as can be, although they 

have been here 29 years. Mrs Buchanan is about 45 and is in charge of the C.N.R. telegraph office 

and is quite nice. I am glad I went as there was nothing objectionable, and they are really Christian 

people. I left at almost 10pm and arrived back in camp about 10.30pm. They want me to go to tea 

whenever I feel like it.  

 

 Sunday 23rd Feb 

 

This morning we had a church parade to St John’s Cathedral, Saskatoon, and were conveyed there 

by way of RCAF tenders, and as these were open, I won’t try to explain what condition we were in 

when we arrived there, but it wasn’t good. 

 

The cathedral is quite a good piece of work and very large and beautiful. The choir was mixed, and I 

think that is the only thing that really spoilt it, although it was a very good one. There were quite a 

few boys, but not enough to stand out against the women’s voices. The bishop was there, but didn’t 

give any address. It reminded me greatly of the beautiful church at Lindfield, where I once had a 

dream which I hope won’t take long to fulfil. Edna knows of this as it was her I dreamed about. 

 

After church we were dismissed and had dinner in town with Bert and walked around and had a look 

at the river and then the YMCA. We had a chat with some of the members. After leaving the Y, we 

went to the skating rink and did our best on the ice. I’ve improved considerably, so was quite 

pleased. 

 

As soon as skating was over, I went home, or rather, back to camp, as Bert went home with some 

young thing named Muriel and stayed to tea. I think Bert shouldn’t have been married, as he isn’t 

the sort not to have a good time, and although I am younger than he, I have every so much more 

balance and do without things that he can’t, but still, I mustn’t hold that against him. 

 

 Monday 24th Feb  

 

Snowing again today and a very keen wind. Today we started work on our course and believe me, 

we were started with everything. We had over eight hours of lectures from 7am to 11am, 1.30pm to 

5.30pm, 5.30pm to 9.30pm and then to bed. It is very tiring, but we are going to have about a 

fortnight of this, so we must stick at it. 

 

I wrote to Edna today at lunch time, but I won’t be able to post it till Wednesday, when it is leave 

night. 

 

 Tuesday 25th Feb 

 

I woke feeling rather tired, but a shower soon revived me and some good fresh air at 10 degrees 

below bought back to normal the supply of energy and vigour. 
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We had the same program of lectures again today, only from 10am to 11am we did drill and under 

ideal conditions. It was snowing and marching in and on soft snow is not an easy job. By the end of 

an hour we were frozen stiff and it took about an hour for me to be able to raise a normal smile, as 

my face froze, but there were no signs of frost-bite, luckily. 

 

I am realising more and more just how much we have to learn, and it is a real business here.  

  

 Wednesday 26th Feb 

 

We were given very short notice to move to a hut where all the course could be together, and so we 

had to go and get all settled in again. Fortunately, it was the hut next door and we didn’t have to go 

half way across the station, as others did. 

 

The lectures were marvellous. We had six hours of Navigation and by the end, we were nearly all 

asleep, or so nearly, it didn’t matter anyway. 

 

Another issue [of clothing] was our lot today and we got our flying clothing and some more winter 

underwear, which I thought it was better to accept than to refuse, as it may come in handy at some 

future date. 

 

At lunch time I started another letter to Edna, but I haven’t had time to finish it yet, but will 

tomorrow at lunch. I sent the other letters in to town tonight by one of the boys, and also sent in 

some films and negatives to be enlarged. 

 

Just didn’t feel like going into town on leave, as there is nothing to do there and so much to do here, 

so it will be home for me quite a lot, as there is tons to learn and not too much time to learn it in. 

 

Sqdn Ldr Huggard gave us a great lecture on the air war and a comparison of the air war [on] both 

sides, and showed just where we came in and we have to become expert navigators.  

 

 Thursday 27th Feb 

 

Just another day, with lectures all day long and nothing very interesting going on. I have done about 

two hours’ close study tonight on compasses, and I think I just about know the lot. 

 

 Friday 28th 

 

A little snow falling today, but it is not so very cold, as it is only about 5 degrees below zero. 

 

Lectures going on fine again, but we had a little bit of a rest by doing a practice wings parade, and 

the exercise did us good. Then in a Navigation period, Sqdn Ldr Huggard gave us a lecture and he is 

as dry as anything, and we always enjoy ourselves, as he is a great old scout of the last show [First 

World War]. 

 

Dick and I are working our evening studies to a system and we hope to cover everything fairly fully. 

 

We got paid today and, believe me, there are some moans, as a lot of the boys only collected $5.58 

to keep them for a fortnight. Dick had had an advance of $5 the week we arrived and collected 86 

cents, which amounts to 3/6d [three shillings and six pence] Australian. 
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I will be glad of a respite over the weekend, as ten hours of lectures a day are a bit trying, but we 

have another full week of it next week.  

 

 Saturday 1st March 

 

Did the usual lectures until 4pm and then we were allowed off till Monday morning at 6.30am. After 

dinner, went up to the rink and did almost one and a half hours on the skates and was greatly 

improved. About 1.30pm I decided to do a last quick spin around the rink and after going around 

once, I was going fairly fast and caught my skate in a crack and went on my head and laid myself 

out. I went straight to the hospital and after washing my face of blood and dressing my eye, which 

was quite black, I went back to the hut, feeling none the worse for my experience. 

 

Dick and I went into town and spent some money on a few oddments we needed and had dinner at 

the Empire Services Club and were invited to a dance afterwards. We went and had a good time and 

arrived home about 12.30pm, after having quite a good time at someone else’s expense. 

 

We had to very politely refuse quite a dozen invitations to visit people at their homes and have 

supper (tea) or go out with them. 

 

Dick and I get on very well together. 

 

 Sunday 2nd March 

 

Got up at 11 am in time for dinner and then sat down in the dry canteen and wrote letters to Edna 

and Mother and found it hard, as there seemed to be so little to write about, after a week of just 

lectures, alone. 

 

About 3 pm a phone message was brought to us, asking Dick and I to go to the gate and by ready to 

go into town with a Mr and Mrs Read. They had got our names from the book in the Empire 

Services Club.  

 

They were very nice people and showed us all over the town, and especially the university and 

hospital. Mr Read’s son and daughter are students at the university and spared no effort to show us 

around, and we enjoyed ourselves to the full. 

 

Had dinner with the Reads and were invited to go to the conservatorium next Saturday night to a 

play they are putting on. The Miss Reads are going to escort us along, so it should be quite 

interesting. 

 

Arrived home about 10.50, after being driven around again on the way home.  

 

 Monday 3rd March 

 

Back to hard work again and feeling rather tired after our weekend and feel sorry I promised to go 

out next Saturday night, but it is done now, so it will have to be. 

 

Snowing again and rather great fun, although the temperature is around 5 degrees above zero. 

 

Tuesday 4th 
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Quite a lot of snow about and generally getting warmer. In fact, I feel quite hot now it is 10 above. 

 

Lunch time I sat down and started a letter to Edna and suddenly realized it was [my sister] Bess’s 

birthday. But of course I am too far away to worry, as I guess I am well out of her mind. 

 

A lot of the boys received their first mail today, but I was not one of those fortunates, but I can’t 

really worry. In fact, I have got that way I never worry about anything. 

 

Finished Edna’s letter tonight after lectures, so I can have it posted tomorrow night when the boys 

are in town. 

 

 Wednesday 5th March 

 

Just the usual ground lectures and hard work all day long, but we are, I believe, nearing the 

completion of our ground subject syllabus. 

 

The thaw, which was only a name before, has come and the snow is beginning to disappear, 

although very gradually, and almost too hard to notice, except when you slip. 

 

Ron Bell was going to get my snaps, but they were not ready, so I will have to wait till Saturday 

again. I wanted them particularly to send to Edna, but will have to wait till Saturday. 

 

Dick and I are staying in on Wednesday nights and only having the weekend off, so we can get more 

work done.  

 

Sqd Leader Huggard informed us today that our course is to be extended because of the shortage of 

aircraft and the possibility of the aerodrome being unserviceable during the real thaw. So it has been 

extended five weeks, so we won’t graduate until perhaps June 17th, or so. 

 

The real thaw hasn’t started yet but should in about a fortnight.  

 

 Thursday 6th March 

 

Things just going along as usual, with nothing exciting happening, except a crash in which an Anson 

was smashed to smithereens and the young chap only got a cut over the eye, so it was quite in order. 

 

There was quite a lot of snow today, so it shows it is not really near to the proper thaw yet, and it is 

quite cold again. 

 

Some more mail arrived today, but I was not in the very select crowd who got letters, but I am still 

hoping against hope that I will get one yet. 

 

  

 

 

Friday 7th March 

 

We did some drill today and it got quite a bit of the stale air out of our lungs and gave us quite a bit 

of pep to keep us awake. 
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Today we did six solid hours of lectures on armaments, so you can guess we were heartily fed up to 

the teeth. 

 

Some of the young ladies’ clubs on the town turned on a dance for the airmen and special leave was 

granted, by I couldn’t raise any energy to go, so stayed and did some swat and caught up on a little 

sleep. 

 

 Saturday 8th March 

 

After lunch I wrote a letter to Edna and started one to Mother, but didn’t finish, so will by 

tomorrow. 

 

The Y.M.C.A. very kindly invited us to the swimming pool in town and so we were transported 

there on the R.C.A.F. tenders. The pool wasn’t much good, but it was quite a pleasant change, but it 

made me realize just how much out-of-condition I was. 

 

I forgot the most important affair of the day: I received two letters: one from Edna and Ted and was 

I pleased! It was quite good. I fully intended to cable right away, but as I have practically no cash, I 

will wait till next Saturday. Seems hard to realise the letters were written the week I left Australia, 

but I’ll become accustomed to it by the end of the war. 

 

Collected some enlargements and posted them to Edna. They were really beauties. Did a bit of 

shopping and then had tea and went to Mr and Mrs Reads’ and from there went to the university 

with Doris to the show “Our Town” or something like that. 

 

It was a great show and went to the Dean of the university’s home afterwards, and met the cast, and 

ultimately arrived home about 2.30am, feeling just about exhausted and swearing not to go out 

again.  

 

 Sunday 9th March 

 

I managed to drag myself out of bed and in time to get a shave and shower and have dinner as 12 

o’clock, but still felt very tired. 

 

Found Miss Buchanan had rung up asking me to go and spend the afternoon and evening with them, 

but made some very plausible excuse, and got out of it very neatly. That is the one big trouble here: 

turning down the hospitality of everyone who wants to entertain us. I am quite sure if there weren’t 

any exams to be considered, we could easily be out every night of the week, but it wouldn’t suit me 

in the least. 

 

Did some swat in the afternoon and watched a basketball match after tea and then went back to good 

old bed and slept. 

 

 

 

Monday 10th March 

 

Back to work in the lecture room, but this will be the last time, or at least, the last week of full 

lectures, as we should start flying next Sunday. 
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We are a way ahead of Course 19 on ground subjects and were informed that we would be given our 

exams with them, so that will mean having them in about six weeks, or a little earlier. We have just 

about completed all our syllabus of ground instruction, so can get on and polish everything up. 

 

The women of Saskatoon are turning on a dance tonight for Course 21, with the best girls in the 

town supplied, but after a lot of deliberation, I decided not to go, as we have a signals’ exam the 

following day at 7am. 

 

The boys arrived home at 12.30am Tuesday and pulled us out (that is, the five of us who didn’t go) 

and generally kicked up a hell of a row. 

 

I believe it was a great show and everybody was as pleased as punch. I am a little sorry I didn’t go, 

but it is too late now for wailing. 

 

 Tuesday 11th March 

 

Just the usual existence, with plenty of lectures and tons of swat. This afternoon we started rather an 

interesting series of lectures on radio aids to navigation. It is something entirely different and quite a 

diversion from everything else. 

 

Rather a scare has taken place here, as the result of several cases of Scarlet Fever, and at 2.30pm, we 

were taken to hospital and given an injection and have to return tomorrow for the holes to be looked 

at.  

 

Just as we were coming back from the hospital we heard there had been a crash on the west side of 

the town and it turned out that both the chaps were killed. Both were flying solo when the collision 

occurred. One of the victims we had dinner with the night before and he was to have been 

[scrubbed?] tonight, but he has perhaps wings of a different sort now. 

 

Planes are certainly smashed up at a very high rate here and out of all proportion to the way they 

were in Australia. They are possibly not as good flyers. 

 

F/O [Flight Office] Collins, the R.A.F. runt, BB [bloody bastard] or anything else it is possible to 

call him, gave the boys a dressing down for allowing the women of Saskatoon to make fools of 

them, i.e., for going to the party specially given for them, but after all, he is just a glorified W/O 

[Warrant Officer], and if there are many more people like him in England that we are fighting for, 

well, I don’t want to fight for England. 

 

 Wednesday 12th March 

 

Quiet day with a little snow and icy cold wind, but other than that, there is very little to report. Dick 

has been rather sick with a heavy cold, but I think it is starting to clear. He stayed in bed this 

afternoon and had a good sleep. 

 

We understand some more Australians were to arrive today, but there has been no sign of them at all 

so far, so we are left guessing. 

 

  

Thursday 13th March 
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Worked out a new system for evening study based on the fact that Navigation and Armament are the 

most important subjects, and as we have found this armament rather different and entirely new, we 

are doing Armament Mon, Wed, Fri and November Tues & Thursdays, and the other smaller 

subjects at lunch time and the weekend.  

 

Rumour has it another crash has happened and three killed, but so far, no confirmation, and so just a 

rumour. 

 

This morning we did an hour’s drill and, of course, felt the benefit of it, as it cleared our lungs quite 

a bit and generally freshened us up. 

 

Tomorrow we are having a test on compasses, which is part of our Navigation and is in the form of a 

progress exam, so it is a case of go to it as hard as we can.  

 

 Friday 14th March 

 

Things sailing along beautifully, or nearly so, and the weather is not quite as cold, although the 

Station Met Officer, Mr Strachan, predicts a heavy snowfall either late tonight or early tomorrow. 

He is, incidentally, our lecturer on Meteorology and is the driest form of pleasant Englishman one 

could wish to meet.  

 

The compass exam was quite easy and I hope to get everything as well taped, as then we should sail 

through, or I hope I do with a little work and the help and trust I always rely on. 

 

We are expecting to have another batch of Aussies in today or tomorrow, but so far, they haven’t 

turned up, but they will, I guess. 

 

A group of RAF ground crew arrived today, some 50 or so; they are rather a dirty, shabby-looking 

lot, but we picked out the best of them and got the low-down on them and they have told us some 

really good information of the planes being used, conditions, and the people generally. We will be 

glad to get over there to have a go at good old Gerry. 

 

Feeling rather tired as the weekend approaches, but that is to be expected after a week of solid work. 

 

 Saturday 15th March 

 

Saturday at last and believe me, it was welcome, as I was feeling well tired of eternal swat without 

anything else to do. 

 

At lectures this morning F/O Collins (BBB) told us we may be getting our exams very shortly and 

can expect to pass out of here before the actual time as set down under the new training schedule for 

18 and 21 Courses. So we don’t know just exactly where we are and just have to expect them 

anytime, but I believe we will hear more from S/L Huggard on Monday. 

 

Wrote a letter to both Edna and Mother and also posted the RAAF pennant I had made in town for 

her. I posted them all when I was in during the afternoon. 

 

Had tea in town and went to the big skating carnival and boy, talk about a show! It left every other 

ice show I had seen before entirely in the background. The girls were just alright and could they 

skate! If I was single I could have gone for one of them in a big way. 
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After the show we had midnight luncheon and came home feeling very pleased with our evening’s 

entertainment, as it was quite cheap as well as a great turn. One dollar each ticket, best seats.  

 

Received a letter from Les Knight at Somers Camp RAAF [Les was a family friend who became a 

member of the RAF Dambuster Squadron]. 

 

 Sunday 16th March 

 

Got up and had breakfast about 8am, then went back to bed till 9.30am and had to get up to shave 

and wash, ready for wings’ parade practice at 10.30 for the 17th Course wings parade tomorrow. 

 

We were all thoroughly fed up by the time F/O Collins had been mucking around until we thought 

our throats had been cut at 12.15pm. These Canadians don’t know how to drill according to our 

standards and I guess never would be able to, but I guess they can’t help that. 

 

Forgot to mention yesterday we had a blizzard all day and it was hard to see ten yards ahead. Snow 

blowing everywhere and icy cold. 60mph [100kph] wind. This was our first blizzard and, I hope, our 

last.  

 

[This is the last entry in the diary.] 

 


