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      FOREWORD

      
      BY JOJO MOYES

      
      My Australian grandmother was eighty-two years old before I thought to ask her how she had come to England. The story she
         told me – that she had travelled to England on the aircraft carrier HMS Victorious with six hundred other brides, and one thousand men and aircraft still aboard – was so extraordinary that for some time I
         thought she must have misremembered it.
      

      
      Initial attempts to find out about this strange voyage ended in frustration; there was so little recorded about this journey
         for so long. Over a series of months I began to piece together accounts, paragraph by disparate paragraph, scanning ancient
         newspapers, military textbooks and naval records, appealing for testimonies on websites. What I discovered was fascinating,
         but only provided a skeleton for my fictional account, The Ship of Brides, to hang on. When the book was published in 2005, and the original brides began to come forward – at first a trickle, and
         then in greater numbers – I realised quickly, and with a certain regret, that their stories of life aboard the Victorious, and after, were fascinating and moving enough to have warranted a book in themselves.
      

      
      For that reason I was delighted when I discovered that Hachette Australia was to publish Swing By, Sailor, accounts in the brides’  own words (and those of the occasional husband) of that momentous voyage, brought together by Catherine Dyson. This is real,
         living history experienced at close hand – from the best way to wangle a pair of stockings from a passing airman to the dropping
         of the atom bomb on Hiroshima. It takes in hidden engagements, rushed weddings, the dilemma of what to take on a six week
         voyage – bars of soap, knitted clothes, even rugs in case there were no carpets. And it tells of the emotional highs and lows
         that resulted when more than six hundred young women took an irrevocable decision to follow their hearts to the other side
         of the world.
      

      
      As is evidenced by these pages, this little chapter of history is an extraordinary one, even by the standards of the Second
         World War. And yet when I finally met these women one sunny afternoon in Sydney, one of the most frequent comments was: ‘We
         didn’t think we were really doing anything special.’ It was only now, more than fifty years later, that the enormity of their
         journey really sank in. I quickly discovered that while their experiences often mirrored those of my invented characters,
         as is so often the case, real life could be far more shocking, or moving, or entertaining than any fictional account.
      

      
      These testimonies provide illuminating slivers of life on board: the perils of leaving your clothes unattended in the ship’s
         laundry, how to get changed discreetly in a dormitory full of near-strangers, the embarrassment of having your underwear blown
         off its washing line and across the flight deck in full view of the male ratings. I still think of the poor girl whose false
         teeth fell out as the ship left Sydney – the horror of meeting your new husband with only gums!
      

      
      But there are also individual stories of great courage and humanity: those serving men and women who did their utmost to help
         distraught or sick brides, the attempts of the unusually understanding Captain Annesley to keep the girls’ spirits up, and
          the tolerance, love and loyalty shown by many women to their husbands, and received in return.
      

      
      And then the question that is always asked – what of the reception when they got to England? The full spectrum of experience
         is here: disdainful mothers-in-law, unfriendly English girls who thought their men had been stolen from them, compassionate
         local butchers who took pity on the poor Aussies, parochial neighbours who mocked an unfamiliar accent, or the joyous and
         unexpected warmth from a family who hadn’t known what to expect.
      

      
      Meeting these brides in person was a privilege; they were funny, smart, proud and intelligent. They were also a resourceful
         lot, adapting to the horrors of rationing, or making curtains out of cleaning cloths, and struggling bravely against the terrible
         cold of their first winter in England – even when crying because they were too cold even to take their shoes off.
      

      
      It is impossible to read this book without asking what one might do in the same circumstances. Would you agree to marry someone
         in under a month, and then remain faithful for several years of absence? Would you succumb to temptation under a lifeboat
         cover? Would you buckle down and try to ignore a hostile reception in a strange land? Or would you, like some, simply refuse
         to disembark at Plymouth, and demand to be taken home?
      

      
      This book tells these and other stories in the most powerful way possible – using the women’s own words. It celebrates not
         just the extraordinary voyage, but living history itself. It should act as a reminder to us all to question our older relatives
         while we have them, to record the things they might have lived through – from surviving enemy fire to the best way to boil
         cabbage. Who knows what stories are still waiting to be told?
      

       
   



       
      
      This book is dedicated to my parents,
King and Pat Dyson

       
   



      
      CONTENTS

    
       Preface

    
      Copyright

      

      
     
      
      Introduction

      
      1   Barefoot to Nylons

      
      2   Swing By, Sailor

      
      3   Hms Victorious

      
      4   The Voyage

      
      5   Pontypridd to Rosyth

      
      6   Home Tide

      
      7   ‘Seems Like Yesterday’

      
      Acknowledgments

    
     

            
   



       
      
      PREFACE

      
      In 2003 I took a year off documentary filmmaking to interview war veterans for the Australians at War Film Archive – a national
         project to record the experiences of over two thousand ex-servicemen and women. I was moved by stories of young men separated
         from their wives and girlfriends to face battlefields around the world. I was also intrigued by how Australian society had
         been affected by the influx of thousands of Allied servicemen and, in particular, how young Australian women had reacted.
      

      
      As fate would have it, as I was turning my attention back to my film projects, I was asked to write a book about the Australian
         war brides who had travelled to England on HMS Victorious in 1946. This would be my first book so I pondered the best writing approach and found myself imagining it like a documentary.
         As a filmmaker, I enjoy the process of interviewing people then shaping the factual accounts into a dramatic and visual narrative,
         with the interviews leading the story. So I set about approaching the book in a similar way.
      

      
      I was keen to find women from diverse backgrounds who had contrasting war-bride experiences. I also wanted to involve women
         who were open about their stories and comfortable describing their experiences. My aim was for these many voices to meld and
          create one story that ranged across childhood and work, love, marriage and family.
      

      
      I advertised in newspapers for women who might like to take part in the project and, as the months passed and word got out,
         I received many calls from HMS Victorious war brides, as well as those who travelled on other ships such as the MV Rangitata and the MV Stirling Castle. War-bride association members in Australia and the UK also made contact.
      

      
      In the end I interviewed twenty-six women from HMS Victorious. The seventeen featured in the book seemed to characterise the many different individuals who embarked on the journey. Their
         recollections were sharp with anecdotes and details of the period, and their enthusiasm for the project was inspiring. And
         because they had all returned to Australia at some point after starting their married lives in the UK, they were able to illustrate
         the differences between life in postwar Britain and Australia.
      

      
      A book about war brides is primarily a book about women’s experiences, but I also wanted to give voice to the men involved.
         Two of the three men I feature in the book, Dennis Barstow and Les Wilkes, are husbands of war brides. Both are garrulous
         men who spoke with clarity and wit about the time, providing insight into how British naval men came to fall for Australian
         girls in those unusual circumstances. Sadly, other husbands had either passed away or were not well enough to participate.
      

      
      I came to know Ray Barker, who had been a petty officer on HMS Victorious, through a radio interview he did on the BBC promoting a fictional account of the Victorious bride voyage, The Ship of Brides, by Jojo Moyes. I tracked him down through the HMS Victorious Association in the UK and he very enthusiastically agreed to be interviewed by phone, and to verify key facts about the voyage.
         Ray had also written a fascinating book, Victorious the World Over, about his war experiences on the aircraft carrier.
      

       
      
      After many hours of conversation with these unique women, most of whom are now in their eighties, I had the lasting impression
         that war compelled young people to take the initiative and make the most of times that were, inevitably, transient. So the
         big bands of the era, the boys in uniform, dancing at the dance palaces – finding enjoyment in life – meant everything to
         these women. They embraced the liberal wartime climate with youthful enthusiasm – hence the title, Swing By, Sailor.
      

      
      Catherine Dyson
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      Temporary relief: sailors line the flight deck as HMS Victorious enters Sydney Harbour in February 1945 after launching air strikes against the Japanese in Indonesia. They would soon join
         the US 5th Fleet and other British aircraft carriers in strikes against Okinawa. (Courtesy Dorothy Howe)
      

   



      
       
      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      On a winter’s morning, the hulking warship, cloaked in sea mist, glides like an apparition through Sydney Harbour to the docks
         of Woolloomooloo. Battle-fatigued warships are alarming against the landscape around the harbour, and the wharves strain to
         accommodate them. It is 5 June 1945 and the British aircraft carrier HMS Victorious is returning to safe harbour after a vicious sea and air battle against the Japanese in the Pacific theatre.
      

      
      Three weeks earlier, the Victorious and her crew had come under severe kamikaze attack, sustaining buckling to her armoured flight deck and a hole from an exploding bomb. They were part of the British
         Pacific Fleet’s Task Force 57, supporting the US bombardment of the islands of Okinawa and Sakishima Gunto, launching Corsair
         aircraft from her flight deck in defence against the Japanese. Sadly, three of the crew were killed during this battle, as
         well as several airmen. The British aircraft carriers – HMS Formidable, Indomitable, Illustrious, Indefatigable, and Victorious – operated together in this war zone.
      

      
      HMS Victorious had worked the seas of the Arctic, the Atlantic, and the Far East in British Home Fleet operations, commencing  within days of her commissioning in May 1941. She was involved in strikes against the German battleships Bismarck and Tirpitz early in her war service, and covered the Russian convoys in the North Atlantic. But by late 1944, with the Germans on the
         defensive in Europe, the British Pacific Fleet was formed and the Royal Navy and Fleet Air Arm commenced operations from Australia
         in February 1945. The crews of Victorious and the other British aircraft carriers remained based in Australia until the end of the war in September 1945. They then
         carried out postwar repatriation and transport duties from the Pacific arena until June 1946.
      

      
      When the flying captain declared that their work in the Pacific had been completed and they would be heading south to Sydney,
         there were wild celebrations on board. They had emerged from the shadows of the death machines into the beckoning smile of
         Sydney. The sailors threw out their mooring lines at Woolloomooloo with hoys to the girls who came to greet them. Everybody
         was seeking the good nature of others, and the relief of having survived for more good times in Sydney was intoxicating.
      

      
      The crest of HMS Victorious was a guardian angel with wings outspread, holding a wreath of laurel. When it came to their fate, the crew of Victorious put their faith in her. Although many airmen and some of the ship’s company had been lost, particularly during the Pacific
         battles, Victorious was never damaged to the extent that she was laid up for long periods. This meant that strong bonds grew between the crew
         members – a community of men who had mostly been together since the ship’s commissioning days. They were a good-humoured bunch
         and they entertained each other by performing pantomimes, concerts and comedy skits that took sharp-witted jabs at naval culture.
         They did a weekly radio program called Dungeon Dust Time, produced by the British actor Anthony J. Sagar and author Ray Barker.
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      Top: A Japanese suicide bomber zeros in on HMS Victorious in May 1945 off Sakishima Gunto. Bottom: Three men were killed in this kamikaze attack in the same month. The photo was taken from another British aircraft carrier, HMS Illustrious. Fortunately, Victorious was not badly damaged in any of the suicide raids. (Courtesy Ray Barker)
      

       
      
      RAY BARKER

      
      We had a radio room and Tony and I used to do broadcasts from there, a half hour a week … Victorious was a happy ship, and a lucky ship. But the prospect of having to go back to the Pacific was daunting. The commander said
         to me, ‘We’re going to go out there again and we’re not coming back until it’s done.’ We were followed up there by a fleet
         train, which was a number of merchant ships carrying oil, petrol, fresh vegetables, ammunition, and spare aeroplanes. They
         would keep themselves about 250 miles’ distance from us so that when we went close to Japan or close to Sakishima Gunto or
         close to Okinawa … and did the raids and whatever we had to do, then overnight we’d run back and the following morning we’d
         be where the fleet train was. So we were able to stay at sea for much, much longer than ever was anticipated at one time.
         The British ships were by and large built for northern waters – the North Atlantic, the North Sea and waters where distances
         were comparatively less than those we had to cope with when we were working in the South Pacific. It was a large convoy of
         ships and they had to be provisioned mainly from the UK and that was a very, very long logistical train to follow, and a very
         expensive one to boot.
      

      [image: image]

      
      Victorious returned to the searing heat of the Pacific for more operations against the Japanese throughout July and August of 1945 then,
         with the Japanese surrender, she returned to Sydney towards the end of August. The crew were disappointed when they learned
         that Victorious would not be involved in the official armistice ceremony in Tokyo Bay. They felt they had earned it.  However, they arrived in Sydney to an extraordinary welcoming reception. World War II was officially over. Ray Barker, a
         petty officer on Victorious, captured the mood in his book, Victorious the World Over:
      

      
      
         It was late afternoon when we passed through the Heads and into the great and magnificent harbour. Almost every vessel, merchantmen,
               small warships, ferries, yachts, motor boats sounded sirens and hooters or fired flares. Planes flew overhead and dipped their
               wings in salute. Many of our crew, lining both sides of the flight deck and dressed in smart gear for a change, had tears
               running down their cheeks at the warmth of our reception. Be damned to Tokyo Bay – the Japs wouldn’t have welcomed us like
               this.

      

      
      Michael Denny was captain of HMS Victorious from early 1944, through the attack on the Tirpitz in the North Atlantic and the Pacific campaign. Captain John Campbell Annesley then took the helm in September 1945 in Sydney.
         He was a likeable and popular captain, who was comfortable fraternising with the ratings – an uncommon characteristic among
         the higher ranks. It was on Victorious’ third and final voyage of postwar duties, in July 1946, that Captain Annesley was to take the largest group of Australian
         war brides to Britain.
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      Australia’s population increased by over 400,000 during the war years to 7.5 million in 1946, and Australia’s marriage rate
         began climbing rapidly in 1939, surging to its twentieth-century peak in 1942. People were marrying at a younger age and with
         an  urgency brought on by the uncertainty of war. Marriage and family were anchors in a precarious world. Newspapers romanticised
         wartime marriage with images of elegant brides on the arms of handsome servicemen in uniform: they were symbols of security
         and strength.
      

      
      Paradoxically, a more liberal social atmosphere also infused people’s lives and for thousands of young women emancipation
         was, briefly, a direct consequence of a society embroiled in a world war. The demand for manpower meant that women were needed
         in both the workforce and the defence services to free men for the fighting forces. They joined the auxiliary forces, many
         leaving their rural communities and taking postings in the cities, or they joined organisations such as the Red Cross and
         the Comforts Fund. Servicemen were based close to the cities, or took leave while in transit to war zones in the Pacific,
         so entertainment venues became vital. Dance halls and servicemen’s clubs sprouted prolifically, offering social and leisure
         opportunities for thousands of troops. The desire to be involved with and supportive of the war effort was a uniting drive.
      

      
      However, there was tension in the community about women joining the defence services and industries, especially after the
         conservatism of the Great Depression when families and communities bonded on the knife edge of survival. Young women would
         be away from the protection of parents and mixing with men from outside their community circle. This had a modernising influence
         that many from older generations thought corrupted the traditional role of women. Nevertheless, with the blessing of the government,
         women were increasingly employed in traditional male occupations, particularly in the war industries, and in 1942 the Curtin
         government introduced unique legislation awarding women a wage level close to that of men.
      

       
      
      The marriage rate began to decline after 1942 as more women went into the workforce and, given the freedom to mix socially
         with the thousands of overseas servicemen, they felt no hurry to get married. Australian servicemen were occupied on battlefronts
         overseas and women were prepared to wait until they returned before they thought about marriage. But as the war drew to an
         end and servicemen started returning, young people were able to look at the prospect of a brighter future. Young adults had
         matured rapidly during those formative years and marriage appealed as a way of settling down after the upheaval. In 1946 the
         declining marriage rate sharply turned around, and by 1950, had escalated to its second-highest peak for the century. The
         postwar baby boom had begun.
      

      
      The British and US forces found Australian hospitality in abundant supply. Meeting Australian women and being accepted into
         their family fold seemed natural and, consequently, serious relationships developed easily. It is conservatively estimated
         that over 15,000 Australian women married primarily US, Canadian, and British servicemen and emigrated from Australia to join
         their husbands. Their lives were profoundly influenced by the circumstances of the war.
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      It is late autumn in Sydney and the temperature is falling, a premonition for winter. Edna takes the bus home from work to
         the house she shares with her mother and sisters in Redfern. It’s Friday night and she’s a little later than usual. She holds
         a brown paper parcel on her lap, a winter dress that she has just paid off by lay-by and, lost in a daydream, pictures herself
         wearing it. She’s  dancing to the jazz band at the Trocadero ballroom, and there’s a British sailor who’s very impressed. The bus turns the
         corner into Pitt Street and past the pinball parlour where the blur of khaki and blue servicemen distract her for a moment.
      

      
      As Edna opens the front door of her family home in Young Street, on the other side of the railway tracks, Norma walks down
         Eveleigh Street to Redfern station. She and her sister are going to take a train two stops away to Newtown for an evening
         of ice-skating. A couple of US marines flirtatiously wink at them and throw a cheaply flattering comment their way. Norma
         pauses to out-stare their taunts, a technique she has perfected as a teenager in a city crawling with servicemen looking for
         action.
      

      
      As Betty sweeps her hand up to her face, a sparkle pricks the air. She has just become engaged to a British naval man and
         she’ll be going to England. Her ring draws cheerful congratulations from all the young women in the office. Pat steps away
         contemplatively, her thoughts wandering to her British boyfriend, Bill, cruising the Pacific near Japan on a destroyer. Her
         daydream sees him arriving at the wharf at Woolloomooloo with a proposal on his lips, saved up during all those days at sea.
      

      
      It’s sunset and Irene dismounts her tired horse after a day of boundary riding on a station not far from Charleville in outback
         Queensland. She’s feeling jaded and is looking forward to a week’s leave from her Women’s Land Army work. Tomorrow at the
         crack of dawn, she’ll take a bath and scrub off the remnants of hard work and catch the morning train to Brisbane. She can
         already see herself having fun with her girlfriends at the leave centre in Lennons Hotel, preparing for a night’s dancing
         at the clubs around  town. It will be such a contrast to the vast plains and mobs of sheep that have kept her company for months.
      

      
      Another girl is outback, droving cattle. Daphne’s eye drifts from the herd, across a spinifexed landscape of red and pea-green
         shades, and pauses on the desert horizon. In a long-distance stare she sinks into her imagination and is charmed by a vision
         of herself – somewhere in the future.
      

      
      Ruth pulls the cover over her typewriter, puts her stationery back in the drawer, and picks up her overcoat. Brushing against
         her desk, she hooks her nylons and a ladder appears. Her boyfriend, an officer in the Royal Navy, is at sea, so she’ll meet
         up with her American friends tonight. One of them will have some nylons in his back pocket. She says goodnight to her colleagues
         at the solicitors’ office and makes for the door.
      

      
      Maggie loosens her black tie and notices a mark on her blue air force skirt as she throws her cap on the bed. It will have
         to go to the dry cleaners. But not today. It’s the weekend and she’s off duty. The phone rings and she wanders into the hall
         to take the call. Arrangements for the evening are discussed – Hotel Australia for drinks, Romano’s for dancing. The prospect
         sends her light-footed to her wardrobe, her eye catching the fabric of her evening dress. Pulling it up against her, she poses
         in the full-length mirror, the business of the day dissolving at the thought of the charming officers she will dance with
         that night.
      

      
      Cecilé takes her shopping into the kitchen, gossiping to her mother about her friends at the Department of Agriculture. Together
         they fuss over the dinner preparations, Cecilé attempting to conceal her nerves from her intuitive mother. Jim steps into
         the verandah  light at the house in Strathfield, he smooths down his tailored, US army jacket and confidently rings the doorbell. Though
         trying hard to portray a beguiling young woman, Cecilé greets him with girlish over-eagerness. She graciously accepts his
         gift of chocolates and, as he stretches out his arm to shake the hand of her father, she disappears back into the kitchen
         to lay the table for dinner.
      

      
      The train journey from Sydney takes them north to Lake Macquarie. As they arrive at the little railway station at Toronto,
         the pink sunset flashes on the lake and heightens their spirits. Eileen and her friends, Georgia and June, walk to their hotel.
         Already they can hear young flying men ensconced in the bar downstairs, the sound of French conversation reaching them like
         a breeze. Dinner tables are set and the girls are hungry to plunge into the heady atmosphere.
      

      
      Heather can hear the pounding surf at Bondi Beach as she leaves her flat. Trembling slightly at the cooler air outside, she
         walks a few paces down the hallway to another door and behind it she can hear the familiar drawl of Americans. Cigarette smoke
         and the sound of ice clinking in glasses escapes as her neighbour opens the door. Men in uniform rise thoughtfully in welcome
         and room is made for her on the club sofa. With a drink placed in her hand, she settles comfortably into the American–Australian
         intimacy.
      

      
      Elsie shyly accepts a kiss on the cheek from the young Australian sailor. He hesitates a moment then offers her the rose and
         small box of chocolates he has been concealing behind his back. Elsie thanks him and the young couple stroll down to the Tivoli
         theatre. He buys two tickets at the box office, and Elsie turns around at the sound of American voices and girlish squeals.
         Painted young  women jostle around crisply uniformed marines, accepting elaborate gifts of corsages and chocolate boxes. Elsie pulls her
         man a little closer.
      

      
      Mavis and Monica blithely take the stairs into the Trocadero ballroom. George Street is racy with people and the big band
         is warming up. Suddenly Mavis is grabbed from behind and spun around into the arms of an Australian sailor. The Warramunga is in dock, the sailors are footloose, and the music is irresistible. A friendly girl to swing with on the dance floor has
         occupied their thoughts for months at sea, and Mavis, with a swirl of her dress and a smile to match, falls in with the sailor.
      

      
      At the Lidcombe Palais de Danse, June sings the final chorus of ‘Together’ and turns brightly towards the band as it harmonises
         the finale. She smiles, acknowledging the applause from the dance floor, and takes her seat at the side of the stage. The
         band doesn’t need her to sing the next one so, amused and a little envious, she watches the whirl of skirts and weaving of
         feet below. She spies her girlfriends as they step onto the dance floor with their partners and catch the rhythm.
      

      
      The jitterbugging Americans commandeer the dance floor at the Trocadero. Cast in the soft light from the shell canopy over
         the band, Wyn takes in the spectacle. Her friends push lightly against her, comfortable with themselves and the scene. The
         music becomes distant as her mind fills with the strangeness of life in that moment. The future seems impenetrable.
      

      
      Taree is asleep when Elaine arrives at the town’s railway station. She can smell the Manning River and she remembers her childhood
         – the two are always connected. Her father collects her from the  station and they walk past houses along the quiet streets. Through windows, family life is lit by corner lamps in sitting
         rooms and they can hear a cow lowing in a paddock nearby. Sydney, she thinks, is a war zone compared to this.
      

      
      June arrives home just before midnight from another long day at the office. Her mother makes her a cup of tea as she slumps
         in a cosy armchair. It was a demanding day at the US military headquarters in Sydney where she works on the Pacific supply
         lines. The US and British naval forces have intensified their attacks on Japanese aircraft bases. Her fatigue is compounded
         by worry, as she hasn’t heard from the man she is in love with, Stan Martin. He’s on HMS Victorious in the thick of the battle zone.
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      With the Japanese surrender in August 1945, naval and merchant ships were urgently needed for the repatriation of prisoners
         of war and foreign servicemen. Friends and brothers returning from the war spun entertaining tales of their adventures. Their
         time away had been an education in resourcefulness and scamming, optimism and brotherhood for these young men, and some of
         the young women in their circles were excited by the prospect of international travel. So by mid-September, letters from Australian
         war brides, or their British servicemen husbands, began arriving at the British Pacific Fleet headquarters in Sydney, demanding
         that passage to England be arranged for them as soon as possible.
      

      
      The following year, on 3 July 1946, HMS Victorious carried 669 Australian war brides to their new families in Britain: society  girls, office girls, working class girls, outback girls, nurses and women from the services, all converged at Woolloomooloo
         wharf on departure day. They shared the social phenomenon of war and its consequences, and they were to share the experience
         of a unique voyage. But the contrasts in their backgrounds made for a journey that was as bewildering as it was rewarding.
      

      
      In the pages ahead seventeen of these women offer their stories. They have only told them before in nostalgic fragments to
         their curious children, and to friends who understand the urge to reminisce. They leapt from childhood and across the oceans
         to make their fortunes in love.
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      HMS Victorious slices through the waters of Sydney Heads and into the Pacific Ocean as darkness creeps across Australia to the west. It
         is the evening of 3 July 1946.
      

      
      Most of the women on board are travelling as individuals, so making friends is instinctive. These friendships flourish as
         the journey takes them through the turbulent southern waters of Australia to Fremantle. After long days in the Indian Ocean,
         with heat and humidity swelling, they discover the exotic but perilous Colombo in Ceylon. They have two days here, then a
         week at sea before they reach the Suez Canal.
      

      
      For those who felt it, regret will have been ditched in the Indian Ocean at the point of no return. By now the torpor has
         set in. It will be a slow journey through the canal. After a day ashore at Port Said, the Mediterranean brings cooler breezes
         and the hospitality of the British naval base at Gibraltar, its monolithic rock and delightful Barbary apes.
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      Friends and family crowd the Finger Wharf at Woolloomooloo, as HMS Victorious departs Sydney with its precious cargo of 669 Australian war brides, first stop, Fremantle. (Courtesy June Wilkes)
      

       

      Two days later, after crossing the Bay of Biscay and the English Channel, they arrive in Plymouth Sound. They are moored out
         from the harbour, but able to see the welcoming crowds on the wharf. The local press is also awaiting their arrival, eager
         to investigate the spicier rumours that have beaten the ship to shore.
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      Twenty-four year old Wyn Ford (left) and friend Kath stand in front of an army truck at Coolangatta, Queensland, in April 1945: ‘I didn’t fall for anyone until
         the British came.’ (Courtesy Wyn Ford)
      

      
   

OEBPS/images/Art_Pxiv.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P003b.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P003a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_title.jpg
CATHERINE DYSON

swing
SAILOR





OEBPS/images/Art_P016.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
v hachette





OEBPS/images/Art_P014.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780733627903.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P004.jpg





OEBPS/template.xpgt
 

   
		 
			 
		
		
     
			 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
        
    

  





