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My mates and I quenched our thirsts and were invited onto the ship for a look around
which wasn't easy, as hundreds of troops had walked to the ships. After a look over the
ship, they asked us if we wanted some food and of course we said yes, although we were
being fed reasonably well at Changi at that time. We managed to find a 200 pound rice
bag so we put butter, tinned meats, tinned fruit, cheese in tins and anything else we could
carry in, till the bag was about a third full and not too heavy. We took it in turns to lug
this food back to camp where we spread it out on the table and then began to make
absolute pigs of ourselves. The food was too rich for us - our stomachs couldn’t take it
so we ended up being very sick.

The reason the ships took so long to reach Singapore - they were loaded up with war
materials to invade Singapore, when the atomic bomb had abruptly ended the war. We
didn’t know anything of this atomic bomb till it was explained to us some time later.
These ships in India had to have their war materials taken off and replaced with suitable
food for ourselves and the civilian population, which was the reason we had waited so
long to be finally set free. With all this food on the table, we talked of all the wonderful
things to be done once we were on our way. ‘
Everyone could now hear the radio as we waited anxiously for General McArthur to sign )
the Peace Treaty. There was a great deal of cheering and jumping about but work in the
camp still had to go on, with chores being allocated to different Units.

On about September ];@;"kome eight Catalina flying boats had landed in the harbour.
This harbour consisted of a good deal of sandy bottom. Of our Unit, about 21 out of
about 135 were to fly home on these planes, which was a very good percentage
considering the thousands who were in the camp. Only fit men could go. Before leaving,
we were each issued with a bag of Indian soldier’s clothing, consisting of a couple of
pairs of Bombay bloomers (shorts which came to the calf), shirts, undies, socks and more.
We opened the bags to find that very little fitted anyone, so exchanged the clothing till
some things were nearer the right size. F inally, after sad farewells to our mates, we left
to board the planes. To our disappointment, the flight on the first day was cancelled, (as
the take-offs had to coincide with the tide) so we returned to camp, hoping that we would
remain well till taken to the planes the next day. (A couple of mates felt like malaria was
coming on them again).

Eventually we boarded. Our sausage bags containing our gear were all loaded into the
front gun blister in the nose of the planes which was where I put myself, on top of the
gear, on our return to freedom. Our planes lined up and in turn took off, but as we were
speeding over the ocean, we suddenly became high and dry on a sand bar six inches
under the water. With the help of a long pole and the distribution of weight, we freed the
plane and took off, later landing at Labuum in Borneo. This was a very interesting
landing. The sea was beautiful and blue, the water calm, when out came these small
boats to off-load us. Into the boats we all climbed, heading for the beach at a fair pace.
The few of us who were in this boat were standing up front looking to the shoreline when
the army duck, not stopping, drove at about 40 miles an hour straight onto the beach.
This amazed us all for quite some time. After unloading from the large boat, we were
bewildered to find wheels attached to it, for driving on to beaches etc. Some of the chaps
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‘met up with some of our C Section mates who were not taken P.O.W’s and two of these
men were Clarrie Poynter and Butch Leonard.

he soldiers of Borneo decided that we could not return to Australia wearing the clothes
e had on, so they kindly issued us with jungle greens which at least fit. We had been
_ well fed and well looked after since the war finished, all putting on three or four stone in
. weight fast.

- After spending 24 hours in Borneo, we set off for Darwin in the late evening, deciding we
would fly all night in case some Jap pilots had not yet heard of the cease fire. After
- sleeping in tents and in between sheets, we put all of our gear on board the army duck
war - and were taken out to the planes. No trouble with the take off this time! The plane flew
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We * only a small distance above the sea during the all night flight and on enquiring why, we
ler. - were told that electrical storms were prevalent in the area and if the plane came into any
tble difficulty, it would only have a short distance to get down to land safely.

so .  The moon was shining on this night and it looked for some time as though we were
ful following its beam. I slept okay inside the nose of the plane but it was difficult to move
j about with so many on board. We would change around for a look Jfrom a different angle
gn ' from time to time and arrived in Darwin, Australia, the next morning, after spending
he about twelve hours flying.
Twny Jour hours later in Darwin, after being looked after by the Red Cross and
attending a quick medical, it was back on board the Catalina early the next morning for a
flight over the Northern Territory at about 8,000 feet, then on to Cairns in Queensland
for our next stopover. While flying over outback Northern Territory and Queensland, the
rivers looked like the lines on a person’s palm and the herds of cattle like little spots on
the ground. The larger rivers could easily be seen by the bigger trees marking the water
course. Upon landing as a group in the large harbour in Cairns during the late
afternoon, we were entertained by the ladies of the town who had set up a dance for us to
attend, but as we were very shy and had not danced in years, only a few attended. We
also had the option of going to, I presume, the R.S.L. Club for beers. A few opted for this
but we were warned not to hit the grog until our bodies had adjusted properly, so many
of us just walked the town.
Early the next day we were off to Sydney, with my plane being the first to depart.
Engines roaring, throttle out, away we zoomed across the water. After a while, the pilot
said he didn’t think he could make the take-off, so he throttled back and returned to the
rear of the flight. Cairns is surrounded by steep, tree studded hills, also an open harbour
area, with the wind possibly having a lot to do with our (non) take-off plans. The other
Planes all got away before our turn came again - full throttle, full speed, lift off and to my
horror from where I was lying in the nose of the plane, those trees appeared to be coming
Straight at me. At the last moment, the pilot lifted its nose, skimming just above them.
The Catalinas were supposed to follow the coast to Sydney but the pilot decided we
should have a more interesting flight so turned the plane west, heading for the Blue
Mountains. While it was very interesting to see these mountains, the plane would be
flying along smoothly when it suddenly seemed to just literally ‘drop’ out of the sky. This
happened quite a few times which was terribly frightening for us, so the pilot headed
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back to the shoreline and a smooth ride once again to Sydney. Bob Broadbent was op
one of these flights when the pilot suddenly did something which took him out of hig
cockpit. Bob inquired “Who's flying the plane?” “George is” the pilot answered.
“Who’s George?” “He’s the invincible spare pilot we bring along with us to fly while
we sleep”. After being kept in suspense for a short time, Bob was told it was the
automatic pilot flying the plane. This was something we men had never heard of before.
After an interesting flight to Sydney which was mostly spent lying on my stomach looking
at the shoreline, and not realising the significance of the Great Barrier Reef, we arrived
to land in Sydney Harbour some time during the late afternoon. Well, for the majority of
the Ex Prisoners of War, this was their home city, although some had been put off in
Cairns. There were thousands of people on the shore trying to greet and meet with us.
The army had organised for us to partake in a ticket tape drive through the main streets
of Sydney but to a lot of people’s disappointment, we were put on double decker buses
and driven through the city with hundreds of thousands of people lining the routes.
Paper was hurled down from tall buildings with everyone waving and cheering. This
went on for about an hour until we were all driven to the Concord Repatriation Hospital
for our first real check-up. On arrival at Concord, the first thing the army did was to
take all our clothes from us and issue us with new khaki uniforms, hats, boots and
whatever else, to make us look like Aussie soldiers once again.

My time spent at Concord was interesting. Health-wise, I was not too bad so I was
permitted to wander the hospital grounds. Many were admitted with a variety of
problems. The hospital staff had ambulances on call to bring in the malaria patients
from the suburbs, because many soldiers were bringing in the germ from the islands. 1
was asked on several occasions to accompany the A.AW.S. to pick up the shivering,
feverish men and to return them to the hospital, many times picking up several patients
on one run. After spending about four days in Sydney, the Victorian contingent and the
South Australian Ex P.O.W’s boarded the train containing about ninety men. The South
Australians were together in a couple of carriages - we did a lot of talking and dreaming
as we travelled along the railway.

Our first stop was Albury where to our surprise, the whole town had come out to meet us
and to feed us. When the train came to a halt, food in baskets was offered to us but to the
disappointment of a lot of people, we couldn’t eat it all as we had overeaten and were
becoming quite overweight. Most of us had gained about four stone and looked like men
again instead of walking skeletons. After half an hour stop, we headed for Spencer Street
Station in Melbourne, arriving during the afternoon where we were once again greeted
by thousands of people on the platforms, with many blokes being re-united with their
wives, families and friends for the first time in over four years. Following the greetings,
we were ushered into large black limousines, then taken on another ticket tape reception
through the streets of Melbourne. From there, we were driven to Heidleberg Hospital for
another night or two of medical check-ups. We South Australians this time were confined
to the hospital but the Victorians, those who were well enough, were given leave to go
home, even though they were to report back after a few days.
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Z;tw(;f ;l’" ]t was now September 20fh, about five to six weeks sifzce the freeing of Singapore, - and
mswere(ljs our next stage. was Adelaide! W.e left Spencer .S.”treet in the afternoon, very excited about
fly wh 'l‘ the next morning. We. travelled in sleepe.r carriages, but not many of us had much sleep
 was tlhe due to the.z chatter, noise and all the ex.cztement. We stopped at Murray Bridge early in
¢ before e the morning where we were greet.ed with breakfast and a small crowd of well wishers.
B loo ki;z Nobody was very much znter?sted in fo?d, we a.ll wanted nothing more than to get going.
0 Clrrivefj A( long last, on the last leg into Adelc'ude, all in a ‘trance’ and not really believing that
ajority of we had at lqst reached South Aystralza, our home! Down through the hills to Aldgate,
ut off i the lm')ely.vzews of Belair and its surrounds, and after a moment or two, we could see
ith s n Adeflalde in the distance through.the trees. What a sight out to the sea with everyone
in str.eets taking turns to look out of th(f wmdqws/ Tears welled up in many blokes’ eyes and to
er buses read thel'r thoughts was nejar tmpohfSlble. Most were very very happy even though some
¢ routes had reccfzved bad news while away in the P.O.W. camps. After another glimpse of the sea
. Thi; from. Mitcham, pa.ssmg all the chkyards along 'the line, with people at every station
Hospital waving and cheertr.zg to us, and wth huge lumps in our throats and in our hearts, we at
d was 1o last reached'Ad.elazde Railway .Statzon. There were absolutely thousands of people on the
ots and platform, this time our own friends and relatives. We were not just bystanders in other
| States any more, these people were all there just to see us. Well, they couldn’t hold us on
s0 I was ’hi n ain, fmd éefor e it had stopped, many had already sp?tted their beloved friends or
riety of re qttves, Jjumping off to meet them. What a scene! Hugging, kissing, talking hurriedly,
J trying to convey four years of happenings in a matter of minutes. It was truly wonderful
patients to be home!
i?‘l‘i‘;lgl To some though, it. was not so great, w.ith no-one there to meet them due to divorce or re-
patient; Ir‘lnarrtagbe, or relatives who had been killed during the war, or many other reasons.
and the AZe; f:lout an hour, we were put onto army buses and driven through the streets of
e South 2 elaide Yvhere thoysands of people greeted us as we were taken to the new Daws Road
o epatriation Hospital, Daws Road, for a complete rest for a couple of days and
§ thereaﬁer on leave to go home to loved ones or whoever. Many friends and relatives had
meet us ;un.ned up at the. station only to find out.that their loved one had died. It was terribly sad
ut to the b’ylng to explain to these people the circumstances of their relative’s death, as we had
od were h::jn h{lrcclzgmented all mfer Asia from Singapore to Siam, Burma, Japan and Borneo, and
ke men no contact or information on how the other Forces had fared.
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