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Introduction

Selamat jalan'—litle did | realise how much those words would come 1o mean
when uttered by our Chinese cook boy, Ah Juan, as he bade us farewell Did
he guess the road we had to tavel needed all the luck available. T wonder?
A pleasant or safe journey' one says in English. and in French it s ‘Bon voyage'
The same meaning is found in thar Malayan phrase—Selamat jalan’
It seems so long—over filty yvears—since the beginning of our journey. and

sometimes | [ind it difficult 10 beleve that | have come this far and have been
so lucky to be alive today. This diary is only an account of just one girl—a
seventeen-ycar-old girl who had tumed twenty-one by the end of the Pacific War
Itis not a war story—it isn't meant 1o be—anly a record of the experiences and
reactions of one who went through those hazardous days of 1941-3

From a collection of exercise hooks and seraps of paper that have been gathering
dust over the years | will try to reassemble my diary. However. the writing on
some of them has faded a little and there are some pages missing—so | may have
to think back hard, to try to remember some of the events. Together we'll travel
the road again from danger 1o salety as 1 have done

Twas born in Taiping in 1924 My luther. John Charles Allan, was an Australian
from Melbourne, who worked as ¢ mining engineer and dredgernaster for Osbome
& Chappel Company. My mother was a Malayan and. as the diary indicares
Tknow little of her though my memories are sometimes troubled ones My famuly
went to live in Penang and 1 started school as a day pupil in Penang Convent
Not much later my father was sent 1o Siam and was stationed at Paktak

Some of my happiest memuorics are of thar village where | used 1o visit my
father once a year at Christmas, on holidays from the convent where 1 was then
boarding 1 had no children to play with but for company had two dogs. a Siamese
€atand a monkey. There was a Chinese amah and a Chinese cook to ke care
of our meals

Before my father left for work cach morning, he used to set two pages from
the dictionary for me o leam the spelling and meaning of cach word and then
1o write sentences using them. | guess 1 got into the habit of writing things down
and I'm sull doing it Certainly | had a desite w be a writer at the time of my
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mternment though my father, perhaps unusually for those days, wanted me 1o
become an engineer

In 1939 my father returned to Malaya and was stationed at Kampar, aboug
sixteen miles from Ipoh, Translerred from Taiping Convent to Ipoh Convent in
1936, 1 completed my education in November 1941 and returned to my father,
who had married a Siamese woman, Vichim, earlier that year. The three of ug
went up to the Cameron Highlands for the holidays before 1 was to leave for
Melbourne, where my father wanted me to enter the university, although 1 had
other ideas. However, neither of our plans came to fruition as Japan invaded Malaya
early in December, while we were still on holidays. The main events of my life
for the almost four years that followed are recorded in the diary | kept

Although I was seventeen when the war broke out, I was a very, very young
seventeen-year-old—idealistic, a dreamer, a romantic and more than a litle
innocent! [ thought the world was full of beautiful people. Indeed, though the
briel but brutal Malayan Campaign and the three and a half years of intemmient
that followed exposed me to many of the harsher realities of life. | maintained
a helief in human decency and dignity and the behaviour of most of my fellow
internees in Chang Prison and, later. Sime Road Camp allowed me to continue
to hold that belief

To some, my diary of day-to-day activities for that pertod may appear rather
mundane, and 1f readers expect to read about shocking brutality and rapes then
they'll be disappointed. Certainly other internees in other camps—and of course
the military POWs—suffered harsher treatment. much of it that delies credulity
But the threat of such barbaric treatment was real to all of the women interned,
especially the young ones. and we were none of us strangers to hunger. disease,
lack of adequate medical supplies. and other pressures thar resulted in occasional
botits of despair, some madness, and even a number of suicides. As well. the
isolation and cooped-up nature of our existence produced its lair share of tensions
between intemees and even political intrigue. though my diary deals only {leeringly
with the latter.

As for the diary itsell. it was a dangerous undertaking, and the consequences
of its discovery could have been horrendous. Bur | had to do something to keep
my sanity and, for an aspirmg writer, what better option than to record (dangerous
an undertaking as it was) how we lived, what we did to keep ourselves from
getting bored, and how the camp was run—in as near to a civilised manner as
an uncivilised situation would allow.

It was a communal life of sorts, with elected supervisors for each section to
see that chores were given to each of us and carried out 4s instructed. A school
for the children was started, somewhat surreptitiously, and the adolescents like
myself had the responsibility of looking after the younger intemees. As the diary
also reveals. there were many concerts and other entertainments, lecrures on cultural
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ther subjects, and even literary competitions that were subject to the most
of assessment. | threw myself into all these activities. There was also
ps very British air of formality that helped keep our community together.
invitations were issued for ‘elevenses’ and the like, many camp
ents had printed programmes; birthday and Christmas cards were
ged; and the letters of condolence I received from many internees when
er died in June 1945—only weeks before the Japanese surrender—helped
come to terms with my grief.
e were a motley crew of humanity for all that, with different nationalities,
religions and levels of education. There were teachers, doctors and nurses
o looked after our health to the extent medical supplies were available—which
practically nil at times—but we had our own intemees, and not the Japanese,
ok after us.
poking back, we were an enterprising lot. We managed to keep our sense
‘humour in spite of the ugliness, the discomfort, the hunger, the gloom and
‘doom of our existence. We also knew the true meaning of ‘mateship’

‘Rereading the diary | commenced writing over fifty years ago brings back vividly
both the events described and the circumstances in which 1 recorded them. No
one knew that | kept a diary at the time and, fully aware of the risk that 1 was
taking, 1 told no one. Everyone thought | was writing stories and verses just to
pass the time, which in fact | was also doing. As a saleguard, 1 hid the diary
amongst other papers and hooks in my quarters, though camp inspections never
failed to fill me with dread

As well, [ was often as cryptic as possible in my diary entries. People referred
o by a letter only, or a nickname, were described thus in the original entries
In a war there are always fifth-columnists around and all internees had to be
extremely careful in conversation, often speaking in riddles. In transcribing the
diary [ have retained these subterfuges. helieving the original tone conveys the
circumstances and pressures—from lack of paper thtough to fear of the diary’s
discovery—of the time. In retrospect ir appears that [ was not really cryptic enough
inmy references to certain events!

Some explanations have been added in square brackets, but | have kept these
0 a minimum. Occasionally | have added a word or two where silverfish ate
the original, and | have sometimes corrected spelling or grammatical errars, though
Tever to an extent that masks the pressures and conditions under which | wrote
<Other than that, the diary has only been abridged by the removal of a number
of poems, lists of names in accounts of camp concerts, many extracts from camp
Rewsletters and public notices that I took down at the ume. and my deseription
of the trip from Singapore to Australia in November 1945, The complete diary
has been lodged with the Australian War Memorial, Canberra

Lhad no intention of having my diary published when [ started writing it.
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or for more than forty years after I completed it For the months immediately
alter the Japanese surrender [ still wrote, recording how [ fell (hopelessly) in love
with the British airman ‘Jinx” Gordon. At least 1 think it was love as it was an
cemation I'd never felt before. He left for England in late October 1945 and the
following month my father's sister. Grace Allan, with the help of the Australian
Red Cross, brought me to Melbourne. My last entry lor my internment dhary is
dated 24 November 1045

In 1946 | started my taining as a nurse at the Queen Victoria Memorial Hospiral
lor Women by Women, graduating in 1949 and working in country hospitals
and the Queen Victoria belore marrying Frank Bruhi in 1958 and coming to
Sydney, where we had a son and a daughter My husband died in 1986 after
a short illness.

Inever did ralk much about the war and camp life alter 1945 My diaries were
packed away and did not come t light until two years ago, when my daughter-
in-law discovered them under the house. It was suggested then that 1 should get
them in order and make them into a book for the family. Bur | kept puttng it
off until the realisation grew that not many people know there were women and
children interned in Chang Prison under the Japanese Occeupation. When | did
mention that T was a Japanese Civilian POW many people thought | must have
been in the armed forces!

When 1 read that the children’s book writien by Sir David Griffin when a
POW—The Happiness Box—was 1o be published, 1 went to the launching hoping
there might he some athers who were in camp with me. Alas, there was no one
clse, but Tintroduced mysell t Sir David and 1t was his wile who suggested thac
L goback to Singapore for the fifneth anniversary of the fall of the city in February
1992—a wrip that is described in'the Postscript to this book. At about the same
time | was fortunate in meeting up with fellow internees Elizabeth Ennis—a nurse
m the Brinsh Indian Army who starred the Girl Guide movement in camp—and
Mary Scarlew (née Trevar), who was fourteen when she was interned

For many years 1 had planned 1o go back and look for my father's grave and
this was an ideal opportunity for me 1o do so. | located his grave with the help
of my lriend Mary Lim (née Winters), another ex-internee with whom | had kept
in touch aver the years. and arrangements are now heing made for a headstone
Then. perhaps. this story and this journey will be completed

Bur for now 1 bid you once again Selamat jalan” tll we meet again at the end
of the trail which began in the Cameron Highlands of Malaya in December 1941,

Sheila Allan
Svdney, January 1994



1941

ber 1941 The Junglo, Renglet, Cameron Highlands

The idle life | lead

Is like a pleasant sleep
Wherein | rest and heed

The dreams that by me sweep
And still of all my dreams

In m so swiftly past,

Each in its fancy seems

A nobler than the last;

[]

. And cvery eve | say,
Noting my step in hliss,

i I have known no day

In all my life like this
—Robert Bridges

Alas! How truc the last two lines, for today marked the beginning of the ‘Malayan
War'!

War? Impossible! It can't be! My whole being cried against it for shattering
the peace of my holidays up in the hills; for intruding into my calm uneventful
life; for making me fecl both afraid and excited In fact. | resented it for causing
an emotional upser that was strange to me.

Up in these hills have | beer happy, away from the crowds and bustle of town
life. Here, have I enjoyed the quict of the mountain air and stream; here, where
one can be free to mdulge in one's own thoughts with no outside interference
And what happens? War! Presto—the whole atmosphere is charged with that little
three-letter word!

And yet, this morming when | opened my eyes. everything flowed on peacefully
No one was up when [ tiptoed out into the garden. It was as yet still very early
but light, A heavy dew lay on the grass and made of the leaves around a billion
of erystal-points of wonder Wandering idly, | was content to drink in the beauty
and peace of the morning There was only the happy twitter of hirds and the
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gentle rustling whisper of the leaves that seemed to add to rather than detract
from the harmony of this quiet valley

Leaving the house, | wend my way to that tiny bubbling brook which dances
over the stones, laughing and leaping at the secrets it only knows. My whole
being drank in the sweet morming fragrance. Here, in a world of dew whose crystal
draps beaded more heavily each drooping blade of grass, I had knelt in body
and spirit. Here, 1 guess one could easily forger the perty annoyances and
disappointments of life

But could one forget War? Could one, T wonder

Returning, | had gathered a posy of the mountain flowers. Those delicate,
exquisite blooms, lasting only until the sun got too strong for them But this
morning, poor things, they saw little of the sun as they were crushed and bruised
by my hands when upon my ears fell that fateful word. *Warl'

1 had met Dad., feeling strong and wholesome in spirit after my moming’s
excursion to be confronted by his gnm face as he announced the news that
Singapore was bombed this moming by the Japanese and that this meant we
are now at war with Japan

Bewildered 1 had wttered that word to myself and looked at my stepmother
whose face showed traces of recent tears. Dad then walked away in silence. Vichim,
my stepmother, collapsed in a chair and started sobbing—from what? I know not

AllT knew was that | found mysell wandering back to my little stream where
I stood and only heard the rushing of the waters. Was it trying to tell me something
carlier | wonder

Then 1 remembered the blossoms, still clutched tightly in my hands [ looked
at them—no longer fresh but lifeless and broken Dead! The word leapt belore
my eyes. | let them fall from my fingers into the water and watched them being
carried away, away. Gone!

Death! War! Only then did | begin to realise what it meant. Those flowers—
some of them only buds, died before serving their time. [ had killed them; nor
thinkingly but it seemed symbolic of what War is. Before me., | imagined deaths
and sufferings—all caught in the web of war. And what is war?—a fight for freedom
or power? A baule for one’s right to peaceful living. War has reared its ugly head
here to shatter our peace and we must fight to keep our Peace

Again | returned to the house. Thoughts revolved inside my head—how best
to serve my country

There was a time | had envied other girls in the services and wished 1 was
one of them. Now here was my chance to do my duty. Suddenly 1 felt brave
and excited at the prospect of having to fight

Alas! for my high hopes of being useful 1o my country. When [ told Dad of
my-decision to join up, he promptly told me that 1 was too young,
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“Besides, I'm going to send you back to the convent. You'll be safe there. No!
don't argue—! have decided.’

Dad is a strict authoritarian and what he says goes. So, I bowed to his wish,
feeling bitterly disappointed.
‘Dad then received a letter from his company recalling him to work. And so
ends our ‘Grand Tour'.
~ We had planned to leave for Australia on the 14th. Instead, we leave here for
our home on the mines.

siill, we have till the 14th and | intend to make the most of our stay up here

This evening before tuming indoors, | watched the sun slowly setting behind
the mountains. | watched its almost level rays reaching into the valley. The evening
light is kindly and soft as | write all this down and promise mysell that I must
keep a record of everything thar is going to happen.

Tlook towards the streain, gliding and flashing shields of silver and gold where
the sun shines on it 1 sigh and with Wordsworth 1 write his lines

1 heard a thousand blended notes,

While in a grove 1 sat reclined.

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
Bring sad thoughts to mind

To her fair works did Natre link

The human soul that through me ran;

and much it grieved my heart o think
What man has made of man

God's Will be done in all things but I pray Thee keep us from harm Into thy
Hands we entrust ourselves and so 1 prayed

'As the shades of night are [alling fast’, I bring this, my lirst entry, into a new
beginning to a close. Goodnight, dear Diary

14 December 1941 Sungei Luas, Kampar, Lower Perak
Phew! What a day! At last we are back home and do | feel tired!We left Renglet
this morning, Tears were in my eyes as | silently bade farewell to our holiday
home. Wonder how long it will be before 1 go back there again

Our deparwre was uneventful We had packed last night and the taxi we ordered
arrived on time. It wasn't long before we were winding our way down the mountain
road to the plains below: A few Sakais were about and stared at us as we whizzed
past. The air was cool and [resh. The vegetation, green and undisturbed

On the main road, after leaving the hills, we saw several lomies of volunteers
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passing by We recognised some of our friends from the mines. | wondered whe,
they were going—perhaps to K L [Kuala Lumpur] or maybe to Singapore. Neari
Kampar. I heard a most peculiar sound—an unearthly wail which seemed 1o ech
through the air, again and again. That was the first time | heard what Dad call

the "Alert’. What a weird noise and I'm sure I'm not going to like the "Alert’ 4
all! We had to stop and take cover among the bushes along the road but only
for a few minutes. The air was again startled by another sound—The "All Cleay"
I think I prefer this noise to the first one!

In Kampar we stopped at Luan San Store to buy some tinned (vod. There we
wo lorries there as well and | saw for the first time, soldiers who appeared tirey
unshaven, with their uniforms covered with mud and blood. They did look grim;
I stared at them with wonderment of teenage hero-worship! Dad spoke to ther
and they gave him the latest news of the war—ir was not good—the Japs are cominy
down [rom the North and the civilians are leaving their homes as the Japs advance;

A few cars roared by—mud-splashed! Then we heard that Ipoh was just bombed;
and these people were getting out. | saw a young woman with her hair sill inf
curlers She did look funny! |

The soldiers were very hungry and as they could not speak the language, made
signs indicating that they wanted food and drink. It took them a while o hel
understood but after many gestures and grimaces they were conducted to a cale,
From afar [ looked at them with admiration. | was oo shy to go up to them
and help them. To me they were men from another planet. Apart from my father,
1 know little of man and his ways so 1 guess | wouldn't know what 1o say i
one of them had spoken to me

We arrived at the mine this alternoon. The place is deserted except for the
servants looking alter their hosses’ houses. The only Europeans left are Dad and
the manager

Trooper, our ugly bulldog and Billy. the fox terrier, greeted us exciedly. They
are certainly glad to see us. What are we going to do with them later is going
10 be a problem

Tonight we are sleeping in the mosquito roam as we are wo tired 1o get the|
bedrooms organised. We'll be able to listen 1o the wircless for news now and
find out what's happening !

Munm is all scared and worried. As for me—I don’t exactly know how [ feel. |
It seems so unreal

It's so quiet here that | can't believe there’s a war on. OF course. we are miles
away from the township, !

It's early to bed for all of us. The floor's going to be hard but I doubr if that's |
£0INg 1o Worry us,

Ah Juan. our Chinese boy, was able to fix us a temific meal, Told Dad | was
gong to keep a diary He thinks that's great, provided 1 can keep it up
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ember 1941 Sungei Luas, Kampar
to Ipoh this moming. Was surprised to see the difference war has done
town in so short a time
onger carefree—the people had a nervous, scared look on their faces. Some
buildings that had been hit looked bleak and unsightly. The shops were
g business and apart from the scarcity of people about the remains of
ildings that were hit, there was nothing to show that war is here. The day
aceful and the sun shone in a relentless blue sky
d at the Convent and saw Rev. Mother and some of the girls. Quite a
em had gone home. Rev. Mother told Dad. only those who have no
are staying in the Convent. So, that was that Somehow:. 1 felt glad that
oing to be with Dad. | bade the nuns goodbye, leeling at the same time
sad for T had been happy with them
, I'm going to be out in a world 1 scarcely know. How will I cope with
afraid!
, dear Dad—he's the dearest and best in the world bur alas! I'm just a girl
's had so litde to do with my upbringing except to see that I'm properly
lothed and educated,
- had been the boy he wanted, what a difference it would have made to
him. Thinking of him. 1 begin to think of my own mother. As always. | wonder
10 and where she is now. s she stll alive? Why doesn't Dad ever speak of
‘And there is a memory that haunts me of a certain woman wha had played
portant part in my childhood—someone 1 had called ‘Mother” who used
me up whenever | was naughty: who had a violent emper. Yet—everything
is's0confused with so many other memories that crowd unbidden when 1 think
of my childhood

“From what [ can remember, my early childhood was not a very happy one—
we knew poverty and starvation and unhappiness born of a family not united
It'sall so vague now. Only now and again | catch a glimpse of the past and begin
to'wonder. It's funny how a child invents some things and lives in a world of
fantasy—1 invented a ‘Dream Mother'. someone 1 could talk to in my thoughts—
guess I've got some sort of a complex about mothers! Ah. well! Such is life and
I'must make the best of it!

25 December 1941 Petaling (Tin Ltd) Kuala Lumpur
What a Xmas! but the day 1s quiet—no sirens, planes, or bombs! Nothing disturbs
the peace of Ximas taday and we celebrated irin a quier way. Perhaps the Japanese
are celebrating the hirth of Jesus too!

“Peace on earth, good will to man’ etc
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We left Sungei Luas on the 18th and what a journey we had! It was terrifying—,
least, to me

Sungel Luas is tucked away from any town but we could hear very faintly ¢
wail of the siren and if we listened hard enough we could hear the planes a
then the bombs

Dad received his orders to leave for Petaling (another mining township). We
packed again. We seemed destned to move from place to place as the wag
progressed. We chartered a special truck for our heavy luggage. We took on}
essentials with us to go in the car

Unfortunately. the driver decided not 1o leave his home town. This meant w
had to travel by train

At about halt past one that afternoon, Dad, Vichim. myself and our two doy
driven 1o the station

On the way we stopped at a store to pick up some food supplies when th
siren (now a lamiliar sound) dismally wailed its warning that raiders were withi
the neighbourhood. There was a terrific scuule. Legs were seen vanishing dow
the streets: Soon the town of Kampar was deserted. save for a few foolhardy souls
like us. leisurely strolling to the air-raid shelter which was in the large orchard]
just outside the town area

While patiently waiting for the All Clear, there came in the distance the sound
of the wain. We looked at cach other. Dismay was written in Dad’s face

‘Whoo-00-00" came the welcomed sound of All Clear. We dashed forth with
the dogs. got into the car and drove off

Hope rose in our hearts but thar sank as we heard the fateful whistle, signalling
that the train was pulling out. Too late! Arriving at the station we were told that
there were no more trains that day unul three in the morning

We resigned ourselves to sleeping in the waiting room. Luckily. we had a few
things with us

The deepening dusk found us walking up and down the platform. The dogs
were restless and unhappy. The hours dragged and when we tried to cat, we
found that we were not as hungry as we had thought. The dogs. though, made
quick work of their meal

Sleep was our next thought 1 eurled mysell as best as 1 could in the armehair
while the others found for themselves two long chairs. The dogs whimpered at
first but saon settled down

The desire to wm woke me up [rom my cat-like position. Dad was not with
us. Thinking he had gone out 10 strerch his legs. 1 decided to do likewise Geting
up was a stiff task but managed to let myself out without disturbing the remaining
occupant

There was a dim light at one end of the station: As | proceeded further, | stepped
into a miserable darkness. Shaking mysell, 1 tried to feel my way around 1 stumbled

we
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thard object. It was one of the benches on the plattorm. With more courage
d, my hand on the bench, guiding my way. The air was damp with
whole atmosphere uncannily quiet. T shivered. Suddenly. T touched a
 hand. 1 froze, my heart skipped a beat. ‘Who's that?” came a voice out
arkness. 1 sighed with reliel and answered, 'It's me. Dad’

stretched out on the bench, getting a breath of fresh air as he found
in the waiting room was too much for him

1 think I can hear the train" Faintly but clearly we heard the puff-puli-
e train. We went to inquire if that was our train, [t was

yproaching train drew nearer and nearer like a monstrous creawre, belching
and cinders into the night air. Dim lights began 1o appear on the platform
the monster stood still, panting and blowing out steam. Dark figures
appeared and were seen scrambling into: the carriages

eaving Mum to look after hersell, Dad and 1 went i search of the guard's
where we could leave the dogs. Bur we had trouble locating the right carriage
darkness.

sshrill blast of the whistle warned us that the tain was about 1o leave
0 time to think as Dad yelled. "Quickly. get on the tender’

managed with some difliculty w clamber up and heaved the dogs after
en began a nightmare ol a journey as the train slowly gathered speed. freely
ering us with soot and sparks. We had got on the tender between the coal

er with the trembling dogs benween us. | shivered as the rushing of the
‘wind stung my lace. The train went roaring and dashed headlong into the
terious and invincible darkness | shuddered ar the thought of what would
n il we fell asleep. There was no fear of that as we grmly dung ughtly
er.
dogs quictencd down afier a while. The train thundered along with alanming
@pidity. We prepared to aceept the sitwation with a prayer for our salety. ‘Dear
Lord, into thy hands. we place our lives.”
~ The cloud of buming embers descended continually around us, The rush of
eold air helped o put most of the glowing sparks out: the only danger was 1o
our eyes, so we kept them closed most of the time. It was a night of suspense!

Suddenly [ realised the train was slowing down. then came to a stop. Thinking

1S was our chance to get off. we lost na time in getting off our precarious perch

Hurriedly we tried to find an opened carriage. Lady Luck was with us. We found
one and wmbled intwo it, dragging the dogs with us We found ou
an assortment of humans and animals. We were told that this was the refugee
tmain' from Penang We managed to squeeze mto.a corner. Exhausted, 1 fell into
an uneasy sleep

The sudden lurch of the train woke me up from a ternfying dream. Looking
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through the window 1 saw the platform of a station disappearing as the train
moved out

The sky was tuming into the pearly grey of dawn. The shadows along the
rail tracks no longer looked menacing as they did a few hours ago

The train stopped at Kuala Lumpur Station at hall past nine. We got down,
wearly. and went in search of Mum who also had a very uncomfortable journey.
The babble and confusion on the platform was simply dealening Everybody was
talking av once. War is cenainly a disruption!

We wulked away from the crowd. Someone was calling “Tuan Allan, Tuan Allan?”
Dad stopped and raised his hand and answered *Herel’ The Indian driver peered
at Dad. saying, "You are Tuan Allan? He shook his head as if he didn't believe Dad,

No wonder When Dad and I looked at each other, we did look a sight! Covered
Irom head o foot with soot. halding onto twa dogs in the same blackened state,
Some of the erowd stared at us and kept their distance

Recovening [rom his surprise, the driver ok us in his car and drove us to
a hotel first where we had a wash before tucking into some food. Mum had the
audacity 1o laugh at us!

Alter we had done justice to the meal. we were driven here The manager greeted
us and took us to our new home and here we will he staying—for how long,
I wonder.

It's not such a bad place. There's another house a few yards away from us.
Our neighbours are a Dutchman and a Scotsman

The Dutchman is thin and rall with greying hair, « moustache and blue eyes
I don't like him much—don't know why

The Scotsman, he's nice but likes to drink a lot | like hearing him talk—the
accent is so fascinating

Then, there's an Australian, an old friend of Dad’s. He's short. fat and jolly,
in his sixties—he rides the hike like a schoolboy! | like him very much

Another Durchman is married to-an Eurasian. They are a quiet pair and keep
ta themselves

The youngest of our neighbours is William Glennon who 15 about twenty-
five. He is also a Scotsman with a round senous face. brown eyes and hair. Tall
and slim and quite goad-laoking in a way

29 December 1941

A bus stopped at our place this altermoon becatise the Alert was on Imagine my
surprise when I saw that they were the Convent people. They were gomg to Klang
Convent with the babies and the rest of the nuns were to follow later | ran out
to the bus and were they surprsed o see me 100, We tilked for a while and
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the All Clear sounded we said our goodbyes and the bus rook them down

d—away, away!

luggage has not arrived yet—hope it's not lost. Dad's going to inguire at

on tomorrow and find out what's happened to the truck

every day the Alert is sounded. The planes fly over There are sounds

ack-ack firing; in the distance can he heard the bursting of the hombs

ws we hear is not goad. Billy and Trooper tao have learnt to hide and

w whenever the Alert is on. Don't know what's going o happen to them

(we finally get the order to leave Guess Dad will destroy them

one is kind and [riendly here But we don’t entertain much. Bill Glennon

comes down to visit us I'm so shy of people Wish 1 could make
tion,



1942

1 January 1942
New Year's Day! Happy New Year—that's a laugh! Wonder what the year will
bring—will we still be here next year?
Just imagine [ was nearly bound for Australia wday. Dad received a note ordeting
Mum and me to be ready 10 leave today
The Company was evacuating the women and children and paying their passage
to Australia. I didn't want to go but Dad insisted. Mum, at the Jast moment, broke
down and refused point-blank to leave him. Withour realising it she was the means
of making me stay wo. When the manager found ourt that she wasn't leaving,
he had to send our ticker away to be altered Consequenty I'm left behind
Somehow, [ believe it's Fate. I'm glad I'm staying with Dad
Well, our things are gone. Dad had permission to look in the yard for the truck
To our horror we found the truck hroken into and had been looted by the Malays
In fact, two of them were shot by the MPs on duty the night before. Al Dad's
clothes and his twenty years collections in Malaya had all gone. Mum and I were
lucky with regard 1w clothes. We found them untouched They must have only
wanted men's clothing
There are some soldiers stationed not far from us. We've made a few friends
among them. Dad sometimes invites them to a meal and they'd talk late into
the night about things thar I don’t understand. But 1 like listening,
My favourites are Lieutenant Camphell and his driver, Brown Eyes'—don't know
his name but he has just about the loveliest pair of brown eyes, heavily lashed
He's only twenty and | believe the others call him ‘Brown Eyes too. Then there's

Scotty, a jolly, round-faced Sergeant Major who always has a store of stories about
the boys to tell us

One of his pet yarns is about a batch of boys in Kelantan The Japs were trying
to hit the bridge but failed after several attempts. One of the lads got real excited.
Jumped up and shouted. ‘Hey. drop us a few more and we'll blow the b—
bridge up for you" Needless to say, the poor boy got pulled down in a hurry!
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tion is getting worse each day. Dad is in the Demolition Squad and he’s

up important parts of the dredges. Mum and mysell are the only women
‘mines now. Every day we're expecting to get orders to move out. And
orders came through to get ready—we leave tomorrow. Our [riends
ish us '‘Selamat jalan'. I went to Klang Convent to take my last leave
ms. With prayers, wishes and tears we parted. Trooper and Billy were
be destroyed but our Chinese cook-hoy offered to look after them and,
them adieu, they were led away to his home in the nearby kampong
g is packed and we are all on edge wondering what next?

1942
left Petaling for Singapore yesterday at about 3 p.m. ina convoy of twenty-
The three of us found ourselves in a car driven by Mr Daniel who foolishly
ed a good car—wanted his old ane! Our stop for the night was Malacca and

ay there nothing much happened. We passed rubber plantations and
otir soldiers camped there. They waved to us. made the victory sign and

ery cheerful

rived safely in Malacca by evening and went to the rest house to spend the
ere but unfortunately there no room. We were nearly arrested and
d for questioning, Explanations over we were allowed 10 go about our
ess. We had to go somewhere—anywhere to spend the night. The others
d on. We stayed behind with Mr Daniel's car: Had lefr our luggage (the
e we have) at the rest house but Mr D kept his m the car boot. We decided
d the others. each of us carrying a small bag of essentials. At last we {ound

med

at a Chinese Hotel. We got a room and having satisfied our innards we
! in for the night

~ Today our convoy got ready to leave but Mr D found his car had 1o be fixed
up! Seeing we were in his car, we felt we'd sty behind with him. The others
‘went first. Mr D took his car to Borneo Company for repairs We stayed at the
‘}WH. Alfter tiffin [lunch] we rested m our room when suddenly | heard tramp.
ramp, tramp of marching feet!. Rushed o the window, looked out onto the narrow
Street. What | saw made me feel cold, for below in the street, the Punjabs. guns
and vicious looking knives, were marching four abreast. Practice? Oh, no, it didn't
look like it Their faces were hard and grim. The civilians scuttled indoors. Dad
said, after silently warching them go by, that it looked as if they were preparing
fpra land fight. Nothing else could be heard except the crunching of heavy boots
on the road. Into the air a voice yelled Dad’s name. Looking down we could
di?ﬁfn Mr D wildly waving his hands about. shouting 1o us to hurry down and
b"lﬂg our things. We needed no second hidding Snatching up our belongings
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we raced downstairs, out of the front door and collided into the man himse]
He was abour as hysterical as he could be in his explanations that he had hea,
the Japs had landed on the coast—hence the army of Punjabs

“We must leave atonee” he eried out and bundled us into his car. Told hj
we had some luggage ar the rest house but he was impatient to be off and sgjg
there was no time to lose It was useless to argue with a panic-stricken ma
We left Malacea in a car that hadn't had time to he repaired properly. Wi
happened was a foregone conclusion.

It wasn't long hefore the vehicle broke down completely. There we wej
stranded by the side of the highway, enemy planes flying overhead and in d
distance could be hombs being dropped! If the news were true we'll be slaughtere
by the invading Japs. What a thought! | was scared, oh so scared, Dear Goy
help us through somehow,

Alocal lorry thundered along, saw us waving in distress. Stopped and an Aussi
soldier inquired i he could help. We told him of our plight He offered to to
us as far as Tampin—their destination. So, in that ‘stately fashion’ we arrived he
There were a good many open-mouthed stares as we entered the township. O
soldier friend—let's call him Harry. is a gunner in the AIF—in his carly thirti
and had a wife in Australia, with three kiddies. Said he was in charge of the Tampi
Railway Station and had left Seremban with the nursing stalf to Malacca Hospi
but he had not heard about any Japanese landing So, that was a wild rumor
after all. Dad. I'm sure, felt as if he could have put Mr D across his knees an
spanked him! 1 certainly felt like it

While talking to us, an Indian came towards us with a nasty gleam in his ey
which were blood-shot. Gunner Harry 1old him quietly to push off but he refuse
s0 our friend. fixing the bayonet to his nfle strode purposetully towards the fellow:
The Indian hesitated, looked at Harry, measuring him up. My heart stood stil
and silently 1 prayed that there was not going to be a fight. Apparently seein
sense at last, he wmed away. muttering to himsell. Harry followed and 'bany
the shot rang, loud and clear. 1 nearly jumped out of my skin but he had onl
fired into the air The man wok Iright and ran down the street as il the ve
devil was afrer him, Harry came back to us with a smile, escorted us to the re
house where he left us 10 go back to his post

Mr D went to the club and got talking to the RAF boys on weekend leave.
Later found ourselves there and got introduced to the boys. We had a sing-son
in the dimly lit room when an elderly gentleman with shrewd looking eyes an
a stern mouth made his appearance. He looked at us without a smile but th
boys just continued to sing. He beckonied to Dad who went outside with him.
Later | asked Dad who the man was. ‘OCPD [Officer in Charge of the Palice!
Department] ol the Tampin Police. I was told and he went on to say that he
was told off in no uncertain terms for not having evacuated Mum and myself
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plained the position and he seemed satisfied—said he was evacuaung the
today and offered to take us to Singapore. In a few hours” time once again
| take to the road. Oh, dear! always on the move it seems—ahead of the

1942 Shang Onn Hotel, Beach Road, Singapore
are in a small room of our own i a small Chinese Hotel after having,
I day looking for a place where we could sty for a while.
‘been hectic—our last part of the journey here: We left lawe that evening
y) in the police convoy, led by the fire brigade. The lorry of RAF hoys
some of the policemen followed, we came next with Mr D driving and a
y policeman next to him. Our lorry was packed with ammunition. Dad. Mum
at the back with this dangerous cargo. The last to follow was the car
OCPD and a few inspectors. We did not have a smooth joumey, what
air raids and machine-gunning going every now and again, dodging the
-and hearing the whistle of the bombs before they eruprinto terlying blasts
e stage ol our journey we had to scramble our of our vehicles and take
nto the high gutters at the sides of the road unul the enemy planes ew
sight—it was one time they decided 1o drop their hombs elsewhere! I
whul wondering 1l you're going to come out alive and umaginging hombs
opped right over you. We soon goton aur way again. Passed abandoned
cars and buses. The saldiers we passed on the way yelled 1o us to keep
its up—'it won't he long’
5 we were nearing Gemas, we came across a buming car blocking half of
L We had to keep gomg and the order was w rush for it and we did
t | dared hardly breathe and uttered a prayer as our turn came 1o nsk
hot, hungry red flames came nearer as we approached the bonfite. | closed
as we drove through and could almost visualise the flames ravenously
the sides of the lorry with their fiery rongues There was roating in my
I had difficulty in breathing, my skin prickled with the tiense heat and
P@_s‘so sure that we'd be blown o bits with a temendous explosion | was
& ng it but nothing happened. 1 gave a sigh of relief, wars swreaked down
@:@hﬂeks. I ooked ar Dad and Mum—they too thought the end had come as
ey clung to cach other in their expectancy of the worst
e ordeal by fire was over A cool breeze fanned my hot checks We let ow
L P’ ol sheer reliel which ended in shuddering sobs of exhaustion
. We stopped at Segamat rest house to have a bit to cat. While there [ met a
! l_hadh'r seen for at least four years, Recognised her nstanty although now
€5 grown tller and ever so much prettier: She could hardly recognise me. She
Was with her mother They, 100, were trying 1o get to Singapore. We only had
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time to inquire how we were and what had we been up to when we were orde
to leave and be on the highway again

This time the journey was uneventful. Soon it was dark but we continued o
aur way without another stop. About 11.30 p.m. we arrived in Singapore an
went straight 1o the Police Sration. Dad and Mr D stayed the night there whyj
we were taken to the Salvation Armmy Home. We spent a very restless night an
neither of us was happy about staying in the home When Dad came to see
this morning we asked 1o be taken away and be with him

EFrom the nme we left the home till now. we three searched for a place w© sta
Most of the hotels were full or else they were o scared to take us in—I gues
we looked like something the cat dragged int

However, we struck lucky with this one on our weary travels. They had
ant room. We took it without bothering to see it. We are right opposite thy
Volunteers' Headquarters, We discovered that Mr Aussie (thar's what | called Dad
Australian {riend) has a room here too but he'll be leaving for Australia soon

va

16 January 1942

Had been on a shopping expedition. Bought ourselves some clothes. We seeme
to be rather unlucky when it came to clothing ourselves. Mr Aussie left two day:
ago. We had visitors this afternoon. Dad was out. Mum invited them to our room—
the only place we could receive anyone

Bill Glennon had found out where we lived and decided to pay us a eall. H
introduced us to his friend, Mr Philips (1 think that's the name). Anyway, as Bill
was going to enter our room, Mr Philips derained him, saying, "Wait a moment,
young man. How long have you known these two ladies?' I smothered a giggle—
me? a lady?

‘Oh, for about a month,” Bill answered. ‘Indeed!” uttered the older man, very!
astonished. "You can't enter a lady's room with only a short acquaintance to
recommend you. Come! We'll make them receive us elsewhere.’ With that we!
trooped downstairs. ordered ourselves somerhing to eat and drink

He is nice, that Mr Philips. We talked and talked and ralked. Dad came back!
and we talked some maore!

19 January 1942 Rex Hotel, Singapore
Snatched from the jaws of death” as it were! Tha's exactly what happened
yesterday. All I can say is that our ticket can't have been on that bomb—or else
I wouldn't be wniting this down



1942 25

was with us—he had decided not to go out that morning So. there were
um and | just sitting in our room doing nothing—just waiting, waiting
iting - - .
en the air raids were on and we had plenty each day, we went down ro
d floor under the staircase for shelter. From our room we can hear the
histle from the roof spotter on the VHQ before the official wail of the
ounded. The first and second raids came and went. Bombs were exploding
listance. There we were, crouched under the staircase. our hearts beating,
7 and our thoughts running wild—will we come through this one and so
e All Clear whistle from the spotter was heard We got out from under the
-and proceeded upstairs to our room. Of course, the official All Clear hadn't
v‘ ye[_
our way up | heard the droning of the planes (1 have already learnt w
the sound of the bombers) approaching nearer and nearer. There was no
whistle but it could have been given and we failed to hear it. Something
ipted me to return to the shelter. T shouted w Dad and Mum to come down
d the All Clear whistle had gone and he heard no waming signal. | grew
d yelled for them to come down at once They hesitated. then thought
it when the planes drew nearer and the ack-ack guns staried liring
eached the shelter just in time as the first bomb was dropped We flung
flat on the floor and whizz-shiss-ss-ss, err-crr-rump, crash came the
me after another. | heard the whistling of cach of them as they hunled
m from the sky and waiting for the rest—the explosion—ta follow The building
d'beneath us. An orange flame from a bursting bomb llashed in a downward
it passed an apen window Screams of human fearand pain penetrated
t the sound of the crashing force of the bombs Smoke and acrid smell
us through cracked and open windows. There was dust everywhere. Mum
her head buried in her arms. sobbing Dad had his arms around her 1 for
plit second closed my eyes and thought ‘this is t!' The danger had passed—na
s of planes or firing. The *All Clear’ rang through our fuddled minds as
on the floor. shaken and white-faced. The rud was over and we are alive!
ot up, rather dizzily, dusting ourselves and feeling ourselves all over 1o
nif any bodily damage had been done. No, we were safe and sound in
nd body. Mentally and emotionally. I'm not sure. 1 think | grew old, very
very frightened during that short time when | had my lace down on

&

‘made our way through the debris of plaster, splinters. broken furniture
tead bodies—poor souls. they hadn't reached the shelter in time. Dust, smoke.
ing fumes seemed to fill the atmosphere as we choked and gasped for
of fresh air which was non-existent!
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It was too much for Mum. She was on the point of collapse as we helped hy

Is.

When we got to our room which wis lacing the VHQ we stared into a wrey
obi room. There was a huge hole in the ceiling, The floor was littered with Piet
ob armaury. broken wooden frames, broken glass and brickwork. Dad pic
several picces of the metal, turning them over in his hands He reckoned {
they must have come from the dump of machinery ourside the Headquarte,
Our windows and walls were no longer as such and if we had stayed in g
room—well, it would have heen “Kingdom come’ for us three. Mum becamy
hysterical ar the state of the room and refused to sty another day there. so
onee again we went seeking somewhere else o stay

Dad went across to hand over the metal he had picked up. When he ca
back he announced that we've had a very lucky eseape as there were two hom|
lying nat fifty yards away—unexploded! Duds perhaps! Whew! Cenainly w
weren't meant to die—not yesterday anyway!

Beach Road was closed to us so we decided o go through Nerth Briclge Roa
We came upon the dead and dying, Many were badly injured. Ugh! it was aw
seeing them lying around uncovered with blood that was still warm and frof
some, the bload seemed to flow steadily on. making a pool of red. In fact. crimsor
seemed to be the dominant colour. No matter where we looked our eyes reste
on dead bodies. dying people—men. women and children and so many ol thel
with horrific injunes. How could 'describe such a scene? I've miever read of sudl
things. let alone seen them belote now: | can't find the right words to conve
the pitiful sight of this human life ebbing away: of the useless loss of life; of th
young children crying exther in pain. fear or loss: of the agony some of the
must have felt and are still suffering. What a tagedy

So. this is War! This is what War does! Dear God!What a waste of life! Wha
devastauon! A destroyer of the young and old! Who wants to glorily War2 Wh
do we have to fight and hurt cach other? So many thoughts go through my min
as | look around me. It is so senseless. No longer am 1 a happy-go-lucky chil
but a frightened. uncertain girl of seventeen whose life hefore had been serenel
innocent and joyous. No | am stripped of my sensitive covering—I feel naked—
have no place ro hide my tearful face, my knowledge of the evil thar has crupte
in this world that Tam born into, | want to take flight from all this—I don't wan
10 know that this is happening but where do 1 go? Oh. Lord. help me to understand}

My stomach gave a lurch as | stumbled across an old woman She was dying)
blood vozed from her head and mouth One leg was doubled under her. hef
mnards were laid open in the sunlight and llies were already feasting on them!
One of her arms was missing What a picture to remember! Her eyes stared at
me. | mied o close them but the lids kept retracting 1 shuddered—the smell of
burnt skin was getting to me. | must have loaked pretty green as a cup of steaming




1942 27

coffee was pressed to my lips. | gulped down the hot fluid and felt the
sensation go down my throat. It brought me around. T felt better and
ced the young Chinese man in his brass helmet—he was one of the MAS
Aid Service]. They were here, there and everywhere, helping the people.
d alive. Poor Mum was suffering from the same feeling She was being
1 by another MAS

‘managed to get away [rom the bombed area after what seemed like hours
d our way to Robinson’s where we met a European who insisted we
ething, then offered to take us back 1o the hotel in his car We rerumed
to pack the little we had and with his help we lound a flat in Middle Road
by a Jewess.

stayed there last night—there were no mare raids but something else
ened. There was an old man with snow-white hair staying there too and
wited him to have a drink with us and pass away the evening together
we were, the four of us. sitting and talking about everything in gencral
othing in particular. The light in aur room was too bright for the brown-
ation so | went to shade it with a navy blue material round the globe—a
pid thing 1o have done. | now realise. It seemed all right and went on
A while later | glanced upwards and noticed smoke issuing forth. [ yelled
to switch off the light as the cloth hegan to smoulder. We tried 1o take

Z,

dows. The old man went out and brought back a small shaded lamp, With
help of a torch 1 looked for pieces of glass from the gobe. We continued
with our conversation. None of us felt like sleeping but finally the party
up. 1 tried o get some sleep—eventually dropped off and dreamt of horrible,
mess—| might as well have stayed awake!

foday we ook shelter in the Cathay Building when we got caught in the air
Then we had lunch at the Rex Hotel Saw the manager, an old fnend of
Ours. He fixed a room for us. Back to the flat to pay what was due for the night's
lodgings plus the broken globe and shade For the time being we'll he staying
at the hotel

B

L3

28 January 1942 Rex Hotel, Singapore
Onthe road to reco ery—I have been ill with the diarthoea my temperature shot
U0, 103°, Dad wanted 10 put me in hospital but | refused 10 go—1 didn't even
Want to stay in hed! Two days later, coming downstairs | began to feel Taint
S0meone was coming up the stairs and next thing I'knew | was beng picked
P and taken 1o the lounge. The young man who came o my i ferched the
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manager who went and got Dad. A consultation was held and the outco
The manager gave me his unoccupied room on the ground floor for safety
it was also convenient as the toilet was next door. 1 took residence there. [p
sure safe enough, There was a large table with four mattresses on it and me |
on top of two more. Sandbags were stacked up all around the table. | had

brought up to me—a diet consisted mainly of water and condensed milk. | lapy
wall up greedily! Having a constitution of an ox 1 didn't take long to recoy
Now I'm back upstairs in our room. While downstairs [ heard very little of wj
was happening—in any case. I didn't care as I was 100 sick to bother much a
what went on.

1 February 1942 Rex Hotel, Singa
Went 1o the passport office today. There were crowds of people about. G
the city looks a wreck. Soldiers everywhere
We were not in the building very long when the raiders came over and dj
their usual stufl The building shook with the blast. The sight within the build;
was somewhat laughable—people scurried every which way, like a disturbed |
of ants! Legs sticking out from under tables and chairs. Some just dropped
on their ummies with hands clasped over their heads. Others found refuge
cupboards! The raid didn't last long The office resumed its duties as if nothi
happened—everything went on as usual unil the next scramble tor safety!
Yesterday we found a house “To let’ near the aerodrome Werit to have a |
at it—talk about luck! We arrived there o discover that it had been bombed ¢
day before
On our way back we met Bill who was pleased to see us. We made somi
triends among the soldiers who often dropped by for drinks at the Rex, So
of them ave young and ch - wanting to Kiss me at every opportunity—I
not sure how I'm supposed to react to such goings on. Guess it's not somethi
! indulge in
There are also two planters staying here—Mr M whio is in his forties, thin wi
receding hairline and large intense brown eyes. He moves quickly and make!
me feel uncomfortable as I never know when I'm going to bump into him—ont
minute he's at your side, next he's standing behind you. Sometimes when h
looks at me, I feel like throwing a towel or something over his head. For som
reason | feel nervous with him abour—Ir's a feeling I'm not sure I like haviny
The other fellow, Mr A is nice. He's quiet. Goes about his business. He tower
over me. His greying hair needs cutting His blue eyes twinkle at you under bush
eyebrows which move up and down in rapid succession as he talks—a nervo
habit. maybe? Anyway. | like him better than Mr M who seems 1o glower ar me;
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1 chose to sit next to Mr A. Who cares? Not | ‘said the sparrow’ with

1942 4 Amber Mansions, Orchard Road, Singapore
Jt safe to stay at the Rex any longer. Once more we moved out and came
er Mansions is a group of flats in Orchard Road. Mrs C the owner of
5 leaving for Australia in a couple of days. She decided 1o leave the [lat
hing in it to us for the sum of $350. Of course, we took it It's not
e. There are four room (bedrooms) and both Mr M and Mr A came
ith us—just like one big family!
is a piano in the lounge room We found out that Mr M is quite a musician
~raid shelter is under the stairs on the ground floor It is quite a good
| opens out onto the backyard of the Mansions. As [ar as we know, we
sones in the building If there are others. then they must keep to themselves
e as we haven't seen or heard anybody else about

ary 1942 Amber Mansions
life! What a day! I'm writing this in the shelter just alter our third raid
tie left for Australia a couple of days ago. We found an old lady, Mrs
door and she stays with'us now. She rold us she was to he evacuated
group of European women and children—well, they left and forgot o ke
th them!
also have a batch of REs [Royal Engineers] strioned in the grounds, They
here for an indefinite penod and are very good o us, Olten, cooking us meals
B0 we haven't been able to go up to our flat to do so. Our special friend is
eery, happy-go-lucky cook—the boys call him ‘The Boss' The hombing
elling is getting worse each day. Last night the firing was so bad from Font
ng which is situated on a hill directly behind the Mansions that 1 had to
& my room and make do under the setee in the dining room
had some of the soldiers to dinner and they brought us plenty of tinned
During dinner, there was a sharp “crack’ overhead. It made us jump bug
ldn't see anything. Not long alter that there was another and sharper
—our blackout paper from the doors and windows gave way and we heard
ell fire—apparently the force of the blast caused the crackling sound of the
being tom apart. The shelling got worse and worse. It was so bad we decided
down and sleep in the shelter
- morning we saw that the flat next-door had been hir. Went up to ours
%ﬂcﬁng what we would find. I went 0 my room—imagine my horror when
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I'saw an ugly looking piece of shrapnel resting on my pillow. Gingerly I pick
it up, showed it to Dad and told him where 1 had found it. It was heavy a
Jagged-looking—1 shudder ta think what might have been if 1 had slept in my
bed. I'm going to keep it as a souvenir—a reminder to thank God lor my lif

Looks as if we'll be living in the shelter for most of the time. The boys seen
to he always cheerful and keep our spirits up with their jokes and stories
Mis looking like a scared rabbit these days. 1 do wish he'd stop sticking so cloy
to me. Onee he tried to put his arms around—to “protect’ me he said. | retort
1 can look after myself. thank you' and moved out of his reach, I don't like him—
makes me feel—oh, [ don't know what [ really feel—sort of uneasy feeling,
I know s that 1 don't like him touching me

15 February 1942 Amber Mansiol
The shelling s geting from bad to worse It goes on all day and night. We coul
see billows of smoke rising from the bombed city of Singapore. Now and agai
flames would shoot high into the sky—from the oil tanks, I guess. Fort Canning
looks ablaze most of the time—we sure are in their direct line of firing! Last nighd
our soldier friends came to tell us that the Japs are advancing and we are retreatingls
Bad news all round. Then we were ordered o go up to our flar. Imagine our;
surprise when we discovered our soldiers and the Punjabs stationed all along;
the sairway with their rifles and bayonets aut in readiness for action. It was dark
going up and we had to keep shouting *Civilians coming up!” Stumbling against
each other we managed at last to reach our flat and ranged ourselves in the dining
room. There is an ominous leeling that something is going to happen

Mrs Kate became hysterical. Mr M started being silly and romantic (if thar is
the word to describe his pawing). | tried to quicten Mrs Kate while ar the same
time kept telling that horrible man to leave me alone

All the time the shelling continued on both sides. One of them burst overhead.
We were thrown off our balance. The plaster came down, half-burying us. It was
impossible to stay here any longer. We decided to risk it and return downstairs.
Once again yelling at the wp of our voices. *Civilians coming down’ we nervously
made our way down

At one stage while helping Mrs Kate down, Mr M grabbed me 1 ducked and
hit my head against the stone balustrade. Fortunately, | did not knock myself
out though my head hurt a bir. Steadying myself | continued my way down with
Mrs Kate. As for Mr M—=I lost sight of him. Thank goodness! ‘

Arrived at the shelter without further mishaps. Found a space kept for us by
the thoughtful Sergeant who seemed to have expected us back. Mum and Dad
weren't there and 1 became worried. The "Boss' assured me that they'd be all
right. Mrs Kate fell into a tired sleep. As for me. sleep was umpossible. 1 kept
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he heavy drone of the bombers approaching—will they never stop?—
closer and closer, then the whistling sound as the bombs come hurtling
from the sky. | held my breath. tensed myself for the explosion that [ollowed
of the ack-ack guns mixed with the noise of the bursting shells overhead—!
ose sounds will forever linger in my mind. Every now and agun amid
nching noise of buildings being blown, I heard screams of fear and pain
e animals were badly hurt in taps. | realised those animals were human

hen is it going to end or is this the end?
enly a man staggered into the shelter. It was Mr M covered in plaster
lonked' himsell beside me, The it all hegan again, wanting to kiss me and
he loved me. 1 shifted my position and went to sit next 1o ‘Boss' who
him to leave me alone He sulked at that, Muttered something about dying
the best way out for him!
s alternoon we received the good news that we had driven the Japs back
ne in the shelier gave a mighty cheer: An Insh Sergeant then quietly said
don't be too happy—the danger is not over yet. Far benier to he ealm and
y, taking any good news as it comes: likewise the bad ones. Let us rejoice
il means but not oo extreme. We must also be prepared for the warse il
nes.

10.30 p.m. Surrender! the Fall of Singapore
have surrendered to the Japs It happened at 830 pm

‘were in the shelter all day. When evening came. it brought in about halt-
N injured soldiers—their injuries were slight but enough 1o put them out o
n for the time heing No one spoke much as we listened 1o the shells as
whizzed overhead The temific burst of them dealened our cars and rendered
Ipossible to carry on a normal conversation. When we did talk it was mostly

the boys. lying in there with us, We asked them about their lives before
war. They seemed eager to discuss their home life. their families. their
thearts and what they were going to do when all this hell’ is over.
ut 7 pm. | heard someone calling for Mrs Kate | spoke out for her as
seemed to be in a state of shock Standing at the entrance of the shelier was
. figure of a wll man in uniform. He said he was ‘Leslie’ from the Gordons

Wanted to know if Mrs Kate was okay. Then he said a strange thing, “There
't be any more fighting twnight' With that he left before we could recover
lves to ask him what he meant by that remark. We learmr later that he came
oM Fort Canning, At a quarter o ten we heard an officer commanding his men
10 line up. Not long after. one of them came with the shattering news, “We've
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given up!” ‘Boss” came in, dazed-looking His face working up as if he wan;
to ery. He kept repeating to himsell, 't can't understand it—it's not true, We w
tld we were pushing them back. | can't—" tears ran down his checks. He
down and unashamedly buried his face in his hands and wept as il his hy
would break. We tried to comfort him but what was the use—what words coul
we say. We, o, felt like sobbing our hearts out. There are no words to deser
how el how any of us feel! Shocked. dishelief, horrified, anger perhaps, Th
there’s fear as to what is going to happen, All at once, everybody started talking:
trying to convince ourselves that this nightmare is not true

The liring has ceased. The night air was no longer shattered by the burst
hombs and shells. In facr, the silence is quite [rightening, For the first time j
weeks, there was no throbbing droning of the planes; no sirens; no guns. [ foung
this silence from the artillery fire more threatening and unnerving to say the leas
It gave me the creeps to realise that this is ‘Surrender!” We slowly trekked upstai
1o our flat with some ol the boys. ‘Boss came up later with their stores saying
“You—you better have these instead of those yellow dogs” We stayed talking
while. One of them spied the piano. "Who can play?' he asked | answered,
M. They pushed him on the piano stool and started 1o sing ‘Rule Britannia’
M soon picked up the tune on the piano. Everyone started to sing It sceme
weird that—here we were—capitulated into Japanese hands—singing song aft
song till we were hoarse. Somehow, drinks were lound and poured out. Someon
shouted, ‘To the King and us." We drained our glasses and became silent. so silent
that one would have heard a pin drop. We were deep in thoughts when ‘Bos:
made the first move, ‘Come on lads, let's out of here. These good folk need slee
and so do we" With that they left, wishing each other good-night

16 February 1942

This moming we woke up feeling quite fresh after a night free from bombs an
shells. 1 wonder if our boys had any sleep or did they stay awake, thinking! Th
Japs are still marching in. on foot and riding on tanks, From our balcony windos
we saw them yelling, smging and shouting in their triumph, What's going to b
our Fate now? | felt fear as I've heard about the Japanese brutality and the atrocitie
they had done in Shanghai and elsewhere. People had been shot for no reasor
except that they wete there at the wrong time. And the women population—a
we going to be safe from them? Who knows! Dad decided to go into town |
went with him. We passed the Rex, saw a whole group of people drinking
themselves silly to drown their despair at the news of the surrender. There were
ruins all over the place. Part of the Convent was bombed We heard that our
water supply had almost run out, the toilet facilities were almost nil and of course
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the ever-present danger of an epidemic if care is not taken in using what
ris left
sight of Japanese soldiers patrolling the streets kept many indoors Bodies
ging collected by relatives and quickly removed from the scene. Talk abour
area! Buildings had fallen on people who never got to the shelter The
al bombing left the roads looking like volcanic craters: The anti-aircraft
d finally ceased to fire. We heard Sir Shenton Thomas [Governor of
pore] speak. The Japanese soldiers were standing beside him as he spoke.
the population of Singapore to stay off the streets and to be calm; European
were to go to Rallles Hotel for registration. We passed streams ol our
ey showed us the V' sign. As we came near the Supreme Court we saw
e number of civilians standing around. We inquired what was happening
e told thar it was for registration. We gave our names and mer some
d's friends. Met Leslic again. He came back with us to the Mansions. On
ty back we met pals of his and they advised to put Mum and mysell in
vent for safety
arrived at the flat 1o find Mr M crying and drinking Mum said he had
nking ever since we lelt this moring Silly manl When he saw Leslie
ed to sober up and glared at our young friend. Later T lound out he was
gely jealous of Leslie whose company | found oddly comlorting He's about
dark and quite good-looking 1 like him very much. I think he likes me
is seems to make Mr M more jcalous. Bu much as | like the young
was unprepared for what came alter
it was time for him to leave, | went 1o the door w'see him off the premises
me aside, quictly asked me if I'd consider marrying him! 1 gaped ar him
so unexpected It made me draw my armour of reserve closer round me
‘unable to say anything as | tried to collect my thoughts together He went
that if | married him, the Japs wouldn't assault me. Another one trying
tect me! He looked so strong and dependable standing in front of me and
ling my hands. His face serious and concerned for my welfare. It made me
well—sort of shy, 1 suppose. All 1 could do was to shake my head and said,
eslie, I can't marry you. I'm sorry. | don't really want 1o he married’
miled at that. ‘I'm sorry too but marriage would give you some measure
tion, I'll be leaving soon." He bent down and gently kissed mie goodbye
e [ could say anything else he had disappeared down the statrs. [ felt a litle
see him go and it was a nice gesture on his part. [ turned around. Mr
glaring ar me
at did that man want with you? he swayed towards me
T mind what he wanted' | retorted back and wmed o leave
Caught my hand. hissing angrily. ‘I hate him. 1 hate him. 11l kill him lor
& you away from me’

=
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I laughed in disbeliel and suddenly felt like taunting him. ‘Don’t be a goay
Leave me alone. T don't like you!"

Pulling my hand out of his grasp | ran our of the room and joined the others
He burst into tears and said that he loved me and 1 was being cruel to him, Deapy
oh dear! I suppose Iam but he gives me the creeps and all that “pawing’ Brr-
how 1 hate thatl

17 February 1942 Amber Mansio
| saw our soldiers going on their way to the concentration camp at Changi. Wav

to them. They shouted back ‘Keep your chins up’=1t won't be long’ we hea
someone else say. Saw our soldier friend amongst them. We gave him a wav
They looked so brave, marching and singing 1 had tears in my eyes—looked a

Dad—he stood straight and tall but tears were running down his cheeks. | weng
to him, His arms came around me—so tightly that | muld hardly breathe. N
words were spoken.

Now the soldiers are out of the way, the civilians are going 1o be rounde
up next—sounds like a herd of caule! Military police everywhere—orders give
that we must bow from the waist whenever we see them!

Internment began for most of the Europeans today—Europeans mean ‘miarrie
to one’—'children of such unton'—or if you proless to be a ‘British subject’!

Very hot this morning—told to be ar the Cricket Ground Dad still wanre
to put Mum and self in the Convent so we stayed back ar the flar. Mr M lef
us to work in the Municipal Building Later Dad and | wenr out to get some news—i
was hopeless—there were others in the same hoat—nobody knew exactly wha
was going to happen

We found our way to the Central Police Station—had 1 pass Jap sentries poste
along the bridge. They were beating Chinese women and men who wanted t
Cross it

The police station was crowded—people clamouring, yelling everywhere
smell of sweat was overwhelming!

Saw a Jap captain—told us not to worry and to stay in the house until further
notice. Retumned home but at the bridge the sentries allowed Dad to pi
roughly pushed me back—felt a prick of the point of a bayonet in my hack ¢
sounds came from the man’s throat as he thrust the bayoner forward and kep
pushing me along 1 was petnified and called out 1o Dad—who tried 1o explai
that I am his daughter. The sentry refused to allow me to pass so we went back
to the police station to ask the Jap captain for assistance. He sent an Indis
interpreter. Still we were refused permission to pass—only Dad could go
again to the captain. This time he sent a Jap soldier to accompany us. The sentry.

the

=]
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g replied that no young, unmarried girls should be seen out in the open!
Idier explained why 1 was out and most reluctantly he let us pass. Phew!
enty of Japs living in the empty flats—seem friendly enough and sure make
ves at home when they pay us a visit!

d still wants me in the Convent but Mrs K said it would be better if | stayed
‘them—so it's setiled, thank goodness!

bruary 1942 Amber Mansions
nd Mr A went out yesterday. Returned afternoon with news that they had
ded in obtaining passes from the Japanese Envoy who told them that we
| be interned with these passes in Changi. Told 10 take enough for ten days.
ough clothes [or those ten days

God! Tam scared for all of s Everything's packed—now we wat!

February 1942 Katong House
t Interned and what trouble we had to get ourselves here. Started off early
rday morning—a young Jewess told us her brother would drive us to Chang
It was a small car and there were six of us! Stopped several times on the
by the Jap soldiers but allowed us 10 go on when shown our passes. First
o Seaview—no resuli—only men civilians at the police station. After reading
I passes a Jup sentry said to proceed 1o Changi. Came 10 the last barricade—
tries told the men could go. not the women Luckily an afficer came and
t us to Changi Prison—on olr way in we saw our soldiers working in
sun—they waved to us and were promply yelled at by their guards! We were
fert to the officer in charge who asked endless questions—often the same ones
d for three solid hours! At last action] We were going to be put in Changi
—then they changed their minds and took us back o Katong and stopped
e police station again! Here, we were told to get out—"pushed’ out more like
our things searched for radios. cameras and any other items of interest
them. Took my tin hat and camera. Saw the shrapnel and inquired where it
tme from so [ said “Your shell hit our place and nearly killed me’ “Solly” they
id and laughed—Very funny. solly’. and laughed again! But T was allowed to
it,
aited for nearly seven hours by the roadside while the afficials worked out
€ was going to happen to us. At half past cight a Jap sentry came along, ok
- € men 1o the station and we were taken to a house not far away A huge man
ﬁjfﬁined us in—saw figures sleeping on the [loor. Gave our names—given some
00d—had had nothing to ear or drink since cight that moming. A very disturbing
Micomfortable night
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This mormning saw crowds of women and children milling around. Learnt what
it's like to queue for food and stuff! Later we were taken to another house as
there was no room for us in the first house—the next and the next—no go! Finally
we were taken into the “White' house as it is called. A thin elderly woman came
to our assistance and found us a room for the three of us. Were told there are
ahout 500 women and children together in these houses. Large houses with lots
of gardens around. Odd areas are wired olf—probably with land mines—these
areas are, of course, off limis!

5 March 1942 Katong House
What a life! Mosquitos terrible! Our latrines stink! Have to empty 3 times daily
in holes dug in the garden. Each of us are given special chores—mine is digging
holes to bury the rubbish with Mrs CB helping me. Had a meeting this mommg—
told could be leaving within the next twenty-four hours for Changi Goal. To have
everything packed and ready to go—no ils or buts!

Sunday, 8 March 1942 Changi Prison;
Well, we are going after all—cverything packed. Hustle, bustle. hither. thither
everyone dashing around and geuing nowhere fast! Children crying, womer
shouting, orders given—nobody tkes much natice—nobody seems 1o know reall
what's going on—just a mad scramble trying to get organised! Given three ting
of sardines and two loaves of bread. We walk to Changi Gaol. (Approximatek
8 miles away)—only the very sick; the very old and the very young are allowet
1o be taken in lornes

Marching orders set for 11 am. and to carry only what is necessary. leavin
heavier baggage to follow in the lorries later—much, much later!

Left Katong Camp in the true ‘British spirit' —singing along the hot. dusty o
whatever each of us felt inside was disguised by our cheerfulness and in spit
of what awaited us at the end ol our pilgrimage. we kept our heads and spiri
up. Ah! it takes a lot to daunt the ‘British spirit*

The sun, today. seemed more merciless as it shone down on us from a cleal
cloudless, still-less sky. Some of us were pretty tired and quite a few just sat by
the side of the road, too exhausted to move, even when prodded by the Jap sentri
Eventually, as they were left hehind. they were rescued by the passing lorri
and a few cars

At last, here we are—tired, hot and dirty from the dusty road. hungry and ve
very thirsty we slowly dragged our feet through those iron gates—glad 10 see th
end of the road. Saw Dad and some of the men standing in the courtyard o
the prison
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The iron gates clanged shut as we trooped through: Inside, there are rows and
s and irons stairs to the cells—imagine 9" x 12" cell with a concrete slab in
middle—that's our bed and who's the lucky one to get to sleep on it? We
rew lots to see which of us sleeps on the slab. Mum had the honour of being

Tucky one—I took one side of the slab and Mrs Kits had the other space.
toilet purposes there is this Chinese lavatory or ‘squatters’ at one end The
are high and above the slab a uny window with bars across—could be about
above the slab. You wouldn't want to be claustrophobic here or you'd go
g mad!

‘Ourside the cell the walkways sound pretty awful—clang, clang, clang—1 swear
I can even imagine there are sounds of chains twoo—the iron stairways are just
noisy as there seem 1o be endless going up and down those stairs!

The March

E'er the sun was up lor one to see
What sort of a day it promised to be—
There gathered a crowd

OF women and children proud!

The children, the sick and the mothers-to-he
Were taken in lornes—one, two. three!
Leaving behind that three hundred

Waiting with hearts unafraid

Thus for the Red. White and Blue

This march they had to do.

And they cerrainly did it

With: that British Spirit—

As children of the Flag would do

If they love that Red. White and Blue!

ere! my first attempt at poctry writing—not perfect but my own composition.)

ch 1942 Cell 36-A3
General Meeting held n the Carpenter's Shop. Didn't kriow there are so
Women interested in running and organising of our camp Dr Elinor Hopkins
ected Liaison Officer and Camp Commandant. Miss Josephine Foss became
st Floor Representative on A3
ores for everyone and changes in roster every formight. Men allowed (under
) to come over to help with the heavier work. The men and women are
ed by the courtyard. Menu stinks! Rice and water—called “bubu'—tsteless
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and looks like dishwasher water. Porridge, maybe twice a week. Bread or bung
every second day if you are lucky. Rations consist of about five sardines, a quan
tin of bully beef with a half a dozen tins of soup to feed about 300—Some diet))
Any extras of sugar and salt—I must carefully save for emergencies. Now the me
have taken over the cooking and that helps quite a bit to boost our morale.

19 March 1942
Miss Foss™ birthday—had a little party for her on our floor. Each floor has i
own doctor now—ours is Dr Jeanetre Robinson. MO [Lady Medical Officer] j
Dr Helen Worth

There are now over three hundred women and children in our camp Th
men have been cooking our meals for a week but now a kitchen has been bui
and we do our own cooking for the whale camp. 1 help with the carly mormnin
teas and also the first drain sweeper in A Block. The men still come to help wi
the heavier tasks but we are not allowed 1o talk to them—the Jap sentries alwa
accompany them

One of the things we have to learn is to bow to the Japs whenever we see
them. Heaven help us if we forget—a clout on the head, a bayonet threarening)
thrust in front of you or even a kick on the backside that could send you sprawli
onto your face—so. don't orget to bow-wow-wow!l! And no whisperings plea
or to gather in groups is also a no-no!

29 March 1942
A ‘Drain Squad’ has been formed. Mrs ‘Stilfy” White. the head and I'm her secong
in command. Hospital on the men's side near the entrance. Our olfice faces th
courtyard—a sentry is always on guard!

Dr Cecily Williams is our dietitian. Dr Robinson and Dr Elliot for the adull
inthe dispensary—a cell in E Block Lower. Dr Margaret Smallwood for the children
and babies and Mrs Farrer helping her. Tea servers—Mrs Dorothy White and Viol
Aitken. It rakes me all my time to get to know them—at least [ can write dow!
their names and that helps

14 April 1942

Saw Dad yesterday. Being Easter Sunday—only children of seventeen and undel
were allowed—for an hour. Had no service but | think the Japs will allow soon!
Beginning to know a number of people—what a wonderful opportunity 1o study
them—so many different characters—like in a storybook and whar lessons you
can learn from them!
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Mulvany. a Canadian, is now starting a Red Cross Cormner for our benefit
reddy Bloom has started a weekly paper called the Changi Pow-Wow
rs start at hall past seven in the mormnings and hall past eight at nights

, Silence hours—2.30 p.m. to 330 pm —siesta time! and from 10 pm. o
General Meetings to be held in the Carpenter's Shop end of every month
y fellow by the name of Dan Nicholson has won Mum’s favour!

pril 1942

mperor’s Birthday! Wow! We were ardered 1o face towards the sun at 10
with ‘two minutes” silence! When it was ended there were sounds of
being pulled!!! As a special treat we were given a tin of pincapple 10 every
women and a hox ol Rinso 1o be shared between four women Some
ation!!!

ay 1942 Cell 41-A4
is still the same old routine. The men have tken over our cooking—the place
more cheerful. Had a difference with Mrs Kins and came up here: Die still
ble and suflering from the ellects of my first illness in Jarvary. Was carted
) hospital three weeks ago—how [ hate hospitals. But Dr Worth very nice
80 are the sisters but still | most anxlous to come out. Dad came o
ne about three times while in hospital. We had a Red Cross Concert on 2nd
-1t was a great success. | did a recitation and a dance. Mrs Angela Kronin
d it all—whar style—what talents—Hollywood style no doubt!

ay 1942

Foss asked me if | could help Lady Heath who is going o have « haby
me in July. For Miss Foss | would do anything.

Ve now have Church Service every Sunday and conle

he Catholics but a Jap sentry is always on guard

ing to the Japanese has become an art with a lew sly variatons—so far

aven't heen caught! The Red Cross 1s doing well—Sales day on Tuesdays

the first concert arranged by Mrs Betty Milne—1 played the month-organ—it

48 @ good show. Miss Parfin—A genius with her sketches

v

ion orice a month

n 81 School in operation in the dining room—now called the Schoolroom
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Mrs Betty Milne, the headmistress. Other teachers—Griffith-Jones, Rand,
Robinson and Jean Summers, Mrs Blackman, Eisinger and Mackenzie.

Having nothing to sleep on except a litde rug lent to me by Miss Sharmap

Am attracted to Dr Hopkins—I think she's beautiful—grey hair, blue eyes d
can look straight through you and a smile that lights up her face. 1 keep thinkj
1 wish she is my mother—how I'd like my mother to be—my Dream Mothe
of course—a dream image ['ve always had of my own mother

Our Head Camp Commandant is Lieutenant Okasaki—he reminds me of
peacock when he struts up and down on inspection days. However, he seej
to like the children a lot—=that's something in his favour. 1 suppose. As for ¢
rest of the sentries—they can be pigs sometimes—no, most times Offen we wou
be slapped or given a kick in the botom if we don't bow correctly or caug
whispering!

19 June 1942

French, shorthand. Dutch and Spanish classes have been stared. Also girls' club
Changi Club where we have dancing, cooking, first-aid and netball. The conce
are getting better. We now have a piano

We are getting mince meat (meat, what meat?) three times a week

Still helping Lady Heath—she's a nice lady. Miss Foss is another nice lady an
very highly thought of over the men's Camp. Our haspital is now in our ow
camp and a sanatorium (of sorts) is being built in A garden.

The men were allowed to give us a concert in the courtyard—it was a
instrumental solo concert. Miss Parfitt, Chairman of the Entertainment Commurte
has made great strides towards having concerts arranged for future dates—alread;
on the agenda—two Fair dares; one Men's Quartet; Four lectures and the Handicraft
classes plus our own entertainments—hats ofl 1o a commitee doing such
wonderful piece of work for the camp.

23 June 1942

Parcels are allowed berween the two camps but no notes of any sart. Rumour
are rife. News somehow gets filtered through—how no one knows and no on
is telling!

Not feeling too good today—rummy upset—early hours of the moming, Wenl
to the Doc—temp up, vomiting, diarrhoca—diagnosis—dysentery and in hospital
and in isolation. Gripping pains, blood in stools—feel weak. real weak—musin't
faint—hang on, hang on—oh, God. 1 feel as if I've lost all my innards! Sorry can't
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ny more—my hand is shaking so much—I can't concentrate, [ can't see,
yeating—I'm going to be—sick—.

1942
‘much better again—lost some weight and appetite—not allowed to go back

xeezived a letter from Mr Demetriades and wife now in Perth—sent through
tralian Red Cross C/- Japanese Red Cross Society. Tokyo, Japan. How
going to explain o them that Amber Mansions went under the Japanese
s. Think Dad wrote to them

Cell 36-A5
the top floor—much brighter and more airy but a struggle coming up
these flights of steps
y Heath is now in KK Hospital—seriously ill=her haby boy stillborn
up with Joyce Edwards—we sleep out in E garden every night.
itos bad sometimes but we have nets over ourselves in a form of a tent
helps.
have a library now. Dancing classes in full swing—Barbara Smith teaches
llet and ballroom. Mrs Kronin has the physical training classes
General Elections of the Executive Committee—results—Dr Hopkins re-
Camp Commandant. Mrs Gregory-Jones, Deputy Camp Commandant.
Josephine Foss—Camp Superintendent. Mrs Ferguson—Deputy Camp
endent. Diet seems a little better—more rice/water with stewed meat of
(maybe a horse or perhaps a cat or a dog?)

t 1942

ry-Jones il and Miss Griffith-Jones elected in her place as Deputy Camp
dant. Piano recital given by Dr Robinson. Gramophone recital every
organised by Mrs Eisinger. Red Cross Corner now in the Lumber Room—
':f‘ry well. Camp Credit also started at $5 per head Shopping allowed once

August 1942

een today—no celebrations—just a quiet day. As a marter of fact nobody
WS it's my birthday and I'm not about to spread the news. Feel like a bit
poetry writing so here goes
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Changi Chimes

The first thing you hear
When dawn draws near

A sound that rises and falls
And to sleepy heads calls
Lo start yet another day
With its chiming lay

13 August 1942 A Question of Innocen
Had vaccmation for typhoid and cholera

Had a strange conversation with my stepmother—wanted 10 know how lo
since | had my period—Odd! Hadn't thought much about it—in fact. | am gl
not to have 10 wash these horrible, scrappy bits of cloth in buckets of not
soapy water (and you had to be careful that you didn't use wo much water

Mum—Have you been sleeping with a man?

Sell—Don't he silly—you know no man is allowed here wichout the sentrys
Anyway, what do you mean “sleep with a man™?’

She looked hard and long at me. shaking her head—You no period—too long—
see Doc. See Dac today. Now, Now, go. go now’ and pushed me towards the
dispensary

Doc—"No! Not you too!" when she saw me

Confused, | looked at her. not knowing what to sy

Doc—"What is it? Dysentery or malaria?

Sell—"Neither’

Doc—Then, what can 1 do for you?

Selt="Nathing, that | know of except that my stepmother is wortied about me;
nor having my period.”

Doc—"How long?'

Self—1T think about four months—haven't worried about it really

Dac—"Tell your mother not to worry. A lot of us ar the moment are going through
the same thing, Nature will right wsell eventually and we'll all start cursing the
fact that we are females!”

Self—"Then why is my stepmother so upse

Doc—She probably thinks you could be pregnant,” and smiled ai me

Sell—"Pregnani? Me? You mean that I'm going 1o have a haby? Not possible.
shocked, | shook my head—1 haven't been sitting on a man's lap and let him
kiss me so | can't have i haby’

Poc="Where on earth did you ger that idea from, Sheila?
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ell, in the Convent, T used to hear the older girls whispering about
ng that if you let a man kiss you, he'll get you pregnant.!

think you and [ will have to have a little talk. Come and see me tomorrow
in my cell’

that she ushered me out of the door. her arms around my shoulders
wondering what the hell she is going to talk about—Have to wait!

1942

ve had our talk. Talk? It was an education! 1 did biology at school and
il about eggs being fertihsed. etc. but 1 didn't know it could be so mvolved—
- sex education—why wasn't 1 told it in school? What a dumb cluck 1
lk about the innocence of youth—Gosh! I sure am dumb! And red with
ment, as the Doc explained the “facts of hfe'!

write this I am thinking—with this knowledge am 1 now a woman or
hild? Do | use this knowledge as a shield w protect my womanhood or
d? Does this mean that I've crossed the dateline that marks the end ol
gence and the beginning of maturing conflicts? Thoughts, feelings, emotions
ing riot—bah! I'll put them at the back of my mind—I'm nat going to get
d with all that in here or ever for that matter—sounds too complicated

mber 1942
t Okasaki and Tokuda have gone and Asahi has taken their place. He
t as kindly disposed towards us as Okasaki was. | think we could be in

 Arts and Crafts Exhibition was held in the Red Cross Room—tremendous
cess. Plenty of exhibits—Mrs Bateman won First Prize for her charming still
of the toy display. Mrs Dawson—1st Prize for landscapes and topographical
ng. Miss Tomkins got a special mention i her class and gained a well-
ed first for her delightful cards (Xmas). Miss Renton's dainty handkerchiefs
Xmas cards also won Ist and 2nd respectively. Miss Parfitt with her
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outstanding humorous drawing and Mrs Stanley-Cary got a special prize in
class
The children also had prizes awarded to them in the drawing section . |
This evening I'm feeling off colour—have a headache and the shivers. | thi
T'll go to hed early

10 September 1942
A carefully aranged concert given by the adults under Mrs Milne was held
the Carpenter's Shop

No more mince—mutton instead The men gave us another concert in the maj
courtyard

Entertainment Committee—Miss Parfitt, Chairman

For the past two months we have Sikh guards. Had letters from DN —ng
interested in wniting back—told him so—now he writes 1o other girls.

This headache 1s not going away—I think I'm going ta be sick again—takej
to hospital.

Malarial—sweating, shivering—can't get warm! Piles of blankets and hot wat
bags, still shaking Temperature up to 104°F! Now hor—now cold, Teeth can!
stop chattering—head feels like splitting, can hardly see—exhaustion—stillness
temperature down. Had a change of clothes. Phew! so that's how Malaria et
you—hope not anymore

1 October 1942

Bathing party 10 Tanah Mira (about 15 minutes away) enjoyed by all who went
Feeling myself again after malarial attack—taking quinine still—lost weight again!
Dr Cecily Williams and Mrs de Mowbray have gone to stay outside doing medical
reports

7 October 1942
Red Cross ship armived with stores and letters received and allowed o be written—
all are censored. of course!

22 October 1942

Day has been hot but this evening there is a-cool breeze blowing and we are
being entertained by strains of distant music being relayed by the radiogram in
the Carpenter's Shop. Mrs Eisinger's carefully thought out concert of classical
music—Beethoven featuring the MBC Symphony Orchestra with Heiferz and
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Toscanini. The few parcels and letters came from South Alrica through the Reg
Cross post—great excitement at getring news from home and friends who lefe
but there were also sad tidings

Saturday, 24 October 1942

Am in my cell and listening to the music from the men's side. They are playing
lighter music. Mrs Eisinger also planned this concert. Oh! Listen to that music~|
am carried away from this existence to another world—a beautiful work of music
as | wander dreamily through its strains. For just a while, all cares are forgotten,
The concert’s finished and 1 am brought o earth again. Short as it was | felt
refreshed. Music, music! The very word irsell stirs my emotions and makes me
forget for a while all weariness and sadness

Sunday, 25 October 1942

Birthday party lor Iris Bolton in the E kitchen. Sure we had a long celebration—
started a couple of days belorchand with the preparations. There were Mrs Tan,
Walton, Thomley-Jordon and Mrs Jennings depipping the dates; gratng coconuts
and baking lots and lots of cakes and biscuits—they must have saved their supplies
for this occasion. Even the children got inito the act and created the most beawtiful
cake of clay with coloured beads and banded with pink paper. It looked so real
that some of us were almost tempted to try a picce! There was a large fruit salad
placed on the long table beautifully decorated Lady Thomas made a speech to
the birthday girl and Mrs Bolion replied, thanking all who were there 1o celebrate
her birthday—then she led the party 10 singing songs, old and new. Her daughter,
Ivy. was persuaded o dance accompanied by her musical mother to the delight
ol all present. Dr Hopkins, Miss Foss were also there and the medical and nursing
profession were represented by Dr Smallwood, Dr Robinson. Dr Worth, Mrs
Doherty and Mrs Farrar

Tuesday, 3 November 1942
It's the Japanese holiday so I'm told and we are allowed ta go for a stroll outside
the prison walls from 6.30 pm 10 730 pm. A few of us took the advantage
of taking a good look at the outside world for a change. Didn't go lar—some Just
satand read—others strolled round and through trees. Dr Hopkins led the way—
smiling and talking gaily away. My eyes lollowed her every movement and [ warited
1o get close to her When she said goodnight to me, my heart leapt with joy
Oh, 1 think she’s lovely and 1 like her a lot

Yesterday we had the General Meeting held in the Carpenter's Shop at 7 pm
Dr Hopkins' voice didn't sound too good. She must have i very bad cold. | sure
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envy her her job but she does it well although there is already talk of her
stood down. It's true, you can't please everybody: 1 think Dr Hopkins is
that out.

, 6 November 1942 Pow-Wow Circus
iary—do you know where | have been—to the Circus, yes ta the Circus!
gine it—and it is just over and | have to write it down. It was marvellous,
wonderful—it was—in fact—everything!—a surprise, a treat and we all enjoyed

e the show started ar 7.30 pam. we were admitted at 7.15 p.m. and imagine
prise at seeing the ‘tallest woman'—hall man, hall woman—the orang-outang,
was ‘the midget’ and ambling along ‘the fattest woman’. The make-up was
but the orang-outang was very well done—it was really something! It took
e time to guess who she was. As the show was about to begin, 3 reporters
—Dr Wonth of the Syonan Slimes, Sister Norah Jornies and Mrs Betty Buchnan
our Monger. They were greeted by a shout of laughter as they strode
ically, taking notes and then sat down

he show started with the ‘Lion Act'—the roaring was real eniough to frighten
hildren and obstinacy of one was enough to make one shrick with laughter—Dr
kins was nowhere to he seen and | was disappointed until it dawned on
she may be taking a part in the show.

a St Leon and Billic James. This was lollowed by "Mello and Tony' performed
eddy Bloom and Toby Williams—the stars of the show—at their appearance
ilding came down with the laughter that shook us and could hardly he
ressed. They made a perfect pair of clowns!

outheart, the Strongman’ (Leonor Palomar) then came into the ring to do
stuff—really strongman feats and we did admire his muscular body. The elephant
e next—the make-up of the elephants was very good and deserved the
urs due to them

sooner was this over, in came Mrs Bloom with boxing gloves and we were
ed by Mrs Palomar if any of us would like to have a boxing match with—
who should appear but Mrs Williams but she only knew how to box with
feet so she brought along "Hoppy, the Kangaroo' (Dr Hopkins) who hopped
skipped around Mrs Bloom and finally got her down before she realised what
happening

Interval time—and peanuts were offered around by various people in different
umes. The rest of the items were “Tishy the Wonder Horse and Mlle
ong'—it was very clever. ‘The Three Hunchbacks' (Jessica St Leon. Billie and
gle) were a scream



48 Diary of a Girl in Changi 1941-45

dednesday, November 25th, 1942 at 7.30 p.m.
mher S5th, 1942 at 7.30 p.m.

Changd Nixed umn SPECIALLY CELECYED 'FOR THE LADIES AND THE

LamnLs on o
1. Mareh, "Under Fresdom's msg (F. Nn-u-ujn.\u)
The Changl Orchestra
2. Songs. . Sten. dottrll,
3 swcc’-mmn'i.?""“ "Somseltrby. R . MFhadia
4. ¥ocel Selsctiona. "Go down Moses, ! (N=gx-o Spiritual)
”mlllby" (D.B. Sq
the Lagoons " (Nedes asohn)
“ms Hu.utux‘u F‘nrel’ull" (Mendelasonn),
"The Huntsmans Chorus. (Wu'nen.
The Camp Chod
5. "With Annis Laurtie Bound this Worid",
A Masical a1 Jora b s o
7, ;;n‘ m;/;u 23 e Prigd,
s, mﬁ&a 0
8 Chapman, Cottrill, Davidson
msger, )-Arnl_l Kauff, Morrifield, Ross sad

Waters,

G. Singing Lesson. "Our Gang".
Performed by Masters aonun, Do Brotao, Jeaninga,
ftlcketts, Sharmen and ;

IPapoye! Kr. Crawahew.
"Donald Tuck”  Mr. Garter,
7o Suite - "Orientals! (Fopy)

1. Los Bayadares. 2. Fevarie,
3. Almeea. 4. Fatroatlle,

e The Changl Orchestra
< Doweonce
Mn_mu; “Mme—Srrmttrenya. "m‘ ‘QL“* .

H—Goodrrhpiete.
9. Vocal Selsctions, !Stenka Rastn."
"Evening Bells,"
"Song of tao Volga Boatmen. ! Rusalan Folk Song.
The Camp Choir,
Jompare - Noel Reea.
Orchestra, Chotr,

Violina. Messrs Trill, Srown, Zenors roaars Bonwic, ':hagﬂ.u, Ohers:
Harper Ball, Loveday, fosa £ 6ri1l, Congtil, 2llta: Hatnes:
and vaters dnunm diltun, Holmas, Kaal. Molltson,

Olarinst, arrel. Yorrts, Pash, ok, Foulatn, Price,

Sax, Harrison. Shannon, Soul, Syer, Taylor & Thonpson.

Trumpet. Cottrill. Jaonea. Anderdon, Siugaman, Garter,

Plano, Mdeengerm sela, Coney, boulnan, Dant, Davidscm

secordla, jerrifield & c..muuoru.uurr Garels, Uaoke mito Kn.uisnn,

Hans, Keu, Hockenhull,foage, be Tozer, Lion 11yn

Srums. uhupm Yurray, Osboms, Pandlsvany, Smi i, gk

raga, en, Thomas, Mowson, faters
nd iiright,

b 5 Crot't: s +  C.Van Hien.
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Tightrope Artists’ (Mrs Kent and Sue Williams) took our breath away
y did their ‘balancing’ act.

iry Queen’ 1 think stole the shaw—ir was performed by Mrs lsabel Bentley
was dainty as any fairy queen could be who suffers from rheumanics!
al Act' (Mrs Henderson) made us think of days gone by—the imitaion
vless.

but not the least act was our own clowns— The Honey Bee Act —after
e show ended with ‘God Save Our King What a wonderful night—(
first real laugh since the war started. Well done! Well done. everybody
 we'll all go to sleep dreaming ol being at the Cireus again—maybe this
Il be out of this “Hell-hole'!

nesday, 25 November 1942 The Men’s Concert
ere allowed 1o see the men'’s conceri—permission given by Nakajima and
hitana. The concert was held in the courtyard with senties keeping an
proceedings! Took our places in the main counyard at 7.15 pm
looked great though somewhat small. The actors were all outin the yard
prisoners were behind the grills—saw Dad and waved to him) At 745 pam
ow started with a march ‘Under Freedom's Flag' Sat on some stone tiles
rocked perilously to and fro as | kept time to the music
‘Camp Orchestra was well and truly appreciated by all The last on the
mme was the Camp Choir and we marvel ar those wonderful voices and
sang “God Save Qur King'—after which Dr Hopkins called out for “Three
for our men'—we cheered as loudly as our lungs and voices would allow!
s a lovely evening and we do appreciate what the men have done for us
there'll be another before long—God bless the men

is an outbreak of diphtheria and isolation of patients in progress. George
foise is going over to the Men's Camp. Relatives other than hushands and
s are allowed to meet every Thursday for 15 minutes, theyll be busy
anging messages for husbands and wives!

Y, 27 November 1942 Bathing Party
ed out today—left at 2 pm. saw Dad as we went through the main
ard—waved to him. Taken 10 a new spot further up—it was rather a long
and a hot one. Passed some of our soldiers working in the sun—they looked
thin and so brown Walked beside Miss Grilfith-Jones and talked all the
it certainly made the walk more emyoyable. When we armived at the place
taken up with the lovely view—all thar sand and the cool. clean water ushing
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on the shore. There was not a trace of cloud in the clear blue s
fresh and you could feel that salt spray stinging,

There are two houses here—empty—and a third occupied by the Japs. W,
down a series of steps to the beach—could hardly wait to get in the water. T og
with Mrs Rayhach we swam out—it was beautiful as we dived under the wg
and ler that lovely cool water relax our weary bodies.

Played with the children later on the beach and even had them standing
my shoulders so they could dive into the water It was great fun and 1 was fj
with exquisite joy of being alive! Alas. toa soan it was over and we had to
ourselves back 1o that concrete huilding where once more we will be viewj
the outside world behind hars!

y. The air sm,

Monday, 30 November 1942 St Andrew's Day Celebrati
Tomght at eight we went into the Carpenter's Shop o watch and join
Caledonians celebrating St Andrew's Day

Miss Valenie Burgin played the piano and we joined in singing the Scotti
song, Mrs Millard sang *Annie Laurie’ which was much appreciated. There w
dances too led by Mrs Ehzabeth Ennis. It was fun watching Dr Hopkins and
Waorth trying some of the dance steps. 1 warched Dr Hopkins and thought h
tired and thin she 1s looking, After Miss Burgin. Mrs Hope took her tum on
prano

We joined hands as we sang “Auld Lang Syne’ Tt was most enjoyable

Dear Diary—isn't Dr Hopkinis just ‘something —she's so different to the othe
aram T biased?

9 December 1942

Mrs Ong is leaving us today 1o join her hushand—we do congratulate her
her release. And talking about releases—1've just been released (rom the hospi
bed with another bout of Malana—it came on so suddenly after St Andrew's Daj
celebrations—still & bit weak on my ‘pins’ but well enough to do my chores

10 December 1942 Piano recital by Dr Robinsof
The Military relations have clecied 4 Committee composed of Bloom, Ken
Comelius, Mulvany and Noble. t see what steps can be raken to impress the
Japanese authorities the urgent need for initiation of communication berwee
military hushands, wives and other relatives
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t over a year since war broke out in Malaya. It has been a full year
ways than one can imagine—most ol it not very pleasant—in fact. in
ances, downright frightening Hope 1943 will bring peace and perhaps
om these confounded walls!

rs White and Mrs Aiken are sick—have heen working with them since
arthy became our floor walker in Octaber

is now back—he has been to Sumatra where he visited several intemment
is understood that he has brought back a list of the internees in Palembang
d the list will be given to us, and complere lists of all intermees in Sumata
‘be handed to us—When??

12 December 1942

internees arrived today—Mrs Deakes and her son. Paddy They arrived
Andaman [slands and they cerainly looked very tired and badly in need
after an exhausting journey i very bad weather

eekly meetings between relatives are back on the agenda now that our
s out of quarantme for diphtheria

5 13 December 1942

id goodbye to Christine Clark who is going to live at the Convent of the

f Heart. It's a sad parting for Mrs Clark and her husband who is in the
Camp.

ay, 15 December 1942

oble has been asking for some months to be allowed t have her son Bobhy.
her and today she gor her wish when Bohby arrived in Camp to be reunited
lis mother in time for Christmas. The Red Cross Coffee Party was a huge
5. There was food of all kinds to tempt us. The toy collection would thrill
its of those hetween one year and ninety!!!

Dixon worked long and hard to make patchwork jackets and quilts
Toby created a perfect little Malay hut which brought forth a lot of ohs
sl There were dolls of all descriptions, Father Christmas will not be out
ob this year
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16 December 1942
Mr Asahi announced that his Xmas present to the Camp is full permission;,
everyone to meet between the hours of 10 am. and 12 noon on Christmas D

The Tist of names of women and children intemed in Palembang is up in
Carpenters Shop. Mr Asahi who brought us the list from Sumatra said he
visited about twenty internment camps. Promised 1o let us hayve ine i sy
mernees in Sumaira as soon as he recelved them. Also said that of all the cam
hie visited. Changi is the best] Gosh! Hate to think what the other camps are I

tight hundred and fifty Red Cross letters arrived last week—most of them wy
trom England and South Alrica. Nat many for the Women's Camp but no do
some of us will receive news in their husbands' lewers

Since being here we've been lucky to be allowed to have Church Services
Sundays Father Cosgrave is one of the Roman Catholic Priests

20 December 1942 |
Feeling very nred—recovered [rom an artack of malaria—agaim—this time endy
up with a chest inlection. The sisters tell me | have two beautiful red roses
my cheeks! | can't be bothered 1o do anything—all | want 10 do is sleep b
must continue to write things down before | forger. Dear Diary, 1 am really
tired today but I must, I must go on. All of a sudden there is pandemonium—
have a visit from the Jap captain. 1 mustn’t let him see my book—what 1o do?
sat on it while he did his rounds—looked ar me—must have thought 1 was
sick w care about anything much. Phew! What a relief when he left the wa

22 December 1942

Still in hospiral, cough still troublesome and painful. Heard Dr Hopkins is si

and 1s also in hospital. What 15 it about her that makes me want to be with h

I'look through my haok of poetry and come across ‘Rosaline' by T Lodge -
Vague fancies and strange longings fill my being and when 1 go to sleep | fin

mysell repeanng the strange. haunting lines penned by Edgar Alan Poe—ahod

his wife he loved and lost

Far the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee,

And the stars never nise, but | feel the bright eyes

OF the heautiful Annabel Lee
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tiful those words—how sad—how hopeless it was And then | think
kins and hope she’ll get better soon Does this mean that [ have
on the good doctor—! sure have—I think she’s just wonderful!

mber 1942 Nativity Play
" by Mrs Loveridge was performed in the Carpenter’s Shop. This was
by Mrs Nelson. Mis: Muriel Clark was in charge of the costumes. Mrs
and Mary Scott helped with the ‘Curtain’. Credit goes 1o Mrs K Mackenzie
ke-up. With assistants Dolly Toby and Edna Aldworth. Miss Rackman
e of the scencry Miss Margaret Young gave the pianoforte solo—Jesus
desiring’ by Bach She also played all the accompaniments

ard gave voice 1o “The Magnificar’ and “Sleep Holy Bahe" delightfully
w Mrs Hilda Barbour: They were accompanied by the Humming Birds Choir
nday School children had a part in the play which tells the story aof
and the real meaning of Christmas The angels” wings made up
1 anstic. | have heen busy making a tablecloth (see sketch
te) to give as a present o Dr Hopkins | have fimshed it and it was sent
’s Exhibition. It took me two months to linish it—off and on between

llection of Christmas toys is increasing so dues our admiration ar the
and talents of the creators. We had the relatives’ meeting as usual Tonight
X s from 8 pm. 109 pam. Everyonie is busy doing something towards
. The Carpenter's Shop is a hive of activity—Christmas tree being
ed and bits and pieces of decorations scatered all over the place. Guess
pally it will all take shape and the stage set in tme for Santa’s arrival

5 25 December 1942 Christmas Day
st Christmas in caprivity! Went to bed early last might and hstened to car

e children

S morning up early and attended the Xmas service: The doars were opened
10 am ~12 noon between the two camps. Lots of peaple milling around
dad and we both had tears in our eyes—togerher with Mum we went over
Men's Camp and had a look around. Saw Mr Marriot and thanked him
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for our presents, Talked and talked about how we are coping and what we/|
do when we get out of here ‘

When the gong sounded, it was time for us to leave. The two hours flew in
nothingness, wished 1t had heen Jonger. Dad is looking thin and 1 don't thin|
he 15 very well

Children’s Christmas Tree 7.15 p,

Went 1o the Carpenter’s Shop where the children; mothers and others were togethy
round the Christmas tree. There were toys and more toys on the stage behin
it The toys. we were told, were done by the men and the soldiers—they di
look wondertul—the men who make them are really clever and must have tak
a great deal of trouble 1o find the matenals—there were trains, litde cars. hose
animals ol all kinds—in fact, o0 many to mewtion

lady Thomas was the hostess—Mrs Milne read out the names and hande
the parcels to Sama Claus (Mrs Kennard), The hoys that were [rom the Men
Camp came 100 1o get their presents

Ata centain sign from Mrs Gregory, | pushed the trolley with Santa Claus sitting
on a chair He was greeted with shouts of laughter and handed the presents i
the children.

It was a happy gathenng and we gave three cheers for Lady Thomas and anoth
rousing three cheers for Santa Claus

Alter. Mrs Eisinger got the radiogram going for anyone who wanted o danc
Dr Hopkins came aver to thank me for her present—said showed the tableclod
to her hushand and he liked it very much!

Itis very late and 1 am ready for sleep but dear Diary, 1 must write all this
down hefore [ forger the details of our first Christmas in Changs Prison!

Saturday, 26 December 1942 Bathing Party and Fancy Dress Ball
Mum was sick last night so | undertook to do her chores. Got up carly and wen
for a shower—Holy of holies! no hot water! so got dressed and did the chores)
then did the pots and helped with the breaklast. At nine went o do my own
chores—cleaming drains. In fact the whole morning was taken up with helpin
others get on with their work—seems as 1f we've had a night out and 0o tire
1o carry on with our chores!

Ata quarter to two we went ofl for our bathing party. Saw the POWs workin
in the fields as we went by—they gave us a wave and a whistle!

Gotin the ram and did it pour but that didn’t worry us—we'd get wet anyway
going for our swim. It was lovely but how [ wished we were free and rot have
t0:go back 1o our cells
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evening was our Fancy Dress Ball held in the Carpenter's Shop. Marvellous
get together and the different costumes—there was Mrs Ennis dressed as
een of Hearts’, Mrs Bentley won first prize lor heing original—she was dressed
eparted Spirits’, Mrs Kinnear had leaves all over her: Tabelled “What Chingg
arin 1943". Mrs Lancaster looked really “Incian’ m her dress. Mary Winters
cute as a ‘Chinese’. Dolly Toby and Mrs Fisinger came as a “Mysterious
| Prize for the prettiest went o Xeniawho came as a - Hawaitan Giel Kera
was the 'Pirate Bold' Mrs Macindo in sarong Kabaya was @ Javanese’
0 top it all—the prize for the best went to Mrs Bach [or her creation of ‘The
Alice in Wonderland’
verybody enjoyed themselves—lor the time being we fargot about being in
 We joked and laughed and marvelled at the wonderful ways we have heen
o provide for this evening's entertainment. Three cheers for Mrs Smith our
r—Hip, hip. pip e’
ther tiring day and so 1o sleep!

ember 1942 A fairy play of Sleeping Beauty
d by Mrs Cuder and Mrs Dickson for the children (adults included !y We
ly have a ralented lor of people in our midse—Lantastic costumes and
lous acting. The play was most enjoyable and greatly appreciated by all
ent. | really don't know where they get all the ideas—the Untertainment
ee deserves our thanks



1943

1 January 1943 ‘Happy New Yeaj
Rang loud and clear this morning—sez who?—we all did and hope that it wj
be a berter year However, chores have to he done—Mrs Mitchell and 1 clear
the gnds and then helped Mrs Bach to clear all the greenery.

We had our usual relanves” meetng—saw Dad and had @ senious conversation:
spoke abour the future and if | had any idea what T wanted to do—write; of cow
but Dad shook his head and advised me to have a talk with Dr Hopkins or M
Foss. 1 don't know what [ want to do and who knows what the future has i
store for me or any of us here—heaven only knows how long the war is goi
to last or even if we will live through all this

This evening saw the naticeboard with news that four of the Executive Offic
of the Commiuee are resigning, Oh dear! Here we go again—Camp politics!

4 January 1943 General Meeting: Politics and More Politi
From the very beginning I've steered clear of Camp polities but today's 'Genef
Meeung' is, | think, the most outstanding of all the ‘General and Extraordina
Meetings' that has been held from the time we came here.

There 1s always a lot of arguments and back-stabbings going on at these meeting
Today was no exception—in fact, it was one long argument—it went on and o
and round and round and they got no further than from where they starte

It went on for more than two hours and the meeting had to be adjourn
and continued tomorrow

There was such a lot of accusations and whatnot. that | could hardly rememb
Dr Hopkins' report but as | consider this to be a very important meeting beil
theend of the present Comminee [ feel that I must get a copy of the minutes

Changi School—Our Sch
Started in a garage at Katong Camp on 24th February, 1942—the suggestion camé
from Dr Elhot to Mrs B. Lumsden Milne—not so much school but somiethi
for the children to do and nor be at a loose end. The idea of school on top
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omforts such as spending a couple of days scraping grease and dirt off
v and then scrubbing it wasn't the flavour of the month!
ever, things began to happen—we balanced planks on low crates for seats
higher crates made reasonable tables. Mrs Eisinger, Miss Griffith-Jones
ley-Cary and Miss Moore were willing helpers. Slowly it toolk shape—
paper, chalks and textbooks hegan to appear. The hours were irregular,
meal times but we had a school of sorts!
ing to Changi Prison helped w improve our school condition. Mare books,
books, pencils, etc. arrived from the owtside world and Christmas hronght
Jot more. We get daily religious instruction [rom Miss Rank. Mrs Nelson,
obinson and Miss Russel-Davis. The rest o the teaching stalf included Miss
tt, Mrs Blackman, Miss Renton, Miss Summers, Miss von Hagt and Mrs White
e are also others on a wmporary basis

s of General Meeting—Dr Hopkins re-clected as Camp Commandant, Mrs
—Deputy Camp Commandant: Mrs Ferguson—Camp Superintendent: Mrs
nings—Deputy Camp Supenntendent. There is going to be a Literary
etition, open to members of our Camp, arranged by the Men's Leisure Hour
ttee—1 think VIl try 1o put in an entry—a short story, perhaps!

ary 1943
presented by the Women's Section. shown to the men in the main

inuary 1943 Account from the Weekly Pow-Wow (page 5)
arse the topic of the past week was the concert we were allowed o give the
Joy of Joys! What an audience it was! The dream of every perlormer’s life 'S
ly when you sce the men. onie by one. coming over on fatigues they don't scem
lresistible I fact. some aren't at all anractive. Bue see them all i i mass, reshly
ed and polished and bearing the brir of their grand deep voices, a feeling of great
and proud possessiveness comes over one These are our men ™

eyes of the women sparkled, their voices rang out loud and clear Gind nor
off key). Oh. they look good Considering ten months in Chang. they looked

S Weare not going to give an account of the concert. The acts were taken from
St entertainments which we all saw and the dress rehearsal on Fridiy showed what
4 been chosen o go over It was an excellent choice though a number of irems
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left out . .. probably to go over in the next concerr. if permission for anather
. Here, however, are some [lashes from Saturday night
 Kronin's beautiful hands in the Indian Dance. (It'is good to see Mis Kronin
so well again after her long spell ol being oll colour. We hear that she will
e her dancing classes welcome news for the camp )
otty Milne speaks Tamil! "We're not surprised. She does so many things well
bit of Tamil more or less?
i)recision and easc of Joyce Edwards and Sheila Allan as one couple af the
successful Dutch Dance. (Those rehearsals in the copridor were not wasted 1
ing Mrs Greenway in hoth the Dutch Dance and the Interational aumber
impossible to believe that she had a grown-up son sining in the audience
iew Marion Reyerabich was Hungarian and had that cermain Hungarian spint
e never suspected she would be able w pur it across the fonthghts with quite
1 zip
! steely hlue-grey dinner frock suit Mrs Lucian Allen perfectly? One look
Lucian Allen gave the answer We suspeet it was not the [rack alone
arbour's fine stage presence. in spite ol the difficulties giggling children
fing dress rehearsal. und unending chiming clocks during the performance itsell
carried it ofl jolly well
entire audience thrilled 1o Nenia Billiew
ng so beautifully. Mrs Murray Ansley must have been very proud
electrician himsell was most annoyed that there was no direct centre lighting
more credit o Iris Parlite for the brilliance of her monologue. A great deal
success of the show was due to her untiving hard waork and of course

z¢s voice we have never heard

lighting to0' kept Mary Winter's Fan Dance lrom having s best elfect

entally we were under the impression that Pauline Dickinson had arranged that
It seemed to have her wouch. Perhaps we were wrong

est the criticism of the lighung be misinterpreted it must be said right away tha

ge. its decor and the lighting were ternlic considering the time and material

le

mention of the masked "Gym’ class Now every time we pass along AIV the
18k stick out their tongues at us. They graced (or disgraced?) Barbara Smuth, Sheila
 Isabella Bentley, Poppy Rackman and Helen Kirkbride

These masks were made by John Eber and pamted by My Walker And now we
, they'll stop making faces (the masks not Messrs Eber and Walker)

ere is always somcthing a shade fishy about one waman saving another looked
tiful but what did you think of Mesdames La Cloche. Sullivan, Jean Whire and
emoiselles Jeltes, Thomis and Marian Williams as the ‘Glamour Curtams 7 (Have
heard Gene Bales” crack that in the race to be i the show F Bloom won by
Mose. Ain't it ‘ell?)

Speaking of glamour, imagine anyone looking like Kyra Clark and being nervous
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about going on stage. Yet she was though the audience would never have thoug
it

Sarry we could nor see Robert Eisinger's face when Maureen appeared as a Span;
Waiter masterly change from the chic chanteuse of the Intermational numbg

Sometimes little things are so beautifully non-Changi-makeship they do the heg
good. eg Kathleen Mackenzie's perfect match in frock and lipstick.

We must tear ourselves away from last Saturday. One way out is to thank hy
and now, the women who have made Pow-Wow possible

Fustand foremost Toby Williams has nobly done all the hardest work nght frog
the very lirst edition, Pow-Wow is much like an Amah Baby brought into the wopj
by a mother who adores it but who leaves the practical part of 1ts development, d
is all the nasty chares ta someone else. This child owes its wellare mainly to 'Ama
Williams.

Thanks too, to Constance Sleep who typed for many months and whose wof
was taken over by Eve McCarthy Since the star charts started Ailsa West has beg
spending hours laboriously copying them really riresome work Ena Hunt, ung
her illness spent much time and thought on the weekly Puzzle Page with Judf
Good's help. And thank you to our chiel conrributors: Mary Thomas, Mrs Taplys
Helen Beck. Dorothy Andrew. Mrs Rattray. never lorgenting the illustrations of I
Parfitc and Joan Stanley-Cary

With reference 10 a letter received taday will all readers please realise
though writers have likes and dislikes, Pow-Wow as a paper has only the [orme
I Pow-Wow says anything pleasant about one person it is never a lefi-handed crad
at another. [f we omit some obvious tribute it is due not to malice alter thought by
to naturdl mental himitations plus a viamin deficiency

We da not know what sort of welcome our latest internees, Mrs Deakes and M
Younge received upon their arrival. Apart from political [affairs] this Camp is nd
very demonstranve but by now these newcomers must have lelt that if these condirions
are any beuer than the one they left we are jolly glad to have them here If they disliked
coming we commiserate. One never gets to like Changi hut one does ger more used
to it

Great excitement in the Rose Garden on Monday when Winkie Kirwan returmed
alter his long spell in hospital. His mother. her ¢ hining with a can-it-he-trué
he's-back expression could hardly get near him Winkie has a new cngine and
the other lads had spoted it

Changt hospitality really needs recording Whenever did we have such parties
tor instance, Norah Jones' elevenses on Saturday? Coffee rich with santan [mil
pressed from grated coconut] and sweetened with gula malacea
And a supper cake mixed by Norah and Molly Hill (Norah gave the recipe an
it seemed to consist of all the food rations except soup and sardines lor the last fortnightl
and buked by ‘Bully' Seen behind big picces of cake were Ena Hunt, Betty Burnhan
(crumb gobbling], Joan Boston and Fyv acCarthy
Editor F Bloom AIV30
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uary 1943

lopkins went to Miyako this morning for a rest and will not be back for
or so.

it ‘Dream Mother—T am thinking of you and wishing you well. You look
vorn-out and | know you worry about us. Rest, rest as much as you can and
back to us ready to do battle for us with the Japs. 1 hear we are going to
ther 250 more internees so you'll have a big job ahead of you—may you
e all the difficultics and obstacles that may arisc.

january 1943
fopkins returned from the Miyako Hospital and is now resting in the
rium. Still looking termibly thin

January 1943
ely Williams gave an informal talk about her experiences in Singapore during

fon parole in enemy occupied territary was most vividly and humorously
bed by Dr Williams, who had long ago endeared hersell to the Camp as
T, speaker and woman
ppets of odds and ends! We have in our midst a very cheeky sparrow
s saved from drowning in one of our drins. Eunice
-Hofer nursed and trained him—he is so tame that he's forgotten his lowly
and struts, fluters and cheeps his way around us His manners are
ling—just ask Nancy Gregory what he thought of Shaw's play! As to trving
tinto the bridge game—the cards are nor sate with him around
urricane Alley 1s well named—so poor Miss Webster found out—she left her

thing Picnic took place today and was enjoyed by all who went Fine weather
ide was in. These excursions away from Changi Prison are a real weat, |
t goin for a swim—feel a cold or something coming—not malaria again!

FHopkins went hack to Miyako. I'mi back in Hospital—it's malaria again! Rumours
hew mternees and preparations of how 1o receive them and where to
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accommodate them are being discussed by the Housing Committee. Mrs Myl
had a hut erected for the use of night sisters as sleeping quarters during the
and for those who want some quict. Mass is celebrated there every Sun

1 February 1943
Dr Hopkins expected back—Mrs Woods asked if I'd mind doing M's [Dr Hopki
washing. Would 1 mind—what a question!

Permission granted for weekly lectures by the men—it will be a very wele
addition to our entertainment programme.

Mr Adrian Clark was our first lecturer and entertained us this evening
many amusing personal reminiscences of the Law!

Paor Herbert—he has gone, I'm told, where little hirdies go when they becoy
tasty morsels tor Simbu, the cat! That's life!

4 February 1943 Reflection Ti
Ever since we first landed in intermnment we've thought that things have to
worse before they start to get better Have we accepred that facr?— would
s0-as we seem to make the best of things—especially the children—there's
schoolroom where we can learn and study (that does while away part of
time!) There's the Rose Garden where we play and spend time entertaining
the Carpenter's Shop. The older hoys lend a hand in helping too. The older g
(that means me t00) look alter the very young Somehow we manage 1o ke
up a high standard of health, conduct, education and some measure of happine

With poor food, hardly space to move, nature and beauty are sadly miss
and the worse part of it all there is no home life—that family life which is d
birthright of all. Despite that we are managing to survive and grow into as fi
a group as can he found anywhere

Looking around me I see all this is possible through the sacrifice. hard wol
and cooperanion of every woman here. There are mothers who waorry about
The dactors and nurses look after our health. The teachers take care of our men
development and the entertainment committee gves us the humour o cope wil
our depression. Praise goes also 1o all the sweepers. drain workers wha wol
trelessly o keep the camp clean—not forgetting our Kitchen Squad who manag
to feed us hest as they could with whar they are given—we, the children, a
their responsibility and it's a responsibility they take seriously. How wondlerf
they are and 1 hope that | will never forget them when we leave here—end o
my musing!
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1943
round last night on AV. Something happened and Dr smallwood was
for interfering. Miss Foss spoke quietly to him in Malay —'a quictanswer
p wrath away' as he calmed down and wentaway Dr Smallwond was furious

ruary 1943

med today. The Nip came around again for the last two nights. Last night
accompanied him on his rounds. Our lecture nights are becoming
flar. Tonight we visited Tunis via Mr Mclnery's delightful lecture—we could
taste the delicacies of the country, he described and what would we have
to have our tecth sink into those luscious: ruits he managed 1o bring into
ninds’ vision by his eloquence!

ruary 1943 Classical Concert
s our first classical concert given by the men. It was 10 be i the courtyard
se of the ram it was held inthe Printers” Shop. And whart a concert—1
ed it so much that 1 had tears running down my cheeks

a lovely two hours of enjoyment and pleasure indescribable

. music and more music as tonight is samething | crave

February 1943

EWilliams gave us our first lecture on Fivst Aid in the schoolroom

lis morning the Red Cross Hut i the Rose Garden was olficially opened—we
a colfee party—30 of us present. we all contribitted in some way to make
s Hut arractive and vomforable as i1's going to be a place of quier retreat where

can escape to read and relax whatever!

"Mrs Mulvany made it possible with the arrangements for the huilding of the
it—there were plenty of helpers including the men who built the Hut and guess
hat—it only cost $8.50 in actual cash! 1t is & good place to get away from all

noise and congested space around us

Tiday, 19 February 1943

uhexpected reat—light orchestral concert by the men in' the Rose Garden
an hour—i was very welcomed and hope we will be permitred for it 1o he
gular event. We are now allowed to go our for walks on Sundays. Wednesdays
nd Saturdays from & pon-8 pun



64 Diary of a Gitl in Changi 1941-45

Saturday, 20 February 1943
Election held for Camp Commandant—candidates: Dr Ci ely and Mrs Nixg
results—Dr €. Williams Commandanr— 172 votes and Mrs Nixon—158 vores
has consented to continue as deputy. Mrs Gregory resigned as secretary and
Brooks has taken her place

Dear Diary—is it a year since we surrendered? and what a year it has beepf
couldn't think of a worse year in my life or for that mater in most of the peop
lives in this place—most of us [ am sure have feelings of gloom and being ‘day
in the dumps’ from time 1o time. The thought of not knowing what's Boing
happen and how long we are going to be inside this rowen place makes me fg
hoth angry and glum—rto think that | thought (we all thought) we are goin 1
be interned for a few months and twelve months later we are still here—a |jg
worse for wear—mentally | think I'm coping reasonably—physically, I'm not
sure—I'm losing a lot of weight and the dysentery and malaria does get me doy
abit but I'm still on my feet and 'm sure 1 haven't gone mad since coming heg
However long it takes I must make sure that 1 don't lose my sense of humoy
and try to live each day with tolerance—look 1o the future with hope beca
there has got to be a ‘future’ when all this will end and we can begin to
like normal human beings again
And now | think of Dr Hopkins—my Dream Morher [later called M] and!
think of her every day and night and she appears before me. not like a memor
but s a vision It isn't that beauty of face and form that dazzles one ar the sigh
of a beautiful being and then fades awa suddenly as a blossom in bloo
I's the harmony of her whole being—the reality of every emotion—the spiritual
of expression—the perfect union of her body and soul. True beaury
and sweetness is the spiritualising of the gross, the corporeal and the earthly
It is the spiritual presence which transforms ugliness into beauty. The more)
look upon this vision of her before me, the more [ perceive, above all else,
magnetic beauty of her person. Oh! what happiness is near me! But is this all—4
he shawn the summit of earchly bliss. then be thrust out into the flat, sandy waste
ol existence? To love and then be forever alone! Once to believe and then foreve
to doubt! Onee 1o see the light and then forever to be blinded! Wil all this happet
o me?

‘Poor laol" T sometimes think, "Poor fool!” Grow up girl, grow up! She does
know you exist—1 mean nothing to her. Think, think—how the moon sheds i
light upon the dark dull water of the river and reflects itself clearly in the smalles
drops—in like manner, she shines upon this dark life and 1 feel her gentle radiand
reflected in my heart—but dare I hope for a warmer glow?

Enough of my ramblings—I must he going ‘nuts’!



Sheula Allan Gy

.’)"\ v 1) &‘
3 rn;df'f‘l}"

Changi FFs tG )

\ S L pteinimpent (g 2 |
Songapare T—~ s \

AL

— -

blecloth partern | emibroidered as a present for Dr Elinor Hapkine



Miss Josephine Foss. the camp super
intendent wha carried notes and
messages between the Men's and Women's
Camps. (Onginal print)

Taken in 1946 at my aunes place in
Gardenvale. Victonia, shordy afrer my
arrival in Austrulia

- 25 R 8 ks i
A" Flight. 273 Fighter Squadron, Singapore, 20 Sep

an X

tember 1945 )iy

Jordan matk



1943 65

22 February 1943

jurne-Jones came over and gave a very entertaining lecture on the subject
Wit and Humour.

now at 5.15 pm. because of our walks outside

23 February 1943

i bathing party—usual place—1 do look forward to this outing—I love
and it makes me [eel s0-00 good afterwards. We often see our soldiers
there and back—they seem o be doing a lot of digging—never miss
‘a wave. Some of them look awfully thin and sunbumt

. 26 February 1943

Crafts Exhibition held in the Printer's Shop at 11 am —the men—Bennex,
and Walker were the judges but the women will judge needlewaork and
sections—a successful venture for all concerned

day we had our usual relatives meeting, Saw Dad—he is not looking very
tas Beri-Beri | think

ftoday we had a practice session for our Dancing Exhibition amanged
Barbara Smith. There was also a Bridge Drive —prizes won by Dr Hopkins,
lkins and Mrs Garcia

order of the Jap—our evening shower will be hetween 845 pa o 930
n the future This cut in time is 10 help conserve water. We are asked to
ve water and eleciricity because the supply of bath ta the Camp depends
ally driven engines. The load on the engines is in great excess of that
h they were designed and the aim is 1o avoid wearing out of irreplaceable

day, 1 March 1943

slowly but very surely Mr Spotwood won the interest and hearts of the
fce this evening with his lecture on “Life in 4 German Prison Camp. 1918’
& that in twenty-five years (though not interned again!) please!!! T'll be able
ke Changi so entertaining, Miss Poppy Tackham is retiring from her post
gardener—thanks to her—she has done much 1o improve the original
as any others in here with the help of her assistants. Judy Good is taking
£ We still have to conform o blackout regulations and when you can't sleep
410 lights 1o read by it sure makes you feel like kicking someone just to create
‘ersion!
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Thursday, 4 March 1943

Relatives' meeting as usual. General Meeting 7.30 pm Dr Willian
report—everything went fairly smoothly but there was still some strain of
in the armosphere. Earlier during the day—reports of several women hay
argument and almost coming to blows—wonder whar that's all abour an
were the women? Sheilal stop being a nosy-parker!

Monday, 8 March 1943

Mr Shellbeare’s charming and instructive lecrure this evening left us with the
hope that he would be allowed to retwrn and finish his account of M I
Now the First Aid Classes are taken over by Dr Hopkins

Friday, 12 March 1943

The first time a women was tried, convicted and sentenced in Changi!—cor
inacellon AIV for 15 days. It is very sad and unforunate but 1 guess we
also leam to be forgiving and ance the law is satisfied we must also be sa
and not further persecute the woman after she has served her sen
Unlortunately there are some uncharitable females in here and in Changi
15 no escape from malicious tongues!

Friday, 26 March 1943
Since my last entry I've had another malarial attack and spent the first ¢
of days on the floor in the hospital—wasn't a very bad one this time an
overit pretty quickly—had to because of the rehearsals for our dancing display
show must go on' and all thar jazz!

Missed out on “Why read Shakespeare? by Reverend Colin King Trthink s
have enjoyed it

We now have three Sisters of the Poor interned. Fancy putting the nuns in

Heard through the grapevine about the last visit of the Jap—He came in .
10 the other night. Fergie and 1 (Mrs Jenmings) quickly got out of bed
accompanied him—went to Alll and were “shushed" but when they found i
@ Nip on his rounds, they gigled. He then decided to try AIV—Dr Williams j
us. There were so many beds along the passage that he gave up halfway
came down. On the wp of the stairs Mis Nixon joined us—he must hav
annoyed and wondered how many more women were going 1 join up and ¢
him. He came o E Block and nearly slipped down the steps. He lef us
this but oh! it was funny '
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2 April 1943 Fair Day
n busy getting ready for today. It was a good fine moming, Went to bed
ght and up early—tea was already made. There was a long queue waiting
th both in E and A Blocks. By half past three most of us were ready
Nasi Goreng Stall with the Edwards near A Kirchen

who were helping the stall came in first and we started serving At
others simply poured in—the relauves went straight up to the ‘Floors’
v were soon turned out by the Japs and Sikhs who came and mingled
et us. Saw Mr Gleenie, Bridger. Sanderson and many old friends. The sialls
g rade. Dad came over with my stepmother, Some of the men had
and others did not bring a mug or spoon but it didn’t matter—everyone

Hoope said did not know there were so many pretty girls looking at Joyce
—turning to me asked o accompany him on his rounds—the cheek

t five left the stall 1o join Dad and the others. Later there was dancing—
s with fortune-telling doing very well—guess we all wanted our ortunes

men enjoyed themselves though they were disappointed at ot heing
din the cells. The three hours passed very quickly when the hell was mung
ounce that the time was up

k1 shall sleep well tonight—exhausted!

lay, 3 April 1943

d all moming, the Nips are writable wday—water tuned off—no- steam—
atabout 930 am Men nat allowed 1o bring in the supper and we had
e in the Rose Garden for it The Men's Orchestral Concert was also cancelled
| rotten day alter yesterday! The war must he going bad for the Japs was
eneral consensus!

esday, 7 April 1943
iy Heath returned. Over 100 men (Jews) were intermed wday and they were
in the OId Rice Store. Have been advised for an immediare increase in protein
- mption and the maiter 1s receiving attention (maybe an extra dog or two!ll)
Jap authorities have increased our salt ration ta 20 grams and the vegetable
s to 300 grams per head per day. Received from Japs—1.902 Ibs of salt:
Ibs of sugar and 584 Ibs of tea—now divide that by (il the whole received
MIS) over 3500 men, women and children—or between 400 women and
Shildren—whychever way you look at it—not much o sustain us!
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Thursday, 8 April 1943 |
Dad's birthday and being the meeting day we had the chance to see him—pag
Dad. he is looking thinner each time 1 see him

Thursday, 22 April 1943
Dr Williams spoke 1o us at 830 pm. about Mr Asahi's farewell speech.
Parfit then read out the results of the Literary Competition Imagine
astonishment when 1 hear ‘E. Bromley  called out—that's the nom-de-plu
used for the story I wrote. 1 had won a special prize—1 Ib tin of peaches,
1 had forgouen that 1 had entered in the competition. Mrs Keets remarked altenw,
that Miss Parfitt could not have succeeded to astonish them more even if
had dropped a bomb in their midst when she read out 'In the short story sec
a special prize is awarded to E. Bromley and 1 ma salely let out that it1s a n
de-plume of our youngest entrant. Sheila Allan Well done!”
Congratulations all round and 1 really felt that I'd be glad if the conerete w
open up and swallow me—it's so embarrassing and all T could do was mul
‘thank you'

Literary Competition:  From the Report by the Chairman (Mr H. Weis!
This competition has | am glad to say, evoked more interest than its sponsors
counted upon. There were altogether no less than 120 enties so that from a quanti
point af view, the competition has been an unqualified success

1 shall leave it to Reverend Colin King to address you in a few moments on
qualitative aspect and shall confine myself to telling you how the judges went al
their work

You may be interested to know how many entries were spread over the diffe

categorics

In section (a) Short Stories there were 26 serious. 8 humorous, 2 dete
and 3 ghost stories

In section (b) Essays there were 11 serious and 3 light

In section (¢) Verse there were 25 serious and 28 light

In section (d) there were 14 ane-act plays

From the Adjudicators’ Report by Reverend Colin
| have heen asked to present the Report of the Adjudicators on the entries submil
in the Literary Competition and in a moment | shall deal with them class by
Speaking first of the entries as a whole, however, [ think 1t correct to say that
were excellent or even open competitive standard

At the same time the great majority showed evidence of having heen writen
sincerity and with considerable forethought. Nothing that we read bore signs of &



1943 69

some classes we did not feel justified in recommending the award of any prize,
se we were of the opinion that we must require a higher standard than good
and industry alone could achieve
1 ... Short Stories—was subdivided under headings—serious. humorous,
and ghost. To the ‘serious’ section we awarded two ordinary prizes and
al prize, the last being awarded partly in consideration of the vouth of the authoress

because the story fell rather into a class by itself It possessed real mericand
d was held unanimously to be thoroughly warvanted by the quality of the work
other hand, the generally inferior quality of the entries in the other three ‘short
ons” and the limited number of entries of ‘detective’ and ‘ghost’ staries
us to give but one prize for the three classes together
A differentiated, as | have said, lour categories of short stories—serious,
rous, detective and ghost
ommon failing in this class was inability 1o recognise that a short story 1s a
e literary genre: and that diary matenal or plam narrauve alone (whiether actual
onal) does not constitute a short story unless it has been smelted and forged
ipe by the craftsmanship of an artist
were many writers of short stories whao clearly did not realise this
wrote long ancedotes or episodes; narrative that was sincere, interesting, in
ses, linguistically comperent in most but their entries lacked any tension
personalities. conflict of purpose, or striving of circumstance against
ce. A short story must he a literary whole, with beginning, end and progress
e to the other. A piece of mere narrative—say an interesting journey or a slice
graphy or autobiography—may contain grear ment, but it does not, by itsclf,
te a short story
remarks which | have made may, perhaps, serve to lead some of those who
Lto sell-criticism of present blemishes with an assurance that there was Interest
they wrote and that greater experience would enable many to write work
Ewould afford genuine pleasure 1o readlers as well as real satisfaction to the writers
satisfaction proceed from a justified confidence that it is based on ability to
an artist's craft, those who have atained to it will neither desire other reward

€ story ... st story written in Changi on 19th January. 1943

Motherless Eileen

figure stood on the rocks watching the great golden dawn, for sunnise at
Ide possessed witchery and glories which filled the heart of this early watcher
*oration and called forth from her lips exultant anthems of praise.

Carey was a mall, quiet girl with a fair clear complexion and grave, wistful
es. Her thick dark hair grew in wavy masses and surrounded her ears with
ing tendrls of solt curls, Her face was tender and full of charm while her fingers
¥ery slender and white that denoted her sensitiveness and artistic nature
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As shie gazed a the flushed sky. her eyes which held a singular fascination in
mild sparkling depths, were now filled with a tender, loving light and childish glacing
She was thinking of the letter she had written 1o Edna Harman. the doctor's
and was anxiously waiting t0 see the result her leter would hring

An hour later she sat with Gloria Lorimer and her parents at breaklast. “You
up early, mquired Olga Lorimer, a good-looking woman with delicate leatures, gold
hait and very dark blue eyes. ‘Oh! don't you know, she is 4 nature worship
answered Gloria, her eighteen year old daughter and looked at Eileen with a kno
grin on her pretty face but Eileen only smiled and held her peace for this act of
was commented upon nearly every maming, besides, Gloria could notsee what th
was 1o be admired at such an early hour of the morning. Her lather Robert Lorin
was a quiet man, more interested in his papers than the subject of getting up ead

That evening Eileen received a note from Edna Harman, inviting her 1o come
see her, and in a state of nervous excitement she got ready 10 go

Fileen was two years older than Glona and had known the Lonimers since
was [ilteen She was an orphan left to the care ol a boarding school where she g
Gloria who becorme so fond of her that when she left school a year ago she insist
that Eileen should stay with her as her companion. Being an only child and spd
a that she got her wish

A week after her arrival at the house she met Edna Harman and her husba
a clever doctor, who was the lamily doctor as well as their adviser The day she
eyes on that beauriful woman live years ago, she had lallen and heen in love W
her ever since

At fifty-two Edna Harman was a strikingly beautiful woman with pel
proportioned slenderness, her skin was the transparent glow of health and she
light blue eyes with the glint of steel in them. Her brown curly hait streaked g
and her graceful carriage gave her an air of distinction that was the more mal
hecause of her lack of self-consciousness. Her voice was full of charming inflect

Dr John Harman and his wife were very devoted to cach other and the 0SS
their eighteen year old daughter two years ago made them love each other more i
ever. It was a terrible blow and they had not got completely over it

As time went by, the friendship between Edna Harman and Eileen grew:
blossomed into one of the most beautiful Iriendships that could be jmagined.
former was one of those women who had the power of reading people and
fine judge of character. She saw that Eileen was not really happy and that there 8
something lacking in her life, Often she had found her gazmg ac her in rapt admird
and a sad strange look in her eyes which she was unable to define

A year ago she became very ill and Eileen had asked permission to nurse
Those three months paved the way lor Eileen to enter the hearts ol Dr Harman &
his wile

Her last evening with them was a sad one and Edna made a discovery Eil
had entered her room and with a book on her lap she sat gazing at her, thin
that she was sleeping. The thought of leaving her rose and swept over the girl's he
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a touching expression of patent sorrow to her lace and giving a far-away
[look to the beaurilul eyes where tears often gathered but very rarely fell With

and gracelul movement she suddenly went on her knees beside the supposed
g Edna and whispered low. “Mother. I love you " There was a note of anguish
iffering as she urered those words and Jassing the face on the pillow gently
ot to wake the patient she left the room. It was then that Edna discovered

was an only child and had not known a mother's love when she needed
other died a lew days alter she was bom and her cher pur herin a boarding
the early age of three and a hall. That very day he mer with an aceident
ult was that she was left alone and was taken care of by the kind reachers
d her to be a very lovable child
na Hirman o her e and the gir for the first tme realised thar
never known what it was 10 have & mother She saw in Edna the qualities
mother and had instantly recognised and felt the motherly. heart of that
i She hecame her ideal mother who aroused and brought to life the craving
ther’s love and the need of one. This was the girl's seerer which she kepr
for five years—which had burst forth from her lips a year ago and which
revealed in her leter 10 Edna the day before
Harman knew Fileen would come that evening and was looking forward
she knew she was on the verge of entering a lonely and forsaken garden
she was to be the chiel gardener to clear away the weeds and putin their
roses and llowers of joy and happiness
came a knock at the door Edna opened it 1o admit a flushed looking gil
ely bouquet of roses which she gave 10 her. Recewving the lowers with
ing smile, she invited her 1o enter while she put them away
he returned she found the girl standing at the window, ‘Well. my dear?
and extended her hands which were caught by the gifl and they found
in each other's arms Moved by this mutual action she gently said, ‘Tell
in your heart—! will understand’. Little by lle Eileen poured her hean
motherly and sympathenic listener
child, why didn't you tell me carlier nstead of keeping it so long concealed
eart? Were you alraid of me?” she asked
Way, yes, although [ love you and find you good and noble. yet 1 wasm't
er you would be pleased with the knowledge that Ilove you. | am a stranger
N nothing to you—but 1 could not continue like this any longer—1 had to
i That is why | wrote and dreading all the while the consequences of such
fen taking her hands, she continued in a shy pleading tone, ‘Mother, will
il have this privilege of calling you thus. Be such a one 10 me and love

second Edna looked away—the girl had touched her by such an appeal
 came the soft reply for the memory of her own daughter called forth all her
this motherless girl and their eyes met in perfect understanding. It would
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be difficult to describe Eileen's thoughts and emotions as she went home. They
cannot at once translate itself perfectly in words and there are ‘thoughts without
which to every being are the prelude of both supreme joy and sorrow.

From that day, life was different for Eileen Carey and every evening she wy
Edna Harman. It seemed as if they were always together. Every day brouyg
conversation and with each evening love on both sides grew.

A year had glided swiftly by since that day. Gloria was engaged to be
10 Gerald Rowland, a young banker of athletic build—a good-looking, likeable yg
man filled with the zest of lile. Fileen still lived in the same house but her heg
with Dr Harman and his wile
‘ Then came the day of the wedding and Dr Harman made plans to adopt §

now thar Gloria no longer needed a companion. When Fileen went to see thy
‘ Harman left his wife 1o deal with the matter which she did so without mu ¢
ileen, my dear, now that Gloria is married | wonder if you'd like 10 stay
‘ us and look after two lonely ald people who love you You have called me “Mog
for all these months—1 would like you 1o do so for the rest of your life. Be our§
daughter for we need you now: Think about it and give me your answer soon,”
spoke softly but with emotion. In an equally soft voice Eileen gave her answer, '
1'don't need to think about it and nothing would please me more May you s
regret what you are giving me—your love.’
‘ At this moment a tall slenderly built man in his fifties with serious blue eyes, thi
that everything would be seuled by that time, entered Eileen stood up and
ta him. Flinging her arms around his neck, she kissed him affecrionately and 8
‘Darling Dad, you are an angel and [ love you so for giving me this happiness’. P
his arms around her, he propelled her into a chair and talked the matter ove

It was dawn such as that morning when Eileen had stood watching the glon
the new day. On that same spot now stood Gloria with her husband welcoming
lirst day of their married life

Not far away Edna Harman and Eileen too were watching the dawn "My o
whispered Edna, ‘we'll begin life anew together—loving and helping each other
trudge bravely along the pathway of life

Another figure was walking towards them and Dr Harman joined these two. Th

wete silently happy and neither spoke & word for it was their sacred hour. Thus
‘ staod watching the flow of the rising sun. The moming air smelt sweet and
was a gentle breeze blowing, the waves dashed ceaselessly along the beach—ever
spelt calm and peace. It was only the beginning and promised a happy futured
the three watchers

=

Special prize—1 Ib nn ol Peaches (Just heginner's luck!)

Tuesday, 27 April 1943 )
Dr Johns has been asked to resign by the Nips and elections taking place.
the present Mr Wallace is acting Head Commandant. Went to see Mrs Gr
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had an enjoyable chit-chat. Mrs Loveridge has been elected Fatigue

p the resignation of Miss Egger.

v is now stationed in a new position at the end of the road leading

on. We are asked to note that another bow is required. Miss Griff has

the post of announcer and Judy Good has taken on the job. The

the R. Walker picture raffle was Miss S. Early. Camp Credit is now

‘of $5. There is also shortage of sugar ration and we are advised to

our ration. We now get the extra protein diet of herring every second

twice a week and extra vitamins in our soup as a supply of green

become available—hurrah!

this I failed to mention that we have been allowed 1o atend religious

the courtyard

oman Catholic—mass is celebrated at 8 am. by Father Moran, tumabout

0 graVCv

je several ministers such as Major Harvey, Reverend AJ. Bennett,
R. Bales and Reverend Tyler Thompson and others willing to conduct

good that we are allowed to worship our God in here

il Good Friday
‘entertaining Shakespeare Night organised by Miss Parfitt

From Pow-Wow

retirement of Mr Johns, by order of the Nipponese authoritics, Mr Adrian

lected head of the Men's Camp. A letter has been sent to Mr Johns thanking
Il he did for the Women's Camp during his tenure of office

V “amp received permission to resurne walks outside the gates three

rted there may be a shortage of sugar; people are advised to use their
fully

dietitians have decided. for the time being, to continue the extra protein diet
every other day and eggs twice weekly. as this is considered necessary
also be a certain amount of extra vitamins in the soup as a supply of green
e been obtained

1 3 May 1943

Tain and more rain—did it come down this morning but oh! so refreshing
s of humid weather Have taken to sleeping outside with Miss Foss and

=am afraid we spend talking late into the night!
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Sometimes | look up at the sky—clear sky—and that Milky Way—how [
I'am up there looking down and secing women and children sleeping every 3
way and I ponder what is to become of us—how much longer can we stang}
here and with cach other Already there are cracks in our community. Stapy;
dysentery. beri-heri and malaria—just about everything is slowly taking
on our integrity especially when we see our loved ones slowly lading

Would we sell ourselves?—I don't know—mayhe there are cases but
we to judge morally—can we honestly say that but ‘For the Grace of God'y
g

Judge not and you will not be judged but it is not easy 1o look into ourh
and be big enough to say "I understand !

This is war and war seems to change people and being in here in dose Pproxi
to other human beings can easily destroy our good intentions

I look around me and take in everything that goes on—I look ar the pe
here and the [riends that 1 have made—trencls like Jeannic Summers, Mary Wig
Joyce Edwards and Nellie Symons—all around my age—we are 1 this tog
and we depend on each other o boost our morale and SHANEE 10 say we §
to be blessed with a sense of humour!

Tuesday, 4 May 1943
Men's quartet and the Choir came over to play selections from Gilhert and Sull
Operas in the Rose Garden at 715 pm. What @ gala evening it was—imag
the women in their latest styles bedecked in jewels and furs and men in
Hats and Tails'—welll we can ler aur imagination mn riot, can’t we?
The Chang Orchestra conducred by Maestro Crofts played selections from T
Yeoman of the Guard” and the ‘Gondoliers” The Camp Choir gave forth rendid
from “Patience’. “Ruddigore’. “Trial by Jury' and “The Pirates of Penzance’
The music and singing was really something Loved every minute of it
all 1o soon the show came 1o an end

On a sad note—our two men are stll in confinement bit now made
comforable. Allowed food and water, a book each and two camp beds. Men sta)
outside hrought in again but fatigues working as usual, Wilks permitted but
lor the men. Women not allowed to speak to any man—only two women W
wear the ambands. Next day armbands were issued to the others—rules regards
them must be strictly observed Camp coupons cannot he carricd over to

month! Each month different coloured coupons. Some material came in i
International Red Cross and given to those in most need. Sardines and bully
are being supplied by International Red Cross collected in Singapore. The Fa
Olficer will be in the Carpenter's Shop daily from 915 am 10 945 am
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sh community gave a quantity of bread for the children. And members
pationalities are asked to choose their own representatives.

ay 1943

3 u- to Dr Hopkins—had birthday in Carpenter's Shop. Dr Hopkins
in what looked like an evening dress of 2 dark red silk sarong,
p and a black sash around her waist complete with red ‘tromphers’
| Someone played the piano and the party was in full swing when Mrs
me in and said 'If you want to sce something really beautiful, just go
id look at the sky' 1 went out and beholdi—what did | see?—No, not
flying overhead! The sky was all awash with colour—beautiful and
tinged with colours beyond human conception. To make it complere
e two rainbows stretching acvoss the sky Yer with all this beautiful unique
ere were grey clouds of a storm gathering behind all this beauty. Many

be such artistry! No one. no matter how great a painter, could colour
was this evening—could capture on canvas even half of the radiance
That perfect hlue. the vibrant orange. the subtle mauve and the blush
ho can blend these colours so harmoniously, and who can paint these
5 clouds of approaching storm without spoiling the beauty of the sky?
2 Great Painter is the only one, the Perfect Painter who with just a stroke
tbrush across the sky can produce such a magnificent picture

21 May 1943

is morning feeling rotten—violently sick last night with tummy pains
saw me heaving my guts out and immediately carted me here (hospital)
as if someone has a sledge-hammer constantly on it. Temperature up
fe—body aching—! can't sce—1 can't hear! God, what's happening? | lecl
1 —help—God—

y, 22 May 1943
10 die—Dear God, why, why What are you doing to me? 1 feel my head
‘Open—| can't write properly—am | going blind? If 1 have 1o go through
Ty couple ol weeks—1'd rather die—God, let me die now—| can't go on
“€omes the doctor—



76 Diary of a Girl in Changi 194145 1

Friday, 28 May 1943

Feeling more human after last entry—did 1 really write all thai? 1 feel so W
and washed out Did not see the Changi Show—1 believe it was very good. Ma
1o get the cutting from Pow-Wow— Each Changi show increases our wonder
amazement and Friday night's Barbour-Kronin cabaret was no exception,
energy, work, ingenuity and invention that was evident left one speechless i

Monday, 31 May 1943

I'm sick of bed—I want to leave the hospital—when am | going o be alloy
out? Have been having visitors now that I'm on the mend again. Billie James y
admitted last night with pains—hope she is not going to suffer as much as 1 dig
wouldn’t want to wish all that pain on my worst enemy! Allowed to walk a b
that's good news.

Tuesday, 1 June 1943
Another bad night. Mrs Orr had fits of coughing and kept the whole ward awal

Dr Scott MacGregor came this afternoon to get a hlood sample—applied sot
icy swlf (probably spirit of some sort) on the tip of my finger (middle finger
my right hand) stabbed a sharp needle into it once (Dr Worth on the other s
of the bed watching) then from a small case took out a long glass wbe with
rubber tube attached at one end. With the glass tbe pressed on the litle pa
ol blood he sucked the blood with the rubber one—then he sucked a purple liqd
swff from a small bottle, shook the twibe 1o mix the two After this he broug
out two strips of glass—with one he placed it on my finger and having got
blood on it, he rubbed it onto the other strip—did this twice. Wonder what
15 going o test these for

Wednesday, 2 June 1943
Was rudely woken up by Betty Burn—very excited—said something going on=
naval battle! Almost shared in her excitement and forgave her for waking
up—then found out it was only thunder and lightning in the distance—what
fizzerl!!

Thursday, 3 June 1943 h
Saw Dad today—had heard some men shut up in the tower—asked Dad if
knew anything—said the Japs found some women passing lood and drinks
the men while practising on their instruments—asked which they prefer— " Wom¢
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dc’ and they answered ‘Both' so he said follow me and he locked them
ower—one man fainted. Said he wrote to Auntie Grace and told her
had no fresh meat, bread, fish, fruit and vegetables by writing down the
the only butcher, baker, fishmonger and greengrocer in the litde village
alia where the family lived—only those who have been to that little village
tand what he means—what a clever idea! Mrs Woods admitted in the
and looking very sick. Am still feeling weak from all that diarrhoea
temperature

. 5 June 1943

it of hospital yesterday—have to take it easy for a few days and build
before going back to work. Order from the Japs—[orbidden to play
, musical instruments or any other form of gaiety because General So
being buried today. Wish this headache would go away. Getting some
om the International Red Cross, Having daily issue of maize bread and
Oh bliss! we have a new piano in the Carpenter's Shop!l! Meetings
ied people are now allowed. Now we have Syonan [Japanese] news
ts daily in the Rose Garden at 10.10 pm: And we are reminded of the
stand to auention when the Nipponese National Anthem is played and
will be watching! Hall the Camp attends 128 classes in the Changi
ty'—most popular class—languages!

11 june 1943
e round last night between 12 and 1—a little worrying and quickly hid
een other school books—have to be careful—always—the Japs are getting
s! Mrs Davidson asked if 1 would like to look after her baby from 9-10
kand 2-2.30 p m.and 6-7 pm. Willing to pay and promises that if we leave
B she would have me with her as long as | wish to stay with her. Told her
want money for something l'd enjoy doing and 1 can still carry on with
mp chores

, 14 June 1943

rion Aiken aged 73 quietly passed away in the Camp Hospital this moming
as such a cheerful person and always willing to listen to us young ones
ing to miss her talking about her young days. Enjoying looking after
lifer—she is such a happy litle gil—Mrs Davidson insists on $5 cash each
. A number of chickens have been disappearing and we have had unusual
lately—Watched the Badminton match—what a finish!
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Monday, 21 June 1943

Mrs Nixon elected Camp Commandant, Lady Thomas doing VAD work in
San—later fell down stairs and hurt herself

Thursday, 24 June 1943
For the last couple of nights, the Nips have been on the prowl! Now gates)
doors are 1o be left open throughout the night and they do not want to be es
round! We are asked to hand in—tin hus. daggers, stiletros, hinoculars ;
whistles—strange items swrely! Had them around accompanied by the Sik]
examine our things in the cells—took away some books
appliances and photos and cameras—rook my camera—bur my school hooks
left undisturbed—I was sick in the stomach when Tsaw them enter our cell, 7
books will be returned alter they were examined and stamped

Tonight ar 8.30-9.30 in the Carpenter's Shop—Midsummer Madnesg
Children's party for the grown-ups! Put on your rompers and bibs—bring
nanny if you like—all games you used o play like Oranges and Lemons—gj
4 Ring O Rosy—Musical chairs, ete. No children under S—all adults must
under 10! The party was a huge suceess and everyone had a great time bej
young again!

on

Saturday, 3 July 1943

This evening put on the ‘Circus' for the men in the main courtyard—the sk
was a Howling success—the men laughed at the clowns and animal antics
Camp Orehestra was exceptionally good. It's grand 1o hear the men Liughing
enjoying themselves By all accounts the Jap sentries enjoyed the show

Monday, 5 July 1943
Relatives' meeting—saw Dad—not v all well—I'm worried about him—had a lon
talk—spoke about the past—wanted to know if | remembered much about of
carly years on the mines in Siam—and thinking about it brings 10 mind ima
of the place—I remember going there on my school holidays—1'd get there
hoat and stayed overnight at the halfway house Next day 1'd travel on the samp
poled along by two Siamese men—the sampan had a rool to protect us from
sun. The journey took four hours to getto Paktak. our destination. Dad was thef
to meet me and together we'd ride on a trolley worked by hand along the li
to the village Our house stood heside a lake—a large house—Dad's bedroom
one end and where Islept, the other end. We cach had a bathroom ar the
but the toilet was ousside at the back. The main house had a walkway acros
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 to-the cook house where the Chinese cook and my Chinese Amah had
their own. We had a wide verandah along the front of the house. At
\we'd close all doors and windows and quietly stayed inside and before
’d be pad, pad along the verandah with occasional muffled growls—the
on the prowl—I'd watch him through the cracks—what a magnilicent
i He'd take a turn on the verandah and then down the steps and off into
ess till the same time again the next night, Remembered the time when
nd a snake curled under his pillow! Had to watch for cobras too. There
sther house behind us—another Eurapean miner lived there on his own
ger had the big house on the top of the hill facing ours | remember
going up the hill to visit the family. But the best picture of all was
often I'd be in a lirle boat and rowed around it and once 1 got lost
s.able to find my way back—Dad was worried as it was getting late in

moon. He was cross with me and | wasn't allowed to use the boat for

im about what | remembered and he began to cry which upset me
‘ou must have been a lonely lile girl," he said. ‘T didn't spend much
you, did 7" ‘But | wasn't lonely Dad—1 had plenty to occupy me and
d it there' I told hum. He was going to say something else but time was
we had to go. Oh. Dad, please don't be sad and take care of yourself

9 July 1943

ther piano recial at 830 pum. in the Carpenter's Shop. Xenia has a lovely
e sang four songs accompanied by Mrs Milne. It was raining but the

of the rain and the music together made a most soothing harmony. 1

arly liked Xenia singing ‘Danny Boy' and ‘Plaisir d'Amour’

et Young played the study in I Minor, Jesu Joy of My Desiring (Bach);

i G (Beethoven), Waltzes in A Flat and E Minor (Chopin—my favourlte),
piece | haven't heard before The liule white donkey (Ibert). Al in all it

happy interlude in our ordinary course of Camp life

day, 14 July 1943

Was a fight between two womien today over one woman calling another
Pstitute —talk about a slinging match! They went ‘hammer and wngs' as the
Boes and calling each other names. Then someone joined in and got badly
the head. Mrs Lund, in trying to separate the fighters, got hitten on the
One of them collapsed and was raken o hospital. Her mother, in a fit of
i3, ran to the office and reported the alfair o the Nips. The end resuli—
and Betty were locked in a cell and Mrs Nixon had to stay with them
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Thursday, 15 july 1943
At6.30 pm, we had the men's musical concert (piano. flute and violin) perfoy
by Mr Gluhoff and Mr Syde Ross (flute and violin solos); Mr Eisinger ang
Edyvean gave us a duet on two pianos. They arrived late bur were allowed
full time—an enjoyable evening '
There are 1o be no lights between 9 am and 8 P-m-except in bad weag
We are now receiving two ounces of tea per person, Stripe material to be y
in the hospital and what's left to he sold in the store at $1.15 per yard,
we have also been given more material for the children, girls and he |
We've been seeing some cats about—they betrer be careful—if they stay, th
may not he any cats!l!

e

Sunday, 18 July 1943
Saw Dr Hopkins up and about carly this morning—found out later she was
to make marmalade jam!

The sunrise this moming was spectacular and always it scems there is 4 raind
about

Tomorrow our Relatives' Meetings in the Rose Garden have been exten

Also we've had the Nips visiting us four times taday. Have to be very,
careful with everything, So far. nobody knows that 1 am keeping a diary.

Did we have an impromptu concert the other day?—the Creche ladies
They amived to find their chairs and scats placed in a row all facing one
across the corridor. Mornis Junior and May Stuart got the other children tol
down and the show was on the way. Jumor and May did an excellent ime
of Mrs Kronin's Indian Dance. Poor Genevieve Logan could hardly constra
herseli—she had to join in the dance They were so serious and intent and th
gracelul mimicking was delightful to wateh. The dancers then stopped, faced
audience, bowed and began t clap. The audience comprising ol two adults
the rest of the children joined in the clapping. Encouraged, the dancers gav
repeat performance again and again with more applause started by May and Ju
unil all tired of the game Ahl the innocence of children! They do take no
of what goes on around them and we must be made aware of the [act that t
do imitate whar they see!

Wednesday, 21 July 1943
Bathing picnic today and am looking forward to that. It rained very heavily b
night 1 slept on the table under the showers with Xenia and Nellie. Being
the outer side [ got fairly wet but it was sull hetter than sleeping in the cell whe
it's 'muggy’ Had a strange dream and told Miss Smith about it She reckon
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it some good things are going to be in store for us—I wonder! Asked her
ot her shoes—Oh yes! T went to the Office for them. The So-So told me
't put my name down on the list. | told the So-So 1 did put my name
1'wasn't going to go without them. “You arc a very determined young
was the comment. “Oh yes and not so young either” but [ gor my shoes!’
back from swimming—it was really great—the day was not too hot, the
ly and cold. 1 had lessons in lifesaving and we kept within bounds
amost enjoyable time was had by all Saw Mrs Gordon—she's looking
tter.

, 27 July 1943

it we had a play written by Dr Elliot and Mrs Taplyn and produced by
ard. It was performed in the Carpenter's Shop at 830 p.m. It was called
er'—a sketch on Camp life. Dr Fllior as Miss Tooth who lost her teeth
. The Maldy Ghost (Miss Helen Latta) was a good inntation ol one
warders in prewar days Mrs Ackers entered into her part with a hand
Byron as the woman who had second sight was wo good to be tue
oppy Rackman who thought all the time of scientific outlook was really
am. Miss Grifl was a real glamour girl in a sun-suit and hair done in the
ion. Of course. Dr Hopkins (10 me) outbeats the rest in looks and beaning
ousecoat she made Congratulations o all—we enjoyed the show and
ses had their own party after the show

1 29 July 1943
Foss in hospital

v, 30 July 1943
norning everything seems quict. As | write this with the light slowly fading,
i faintly in the distance the sound of a dripping tap. It disturbs my
Entration. Drip. drip. drip—it goes on and an | don't know where it is coming,
ibut it beats imto my brain and 1 can't think 1l have o give up—that drip.
IS getting on my nerves!

ay, 31 July 1943

A night! That dripping tap just went onand on 1 don't know if anybody
Neard it or was it my imagination! Perhaps thar's how prisoners have to put
th that sort of torture and torture it was! 1 had my lingers in my cars. |
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buried my head under my pillow but to no avail—1 could still hear thatg
drrp, drip!

Maude. Mrs Davidge and Mary Lowe are down with the “flu’. As a mgy
fact Mrs Davidge had 1o go 1o hospital, Glad to say Miss Foss is much

An announcement was made in the Queues but | was not present, Later
wld that M [Dr Hopkins] was going to he beaten in the Rose Garden 4
thar afiemoon. [ refused 1o helieve the news thinking thar they must |
misunderstood the announcement
Attwa. the whole floor was as quiet as a mouse. | ran down the steps:
the tormenting thought that it could be tue The ron steps resounded g
4s | ran. Along the cormdors the whole Camp was waiting—for whar? 1 g
someane ‘Tell me what's going on?' She put her hands on my shoulder sg
'm sorry” and burst into tears. Thar was (00 muich for me, sick with dre
arrived at the garden gate
What 1 saw. drained the colour from my face—my beloved M tied to ap
Not far away three Japs were sitting and talking to a sentry who held a y
in his hand
Heedless of the cries and hands that stretched out to stop me, I rushed forw
As I neared that horrible post. M commanded me to stay away. | heeded ity
and flung myself and embraced her “Mother. Mather' I sabbed with anguishg
fear. A hand on my shoulder to try and pull me away Instincrively | encird
M with my anns and clasped my own hands limly round the post
Love seemed to give me strength to resist the sentry’s hand. My arms and ha
were like bands of ron finmly locked tgether, my eyes dilaed with pain and f
The Japs got impatient and rold the senry to get on with the whipping | bra
mysell- The blows came—stinging, smarting, into my flesh. | felt the hot te
down my cheeks—again. again and again the whip was at work, 1 closed |
eyes—involumarily T winced as | tasted blood. Her body w:
my bady broke the force of those vicious blows
The minutes seemed to drag My head throbbed dangerously. My body (8
like a mangled corpse
At last it was over The Japs left us drenched in our own blood Someone caf
and untied M's hands and | simply passed out! The next thing | kew 1 fou
myselfl in bed and bandaged like a corpse fit for a coffin. I remembered wh
happened. | looked around and saw anather banduged figure in the hed hesicle
Could all this take place? Or is my imagination running away with me? Tl
place is getting me down and | must not think along those lines. And if the J3
find this I think [ could be in a bit of a spoL Iimust not write any more (n
vem. I'm becoming mothid—I must stop!

as also bruised |
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1 August 1943

- that Dad has gone into hospital. Dr Worth said not to worry too much
's more than that. He hasn't been well for weeks but refuses to sec
i1 noticed his legs swelling up and he had difficulty with his hreathing,
doctor keeps him in hospial for a while

3 August 1943

sesterday at our usual meeting Shocked 10 see 4 marked change since
) a fortnight ago. Said had a high emperawire Friday night—he felt so
went to see the doctor but fainted on the way and woke upan hospital
d that two men had found him unconscious and had camied him to
The doctor's report—tummy trouble. flu and cloed blood m his head'
fo asked Adrian Clarke about him doing some light chares: Glennie I'm
good with Dad—washing and looking after his needs I'm glad he's
aeone in the Men's Camp to keep an eye on him

Comelius suggests | write to Dad and also o Glennie for report on his

ay, 10 August 1943

ntoday! Mrs Freddy Bloom wants me to have ‘elevenses” with her—a little
d her that she'd better be warned about the ‘litde dumb chick” she’s invited
would be a change!’ she said m thar delightful Canadian voice of hers
ip early for a shower—guess what! there was no water this mormng but 1t
on a couple of hours later Had to get the washing done first so was late
elevenses Everyane seemed to he talking ar once. Mrs Bloom and Mrs
bray told me where they were and what they did when they were mneteen
er was still at college: She felt quite grown-up on account of her heigh
very sell-conscious dhaut her long nose! Mrs de Mowhray was nursing
—she was extremely shy and childish in many ways. She has three children
ingest is twelve and the eldest rwenty-three Received flowers from Dad
and “Uncle’ Phil

It Worth wasn't feeling too good—had one tooth out and two filled

water was turned ofl again this afternoon

day, 11 August 1943

ght Joyce. Nellie and mysell did not go to bed until well after micnight
e them laugh with my funny tricks, I was i a crazy mood!

For the first time Bloom and de Mowbray slept out in the garden—an umbrella
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was on their chair. Around three this morning it rained—I had 10 sleep in the
roam. Bloom slept right through till morning. Jokingly 1 blamed her for
on account of the umbrella being an invitation for it to rain!

Our Monday night lectures are a real treat—Mr Gibson-Hill on Evoly
Modemn Man

Earthquakes and Volcanoes by Dr Ingham.

Lecture on Graphology by Mr Scott and | guess we'll all be giving the nor
@ once over!

Our Sunday services continue to Inspire us—we are indeed lucky not
them cancelled

Friday, 13 August 1943
There was a strange row going on at ahout six this moming on AIV
poked Mrs | with an umbrella with the words *You are disturhing everyol
your snares’ At this. the latrer opened her eyes and said ‘Nonsense. 1 wasn't;
and entered her cell o see the time. Came out and told Mrs B ‘It's nearly si
IU's time to get up anyway’

Just then Mrs D came out and baptised Mrs B saying ‘This will teach yof
towake us up at this hour of the morming’. As a result, Mrs B is £0Ing 10 col
to Mrs N

Camp Lullahy
(with apologies)

You might have heen the best internee
And first rate at every chore,

Had the temper of an angel

And were brilliant furthermore

All your goodness counted for nothing,
All your virtues we ignored

For the only thing that mattered

Was, my lady, did you snore?

You might have swiped your neighbour's ration,
Stole wristwatches by the score,

Stuck hent pins in dear old ladics

And bounced babies on the flaor.

We judged you not your blooming morals
Though they shocked us to the core

Rest assured, all was forgiven

Just as long you did not snore!
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. 14 August 1943
enomenon occurred on AIV this moming ‘You brute! You Pig!
u! What .. .' Mrs B gave vent in her sleep but what followed was
ically sudden that it could not have been a nightmare. She got up, gathered
and disappeared into her cell. What a lifel What a woman! We were
ring what it was all about.
day. Bought some things—the second tme after many, many months
ter was turned off again. Rehearsing—U'm Tubal in the "Merchant of Venice’

j, 16 August 1943
il of the ‘Water Babies' Joyce. Nellie and sell went o the Rose Garden
the dance this afternoon. Moring had a game of quoits

y, 17 August 1943
actice all this aftemoon. Had an interested audience—four men in the

—overheard at [irst-aid practice—

- ‘What would you do il a patient stopped breathing?’
pply artificial reparriation’ laughter from the cl
i

y, 18 August 1943

must go on tonight instead as scheduled for tomorow night—orders
Nipponese officer. Fathers of those taking part will be allowed 1n 1o see
It went off very well. Our visitors cerminly enjoyed themselves. Alter
the Nips came round with a lady’ riend (perhaps to sec that we didn’t
one of our men in our cells!)

ing outside under the lines

a injections to take place as from today

day, 19 August 1943
Wee and sclf (nicknamed “The Twins'l) slept outside again. Anmn is sore from the
fection. Played quoits after our work, Rested in the aliemaoon
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Spm Nip officer and two guards appeared on the scene. He looked ¢
very cross indeedl. Something must have upset him. He kicked the doors ¢
pulled the curains asicle, pushed tbles and chairs aside and slapped severa]
as he went on a rampage—like a mad bull, he was. Mrs N and others
was drunk—sure—drunk with rage was what 1 thought. Perhaps he rece

news ahout the war. Poor Joyee. she was quite scared about the whole
think we all were

Saturday, 21 August 1943
Heard Dr ES Lawne died around 6 this moming—suicide apparently. A
in the Red Cross Hut saw many nurses and doctors attending the [uneral, |
how: many more will go the same Way? Sometimes it isn't casy 10 be che
especially when the ‘bug’ hits vou and you feel as if your inside is coming
i huits and pieces. 1

Dear God, please end this war soon

and get us ot of here helore we gl
die from hunger

Thursday, 26 August 1943
Another spell in hospital—teeling rotten—no appetite! Gat into trouble for not ef
the ‘bubo —homible stff! The doc warnied if I don't car the swilf 1 end up gef
beri-beri! [ don't think 1 want to look at ‘watery rice” when [ leave this helll
of a place. Still losing weight—won't win in a Beauty Contest—1 Jook at
and what do T see—tummy that sticks out—arms and legs—well, I think a sp
legs would look thicker than mine. Skin yellow with “atebrin'—yak! indeed
don't laugh

A new literary competiion has been amanged on the same lines as the last @
held i the spring of this year

Sunday, 29 August 1943
Saw M. Had a talk abour the competition—thinks I should have another god
but am not wo sure this time even though have been doing some short stof
and having a try at verses—not 100 good ar that either but it helps to while a¥
the time! Went to Church as usual Signed up for play reading—outside the wa
The programme was most mnteresting— Tnifles” by Susan Somebody—| was M
Peters. wile of the County Attomey (Dr Worth). The second play was The Appledd
by Bernard Shaw: | was King Magnus in that did not finish this one as time
short—to continue next Sunday
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2 September 1943
ch talk about repatriation again and it is more than possible that before
be leaving Malaya

Copied from Pow-Waow af Ist September, 1943
s eaving never to return again. It will be a sad farewell for there is something
t and especially about this country that first wins one’s heart and then
blood. Belore our departure we should personally like to say:~ Thark vou
ink you for all you have taught and given me, Thank vou lor intreducing
strange people and their different philosophies. customs and habits. Thank
charming language (mata mata for policemen, Keta somborg for CN]ess
‘many coloured sarong, old hammered brass and pewter. the snakelike kris
dlike p'rahaus - all these you showed me: The Chinese Temple in Penang
at Portuguese Church in Malacea, @ sea ol rubber ees wming copper and
view from ‘The Gap’ ona moonlit night. a tin mine seen in [lashes of lighming
I won't forger And there was Pangkor Island where the whole
ed with the rhythim of the henmit crabs and the Tamil fishermen sang as
in their nets i your jungle 1 saw the first hlick panther and heard the
ing to his pack. Ol your shore | hooked a barraeuda and watched @ schoal
imming otters. Thank you too for land and weather where one can really
coming up, growing, blossoming where the seed hecomes a tree and
it within twelve months

i ear, you gave us warmth and food lood for the hody from
food for the soul in the heaty ol your skies. Goudbye and bless va

't that a lovely amicle—1 doubt whether T could have penmed those fechngs
s our editor of the Pow-Wow—the feelings | truly share with her

ave problems with water supply but so far nobody has been caught under
er!

bour two cholert injecrions now—arm pretty sore at the moment

¥, 3 September 1943

Fthose who received leters from *home is posted both in A and E blocks
Beident at the fire—Nellic Symons and Betty Lancaster are looking their old
Once more: Miss Fggar's leg 15 up to its old form. Eunice Holer can again
world though her back s still sore. We don't think ‘Nick™ Nicholson has
€ across the way so there is no telling whom she had in mind when she
dehusked her coconur murmuring “These coconuts are like some of the
ke off their whiskers and there's nothing left Speaking ol coconurs, what
te our tame chicken has! (called Horace by the amateurs but Clementine
grose who know!n) An awful lot of scraping goes on in A kitchen and 1LA
Bon [ower A] but ir's never wo much for him—her—it!
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There is one thing wrong with Betty Milne’s new novel—she's taking r
time writing it—and we want to know what happened next,

Sunday. 5 September 1943
Church as usual. Evening rehearsal of the ‘Merchant of Venice'~1 am Ty
lrish Jew. Miss Parfitt is coaching me on the ‘Merchant of Venice'. Also rehg
lor the' Acrobatic Act, Russian and Oriental Dances

Tuesday, 21 September 1943

Otled my hair to make greasy curls for tonight—all ready for The Mercl
Venice' Al went well and everyone enjoyed the show—the firsg
appearance of the Play Reading Circle!

Thursday, 23 September 1943
At Exhibition in the Red Cross Hut—had a look—not much knowledge of ag
liked some of the portraits, The others | didn't understand—too abstract for
like my art plain and simple!

Jovee much better last night Three new internees arrived today Blackou
agam tonight (8 pmi 10 8 am)

Thursday, 7 October 1943

Have been in hospial again—anather bout of malaria, Now coughing has
and have to take things quietly for a while Feeling very shaky in my legs:
no energy left for anything—haven't written since last entry (23rd September):
head leels so sore and 1 see that beri-heri has set in, Not in too good a sh
ar the moment

Sunday, 10 October 1943
Last night we were told that there is going to be a Roll Call in the Rose G
a9 am. today. Early this moming we got ready 1o go 1o the Rose Garden:
very uneasy about my diaries—what 10 do with them—stacked thern between!
schoal books and prayed that they'd be safe as before when the Japs came aro!
the last couple of times

An hour went by before a troop of about 30 men arrived and started scarchi
cach cell 1 felt quite sick Another hour went by and we were ordered 1o g0
A garden and E block Tt was really hot today—we had rugs across lines for so
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sn't untl late in the afternoon we were allowed to go to the Carpenter's
inted and some were sick with the hear—thirsty and hungry—especially
en, Later we were given coffee and tea. Coconuts were opened and eaten
hildren had milk brought to them. | felt rotten—still suffering from the

to my cell as fast as my shaky legs would go but nothing was disturbed
was just as we had left it this morning Food arnved—rice and soup—
f men—no guards with them this time. Felt wo ill to eat and had a
hivers again. How long can | keep up with my diaries | wonder before
runs out should I stap now but I can’t—1 must go on writing or 111 go
ing able to write down my thoughts

j, 11 October 1943

's episode is now being relerred to as the ‘Double Tenth'—the day the
mp-Tai (Secret Military Police) descended on Civilian Internment Camp
sure they would find a spy ring, mansmitters erc. with the idea that
oing to sabotage the [sland of Singapore, The result—28 men were taken
fid a couple of women: Even the Bishop of Singapore was included. They
away 10 he questioned and toreured T guess, We don't know exactly
1o become of them

thing appeared quiet 1 started to wrire on a piece of paper about yesterday
it | thought when suddenly there were the sounds of heavy boots and
tily [ got ric of the piece of paper and quickly ran outside and lay down
g 1o be asleep, Up they went. their boots ‘clanging” on the iron stairs

8aps found it—Think, think! But | can't—l know 1 haven't got it with me
't leave here to look tor it All quiet at last—dare | go back 1o the Carpenter's
10 look for it? Better not and see what happens

day, 12 October 1943
me a long ume to get o sleep—my mind went aver and over again tying
alise what | did when | heard those footsteps the first time. Tossed and
—Nellie got cross with me for keeping her awake. Finally sleep came and
it a strange dream—1 was woken by @ young man who wore a soldier’s
Mn—1 could not see his face but heard his voice

a strange vaice and the
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words he used were foreign to me but 1 seemed 1o know what he wap
to do—go back to the Carpenter's Shop and [ will find what 1 am looking
woke up very early this moming and quietly tiptoed into the Carpenter's.
and immediately knew exactly what I had to do Quickly I went 1o a pile of ey
sticked ready for our moming te making and instinctively 1 put my hand.
the pile at one comer of the stack and withdrew my piece of paper—ap,
Ihad hurriedly poked it in there when 1 heard the Japs coming and s0m
! had forgotren what | had done with it. S range how the subconscious wy
am glad 1 found it as it happened | was writing ahout the ‘Double Tenth
I have been raken away and tortured on the strength of that? | don't kno
Japs are funny abour certain things—the trouble is that we don't know what
“certdin things' are! |

Thursday. 14 October 1943

7.30 am —while we were having our showers the Nips came around to i
us in our naked glory! Laterat 11 am they came around again—some of usy
searched by a Chinese gil wha came with them

Friday. 15 October 1943
The Nips are on the prowl again! Have to be very carelul with My notes—
spend o0 much ime in wiiting in case [ get caught

Tuesday, 19 October 1943
Since the ‘Double Tenth' we've had the Nips doing their rounds ar all how
the night. Two of them entered our cell~had a good look around, picked
couple of the school hooks—I tried to look unconcemed. Last night heard st
noises—sounded like tanks or heavy machinery moving

Wednesday, 20 October 1943
Woke up by howling wind—dark clouds hid the moon Looked like we're in
a drenching—hurriedly got up and scutded inside then decided to stay put
¢enjoy the cooling wind.

Monday, 1 November 1943
Called to the Office this afternoon, wortied thinking that my diaries have
discovered—was told 1 had 0 go alone with the sentry. Entered the room—tht
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al of the Nipponese guards present. Was asked some questions regarding
pationality. The Officer looked down a register and then handed me
with my name on it. Addressee’s name unknown but hand writing
was from Fidelis. my Godmother but she’s now Mrs Remeguis A

, 6 November 1943

@0 am. in the Rose Garden. No bread yest y. This morning water
‘and shortage of bubu. Have been busy with washing underaken for M
old, cold shower. Roll Call ended at around 11 am: Again no bread and
il below standard—something’s up. lor sure

9 November 1943

cold and in bed—looks preuy flushed Took her washing our lor the
g took washing back 10 her—M saw the clean hankies an top—ey es apened
relief and said in a low voice “Ah, most welcomed'

pped coming—tiffin served in Rose Garden corridor—just like old umes—
pver again!

fs 12 November 1943
te nighi—slepr outside—moon full bur watery looking, Having prohlem
eyes—itchy and sore- Milne suggests | see the ‘doc’ tomorrow. Saw
today who said, ‘Your eyes giving you wouble? Thar's hecause you are
gand writing in the bad light | know
ltered for | knew she was right
mined my eyes and said I've got an infec tion—given an eve wash and rold
dark plasses—no reading, sewmg or writing (1 wonder how she expects
while away my time)

saw you' she accused me—my

5 15 November 1943

flonstance had 1o go into hospital—seems a few more of us are having to

fitime in hospital laely—our health is suffering manly with dysenery, spates
arial attacks and of course malnwrition Being hungry all the time is getnng

I a joke—guess we'd car anything that's going]
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Wednesday, 17 November 1943

Having Roll Calls every Sawrday now. Rained pretty heavily last night. Early i
awakened by a loud, strange droning—explanations many—some said pla
artillery moving, ete. Went on for about % hour. Have been trying my
writing stories and verses (of sorts)

The Dream
(with apologies)

Her voice sounded sweeter and her words
Rang clearer than the songs of the birds:
Her face seemed lovelier and her ways
More loving and tender In a few days
She changed completely and her smile
Took on a more motherly style—
Still the Mother of my dreams and vet not the same
She seemed different somehow when her children came,
There was serene happiness on their face
That marked the change that had taken place—
Through her eyes she seemed to see
All the Tovely things that would be

Friday, 19 November 1943
Stll having treatment for my eyes. Under 21 years to get bananas and afsq
allowed extra bun for heavy chores every second day. Mrs Gordon in h
again—having eye trouble. M improving—bur cough noy improving—looking
tred oo

Saturday, 27 November 1943
Usual Roll (;111~alphaheucally this time. Heard 60 new internees coming
Printer's Shop must be cleared hy Tuesddy Dr Worth busy armanging for
peaple in Carpenter's Shop Having supper in school room. Several peaple chanj
cells and complete blackout for tomorrow night!

Thursday, 2 December 1943
New internees not here yet—authorities said we are not prepared to receive
and huts have to be built for them Mrs Gordon not allowed visitors Fossy g
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Rumours of all kinds doing the rounds, There is also an edginess
women—it doesn’t seem to take much for a quarrel to star.

December 1943
Local people—two hundred more to come—swhere are we going to
wonder. The whole place s so crowded already and tempets do [ray

. 8 December 1943
s since Japan dropped the bomb on Singapore—two vears! 1s it really
1 remember so clearly thar day in Cameron Highlands—Ah, Cameron

how much longer before we get out of this place! Holidy for Nippon
ees today. Mrs Gordon ill again—no visitors allowed

ay, 9 December 1943

\l bad night—head ached and had the shivers, Some habies cry most
ght. Early moming woken with the sound of heavy rain Steam off again
OE us our fea at 8-8.30 with the usial bubu and again at 330 pm. Good
bands and wives allowed 10 meet Christmas Day

10 December 1943

and refreshing sleep—cool and breezy—have bed near my ‘garden path’
b shower and bank. The rushing water from the drain into the lower one
really peacelul and 1 am undisturbed heve—reminds me—strange as it
of the streams up Cameron Highlands! Miss Nicholson offered me her bed
sleeps in the treatment room and 1 aceepted—very kind of her

4y, 19 December 1943

ler Roll Call yesterday. Thinking of what to get for Joyee's Xmas preseni—
Tcould make a mattress for her—out of mine—Joyee managed to get sacking
Worked hard at it Joyce wanted to help but 1 said o’ Quite pleased
the effor—produced two mattresses out of one! One of the new intermces
10 buy one of them—Not for sale | said as it’s a Nmas present for a mend—

ing to pay $25 for it. but said "No' She wanted to know what am I geting
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out ol it. ‘Friendship’ 1 said. ‘s that all? For all that work—1 am willing to/
you know '

I'm sorry but her friendship means more 10 me than money.’

“Well. 1 must say, whoever she is, she is lucky to have you for a fii

1 don’t know about that—I think I'm the lucky one to have her as a
she has never had a maitress and it's time she had one. Besides, | can't
Xmas present, can 17

She smiled—=1 understand’

Praudly I carried the two mattresses and went into the schooltoom in
ol Joyce: There she was and | gave it to her—there was astonishment on her
Tor me? Oh. Sheila. you are a treasure! Thank you so much My—it's nice
soft” as she hugged it 1o hersell

Tuesday, 21 December 1943
Another batch of new arrivals—all from upcountry Alter tea Mrs Fincher
for the Heavy Fatigue 1o go to the Nips' office o pick up Xmas gifts from
heard that the POWs gave $800 to Lady Thomas as a gift to the Camp. Hi
activity all round—geting ready for Xmas.

Saturday. 25 December 1943

Xmas Day—again! Our second Xmas in Changi Gaol and we thought we'd c
of here hefore this—who satd that? Went to Mass, Alter brealdfast helped 1o dis
all the presents. Received a liule awograph hook from M. Had given her a
of cami-knicks that | had made and note which | wrote as follows:—

All that you wish yourself today. | wish you and please accept this gt
mother would because T know exactly how you feel about it. [ do not want
to think that you ought to do something in return. for if you do, it is | who!
be under an obligation. not you. Please do not thank me. The pleasure of di
this for you is all the thanks [ allow mysell. Besides, what | really want is
easy 1o obtain. So | am quite content and thankful for small mercies that
t0 brighten my way. It is a year today since | have known you personally
I thank you for giving me something [ will cherish all my lile—meaning yo
andl the memory of you after this—thank you for all that you have done for
for your patient care—your gentle reproof and sound advice—for your sym|
and discretion—lor listening to me and above all for being what you are to
my Dream Mother, my Inspiration. Thank you “Mother” 15 all that | can say!
these lintle things thar mean so much o me. God bless you and all those you 11
and others who love you May today be for you as happy as it can possibly’
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a tin of chicken curry at tiffin. Later got dressed for our relatives’ meeting,
Garden. Saw Dad who is looking very thin and suddenly very old
tears in his eyes as he hugged me and | wished 0 God that we'll
place soon for his sake as [ can sce that he is slowly fading away
's party at 6 pamn. At S pm stationed mysell at the schoolroom door,
e children from entering. Kept preuy busy An olficer and two sentries
jed the boys across the courtyard

Kennard again) also received a present—and was surprised!

with Phyliss. we went to the hospital to wish the patients a Happy
w Mrs Comelius—surpnsed and regardless of rules went o speak 1o her
s just a litdle tired and necded a rest. Told her she'd been working too

saw Mrs Gordon, gently touched het hand soas not to lrighten her and
hed her a happy NXimas. She was surprised and with her dark glasses
dn't see who it was—then, "Oh, it's you, my dear’ when she recognised
It's nice to see you, Sheily and laughed. Asked how' she was—Nuch
going to the San, later.” She looked so thin and somehow so sad and
ew the reason for her sadness—1 received bad news today—my youngest
my sister's child, is dead. He was killed—died of wounds

sorry" and held her hand nght

ight sister came over and said it was time to leave

, 27 December 1943

A door hanged—someane yelled excitedly. ‘Listen—u bomb!’
Mrs K came in and said quite seriously, ‘Singapore is up in flames!” A habble
Iges—"Yes, yes! The Americans have dropped bombs just now

it be true? Guiess we wanted ta believe that it's true. Rumours of repatriation
ing around. More intemees came in from KL—also a nun from Malacea
! Blackour all of a sudden—poor Miss Martin in the middle of having a
in the canfusion kicked the bucket of water. Her cell mate wasn't very
d with the “wer' mess! Things got a bit heared between the two women—
e lights came on and there wasnt that much of a mess afier alll

Y, 31 December 1943
today. Had camp cleaned yesterday for the nspection—rhen had np water
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AMERICAN RED CROSS
RECEIPT FOR INVALID FOOD PACKAGE
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- )
3
e have recelved today,ane invalid food package fram THE AMERICAN NATIONA
RED CROSS through the International Red Cross Committee,

vesterday evening! Have heen making calendars for M. Comellus, Worth and 5’4
and a bookmark for Stiffy Whire

Red Cross parcels given out today—one parcel hetween 6 people—fell on:
to collect it for our group

ltems included—1 tin prunes, 1 un powdered milk; 1 packet cheese; 2
chocolate: 1 packet sugar; 2 bars soap; 8 packets vegetable protein soups. 20
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ets cigarettes (for the smokers); 1 tin salmon; 3 tins (tiny) butter;
ymed pork; 1 tin Premium; 1 small tin grape jam; 2 tins chopped
+ 1 tin Bovril combeel; 1 tin Rosemill Pate. What a lovely New Year's

iss MacDonald with free issue of coconut oil by ticking names off

Mrs Comelius again—not looking so well. Barbara Smith pleased with
- Stiffy White delighted with her hookmark.

Mrs Gregory told me to see Dr Worth—pguessed it's about Dad—1
¢ Dr Worth said not to worry too much—Dad suffering from high

sure and under observation. Will keep me informed of his progress

-what next?
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Saturday, 1 January 1944
Coltee party all 1230 pim. Greeted the New Year with singing and dancipg
a few tears flowing freely from us all. Wonder whar is in store for
1944 —[recdom?

Oh, God, deliver us [rom all this soon. soan. After alot of hugging and
we went ofl to our respective resting places. | was oo keyed up o go to sl
just sat on the steps looking out ar the stars. thinking my own thoughts

Friday, 14 January 1944
Joyee's birthday and she's 211 1 wonder if Tl have my 21st birthday h
But that's 2 vears away—surely we'll be aut of here then ar will we? Had a
hirthday treat lor Joyce. Later | sacwith Panhne. Xema and Kyra and wi
talking about spiders. lairies and our war experiences. Nenia spoke of the
men who were under a truck thatcaught lire—they were covered in ol a
implored their mates to shoot them before the Japs could get 1o them. After
some of the prisoners with their hands bored and serewed togethier—how dre

Then | told them whau [had seen the day after we surrendered—a dying
woman lying on the road with her tummy gashed open and her baby lyi
far away with 1ts head almost severed from its body—both of them just

1 think the bombing did that. Later | wimessed a Jap sentry plunge his S8
into a haby's twmmy w kil i and he had a smile on his face! It was hot
I couldn’t help shivering, remembering that look on the man’s face—as if
enjoying what he was doing to that baby Homible vision o have hefore my €§
can | ever forget—can 17 Will 12 L

We sat in silence for a while. Then Xenia spoke. “You know, Sheila, I
know what to do or think. Il only Ray is here or even my brother.”

Do you love Ray? Do you know where he 157

1 dont know where he is and | don’t know il [ love him. | thought E
1 was very unhappy at home and | was lonely and I guess he was lonel
Now | miss him sometimes and at other umes | have no feelings. When @
is over and if Tdon't see him again I don't think I'd mind. Maybe he's changed
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out the one next door?

¢ know about him though I'm told he's crazy abour me

Xenia, do you believe i love and marriage?

o. I don't think | can marry awman | don'tlove What about you. Sheila?
think 1 will marry —seen too many marriages break up

g and | feel so depressed—sometimes T want to end 1t all

that. There's lile ahead of you. It's being in here that's making you
gel so down in the dumps. This nightmare must end one day—1 only
let's try and get some sleep—you

“day comes soon. Come on, Neni
time it is? 230" in the morning!”

y, 20 January 1944

ing last night from 630 10 730 pam. and to he on every Thursday
has been heard singing lustily in her cell=quite weird, 1 helieve and
ested that she's going “batty'!

January 1944

e a new team of Officers—Women's Representatives—Mrs Chowns,
MacDonald; Camp Superintendent—Mrs Jennings; Deputy—Miss
Fatigue olfficer—Mrs Toussaint

—no smoking alter 10 pimi—a blow lor the heavy smokers!

m Maureen that five men are sullering from diabetes and insulin will
et end of the month or next! The “faimes’ (nickname for the Nips hecause
equent ‘flitting’ rounds!!1) heen asked for sulin supplies—no supplies yet

Y, 26 January 1944
today—ofl food and aching all over Had to see the Doc to ger
1o be off work tomorrow and instead got carted o hospital —malaria

I

13 February 1944

b of hospital yesterday—ended up with a very bad cough. Chest sore
nt coughing. Mum worried in case it's TB as there have been a couple
bout. Weight loss—steady—now down 1o less than 7 stone!

Miss Harnett had a stroke—account given by Mary M: Miss Harmeit's
td her cry out for help and found her on the floor. Mary Scott and Dr



I

100 Diary of a Girl in Changi 1941-45

Worth arrived to take charge. A priest was called as Miss H remained uncopy,
this morning,

Explosion yesterday evening Diet—only rice and soup with buby this g
and evening—don't feel like cating much yer. 1

Tuesday, 15 February 1944
Xenia taken by the Nips to office last night—locked up and Mrs Cho:
in the office. Guess someone put her in? Her cell w.
her boylriend's Nothing was found

Apparently a letter was sent to Mr B (from a ‘whire person’—Mr B’s wy
aceusing them of writing letters. Now rold if caught ‘a week's solitary confing
Il caught with letter—6 months and if leter conwins news of war, your head
be off—also for nules broken in Camp, no maver how small will not
Now we know what to expect!

as raided today as

£0 unpupj

Sunday, 20 February 1944
Teaching Jeannje embroidery. Jews moved o huts and nce store. Fossy and
Mul had an argument about cotton thread for men's mending articles but ¢
got sorted out i the end. Asked Fossy il rumour about the Japs asking

resign from office true—only said that the Japs thought M is nor well enoyy
the job!

Wednesday, 23 February 1944 .
Have been taking food to Mrs Harrison and Davidge—both not well. Mrs Broadl
is ill with fever and 1 have heen taking food 10 her too

Been raining for some days now. Food bad—buns and soup. Momnings 8
evenings bubu—no rice—only beans, peanuts, sago flour and water Many of
are suffering from the ‘Trots’

Monday we had (wonder of wonders!) lish at 9 pm in the schoolroon
there were shouts of “fish, fish' and hefore you could say ‘Jack Robinson'l
schoolroom was swarming with screaming Jostling females! Just like a fish ma
the noise was! Suddenly the lights went out—pandemonium!!! Then the ligh
came on again—you'd swear someone was playing a game with us

‘How come everybody's getting such a small piece?’

‘How small? Show mel’

‘Mine is smaller than yours’ and so it Boes on, everybody talking at the sif
tme—actually it was only a morsel! It smelt like fish but wsted like nothing, *HA
Its fresh” crossed my mind but what the heck it was food after allf
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February 1944

m 12 t0 12.30 pam, for siren practice. Barbara and 1 walking about marriage
frene and Diana are engaged—wonder if it is possible to have a wedding
ot likely!!! Can you just imagine how many marriages there would he
were allowed?

did a mess in front of M’s cell last night and those sleeping near
erically sick all night with the smell. M had to clean 1 all up with the
arie Robinson and Mrs Mather

helton Palmer had a heart anack. Heard that Mrs B wrote lerer w the
complaining that some had second servings of food and she was not
to have any and so she now refluses to have her own ration. The Kitchen
called before ‘B'—they explained that she was a linde off her head—
king that she was being potsoned by us—showed him her ration saying
y give her a litde more than anyone else. Asked how some got “seconds
2rs not—he was told that wirns were taken. Mrs B had had hers the other
fof course she's not entided until her wn comes: So ‘B said “What 15
plaining about? If that is her ranon and she won't take it. let her starve
enough. Even | have lost weight since I've come here as the diet is so
her go without it

ope thar's the end of that—=no more letters from Mrs B

, 26 February 1944
t'B' came round—smelt of dnnk—very friendly and chattered with a
- 1 was going o Mrs Harrison's cell with some rice and spinach and
er if she wanted any “B' came in—"All young people’ and looked at the
s your dinner?’

3

[ replied
U eat it now?

A Do not waste anything now Food hard to get

B, no 1 said. ‘I'm too hungry to throw any food away

dded his head—Very hungry No food 10 waste.” Looked behind the doar
's that? as he lifred the teacosy You all married?

' came the answer

U too?" incredulously of Mum who nodded. “You look oo young' he said
€d 0 me. "You too? .

P was all he said Asked if we wanted to see our husbands
e would like 10' answered Mrs Harrison
f€s! Perhaps once a month or maybe once a week, yes? we all nodded our
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heads. “Bur there are men with no wives and women no hushands—so jf
YOu to-meet—it is not nice—they not like and be jealous.”
Ve, that can be true, o we said
He seemed puzzled at this reply. Turning to me. “You have hushapg
My father is here in the Men's Camp
Maybe sweetheart, yes?'
‘No'
“Ah! plenty men in Camp”
Yes. but we don't get a chance 1o see them!'
You like 1o try" he persisted
‘But we can't see them, |
‘What you do all da
‘Work, read. play.
School! No school’
I mean not real sehool—just talking abouy [nends and telling stories,
children

answered warily as | became suspicious,
" He asked waiching me
ool —(a slip there)

‘I sce Just now what you talk ahout—love stories, maybe? We smiled
another look around— Okay—goodmght’ and left s 1o wonder what wasj
mind He wasn't that drunk as he took a good look around the cell, h
suppose 10 see if he could find anything unusual or perhaps he thought w
up. to something being closeted in a group! He even stopped 1o ask X
he went out if she was still sending kisses o her boylriend 1ooks like
have 1o be very carelul from now on

Sunday. 27 February 1944
Water off again last night and all day today. Camp stinks terribly. ‘B’ in bad
today. Food ration cut 1o Y. Had a spot of rain and we rushed o catch the h
sent water but it lasted only 4 few seconds. Situation pretty desperate. Wh
water came on there was such a rush 1o get to the water, the cisterns had
chance w fill up. The water kept going off and on ar % hourly intervals
dquarter to 9 p.m. Managed to get a shower late and managed to wash my
(a last!)

The office shifted to Red Cross Hut. Mrs Shelton Palmer much hetter t

Wednesday, 1 March 1944
Monday and Tuesday % ration of nee Today nio bunsand Y% ration of rice Hurl
pains! Filling up with water. Legs swelling and what a ‘pot’ belly I am develop

Red Cross Hut opens today in one of the E hus Yesterday evening had
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ildren’s Exhibition in the schoolroom. Had surprise for supper—no
a new kind of bun—sweet potato! Had our pay too! ($5)

4 March 1944

o ay—breakfast as usual. Tiffin—soup and colfee. no rice. Supper—
nd Red Palm Oil Cake—no bubu

—no rice. Food seems to be getting less bur raton of papayas and
s given out, Can't understand shortage of rice when fruit is being hrought

going around again—many think this is going to be an eventiul month
ld be out before Xmas. “Hope springs cternal!

March 1944

I=rumour of Armistice heing signed and could be announced ar Roll Call!
hits ago drone of planes woke the Camp. There was a bu
d to figure out what all this meant

y cases to be in Camp from now on. Mrs Flower appears to he geting
ound her singing ‘There was an old woman who lived i a shoe She
lildren but she knew what to do- Ha. ha. hal” Found a hammer and
one of the children—lorunately her aim wasn't too good and no one

of excitement

Came rowards me. still singing in a high pitch voice Looked ar me

eemed like a long time. Prodded me with a finger and asked *Am [ mad?

urse not” | saic

u think [ am mad?

¥ should 17 You are no more mad than 1 am and don't think | am mad
think | am mad? | asked her

00-00" she replied. Picked up a cushion—Feel this cushion—ir's heavy

Qu think?

Vit feels heavy | wld her

i knock you out with it can’t 17/

guess you can but you won't. will you?

0-00" she shook her head. Looks like a “cat and mouse’ game this She

="You such a dear linle thing and vou are my [rend. my friend. How
Kiss then” and she twmed her cheek towards me. Gave her a peck and

EBuided her towards the hospital. Sister wok over und asked her "How ar

Mis Flower?

e

Al thank you' she replied. 1 feel we all are going o he prery sick
long,
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Wednesday, 15 March 1944
General inspection at 1 pm. Lunch at 12.30 pm. Offered to help wash cop;
These inspections are getting to be a nuisance—seems as if the Nips are g
to catch us doing something we are not supposed to be doing. Only hayg
more exercise books to write my diary in—writing has been geuing smallgy
smaller: Soon the ink will run ow and 1l have to resort to writing. in

Sunday. 19 March 1944
Fossy's birthday (58). Yesterday M informed that Dad’s in hospital again byg
some minor illness! Having eye trouble had application of silver nigg
pretty painful. Barbara beter again. Saw Mrs Gordon—improving, Mrs Sh
Palmer—no change. Orr and Redfern—critical condition

Tuesday, 21 March 1944 )
Heard the lollowing related—How dare you suggest that woman to be my
mate and a lot more—reason Mrs € had either 1o double up or go 1o the Carpes
Shop: She chose the latrer
Children’s Fancy Dress Parade today in the Rose Garden at 6.30 pm T
wete free issues of sweets, biscuits and peanut offee according to the dra
U0 I draw roffee, get % packer of sweets
(D) 1 draw sweets, get % packer of toffee
(3) Il biscuits, ger 6 ozs of hiscuits
By order of the powers-that-he—the flower gardens 1o be converted into ve
gardens. Seed and cuttings will be provided
Saw the parade—excellent and several of the children contributed an it
It was great seeing them enjoying themselves—especially Hugh Davidsond
Eileen Hamns, Results of the prize=winners will be known later Looked alter Jaf
while her mother took care of Billy who was feeling off colour
Told bean bun if taken in excess has a ‘maddening’ effect so we are ge
salt lish paste to counter act the ‘madness!'—scems strange. Accounts of W
goings on like Mrs Lopez believing that there is someone sitting on top off
floor every night in the dark and that one night she went into her cell and
was positive thar there was someone else sitting in the dark, Ghosts???

Thursday, 23 March 1944
Papayas given out today. Mrs Gordon looking more like herself. Mrs Ma i
gone into hospital—poor woman—she’s really very bitrer at losing her husb®
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ed the ‘fairies’ for having killed him by not allowing her to nurse him
jt she could have saved him by nursing him herself. Saw her in hospital
?‘_4'n do was to let her cry!

¢ 25 March 1944

e of Gula Batu—" 1b (Chang)) Peanut Toffee, sweets and biscuits have
e in. Mail from ‘Home' has arrived and there is a newspaper for all 1o
schoolroom from 930 am to 1230 pm. and from 430 pm 10

t was looking alter Janice m the Printer’s Shop—heard a loud “thud
cried out and heard that Mrs Perena had fallen. Two Noor walkers
out and | offered to fetch M. Dared not leave Janice by hersell so took
e. Told Sister on dury to tell M. Walked back with her and explained
happened. Wanted to know il she had fainted—all | knew was that
aybe she slipped with her child

She's alovely child. isn't she and you kept us amused in hospital
" She spoke soltly. Janice was very quict

n while resting Sheila Summers woke me up with the news thar Mrs
and Dr Williams have returned—also Mr Stevens. M and Dr Worth were
nd the two women were put in hospital. Wonderful to have them hack
in—wonder 1l [ will ever know what happened to them while outside—
must have had a terrible time judging by their physical appearance
om looks really ill. Mrs Orr dying—a priest was in awendance

men were also returned o the Camp—Hugh Fraser, Adrian Clarke,
Coulson, Stanley, John Long (shot}—7 dead and 16 more to go. Mrs

, 1 April 1944

00l's Day—not a fool today! 10 0z of Gula Batu today. Met M on the stairs
ila, is it true that you found a dead rat in your spinach?’ 1 stared at her
did you get that story from?' | asked

ll; someone said that you found something sticking out from the spinach
Ing it was a piece of stalk. you pulled it out and found it was a rat's tail

ghed out loud—1 think you've been had—ir's April Fool's Day!

e talk about a surprise tomorrow. Heard there’s a snake in the vicinity
some thieving going on in the Printer’s Shop—midnight prowlers going
people’s things. Most unpleasant thought. | can see that we're going to
€10 be very watchful
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Sunday, 2 April 1944
Choir practice for Faster. Evening heard Mrs Nixon taken away. Y very yp
and also expects to be called by the Nips. Freddy Bloom looking more [ike:
old sell” Heard M. Dr Rohinson, Mrs Chowns, Meir, Lady Thomas and Lady Hg
had 10 answer questions on Camp life. Wonder wha going on in the N
mimnds—trying to set a tr p. | think

Friday. 7 April 1944
Good Friday. Had hot steam on from 10 am. 1o 1 p-m. Breakfast—m:
Way of the Cross from 10.30 am, 1o 1115 am Durning service—rained p’
heavily. Chairs and tables wet bur rain stopped about 1130 am and the
started to come in, Dad was among the first group—very thin but looks reaso ak
well. Told Dad about decision to do Senior Certilicate exam
Heard from Fossy that Adrian Clarke and Buchannan are dead. believed kil
Freddy says men marvellous especially Clarke—full of courage—thinks }
Nixon might be mreated more leniently—let's hope so. It makes me a little,
alot nervous ahout my diary—1 feel the time has come for me 10 ease up al
bestdles how am I going to continue if 1 run out of paper—1 like 1o keep on writi
I must keep on writing—I can’t Stop nuw

Saturday, 8 April 1944
Dad's birthday—55 today—gave him hankies that 1 had made. Told him tha
have decided 1o take up nursing when we get out of here

Men had a concert in their yard—very. pleasant listening, More rumours §
repatriation. Free issue of toffee, sweets and biscuits, also papayas. Had “colf
clevenses” with Mrs Bryant

Saturday, 15 April 1944
First baby girl borm in Changi this afternoon—the Printers' loor walker collec
about $70 as a suiprise lor the new mother and baby. Went in early this mornin

aby weighs about 5 Ibs. Sugar ration today. Wonder if a name has heen chosé
for the baby

Friday, 21 April 1944
Janice nor well. Fossy has a bad throat and confined 10 bed Found out that othef
children under father's nationality and mine is No. | Eurastan—going to find oit
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but Mrs Brooks saved me the trouble—said would include my name under

spection cancelled because of heavy rain, Food very scarce—urgent need for
containing Vitamin B; beans, nuts, peas and rice polishings

For whom it may cancem (present and future)
pllowing letter has been received from a member of this Camp. It voices the
s of many—lLong internment seems to have exhausted many peaple’s resources
& clothing line and the scanticst of Scanties, and the Flimsiest of Panties. have
olved to meet the needs of the moment and 1o stave as long as possible the
when Changi ol neeessiry becomes a Nudisi Colony Uniil that evil day amves
it be suggested that now sentries are in the Camp at all hours and we have
vacy, the more Irail of undergarments should be discreetly veiled when doing
gs such as ironing and only wom without covermg wher mside one's cell. We
o orders from the Nipponese as o what we should or should not wear ‘below
aist’ but they did menuon Suntops as heing nadequare’

y, 22 April 1944
nspection today —only Major General Saito speaking—the lieral translation
5 speech by “Bamba —

wants to speak about yesterday. It was off hecause of the terrible rain so change
this mormung Ludhes. children may 1introduce the new Commandant of this
p. At present the Nipponese lorces are in Burma and have mvaded India across
thorder and have reached a point near lmpah. The war in the Pacilic is being
ed with grear intensity. USA warships and subrrarines as well as
r Nip occupied termitorys day and night withour cessation

It Japan is strong and cannot he deleated and will continue to fight. All Japanese
and women and childyen are derermined w give their wmost in the cause of
war, When the war will finish no one knows but when it ends Jap and Brand
Awill arrange Ex ships and you will go hack to your countries, 1o vour lamilies
driends. At that time you will wish 1© return i ex health. Therelore ke care
fourselves and this will be a fline @it 10 your wives, children, sisters and other
fives. | will do my very best regarding lood and supplies but you must appreciate
e difficultics of the present situarion

nrerali are articking

= In the front courtyard Major General Saito used the expression Exchange
@Enext trip” but said he knew nathing of any arrangements lor any move from
Camp This translaion is issued from the Office of the Men's Representative
s not from the Nip Authonities). After this Mrs Byme had an interview with
Minaga about identity tahs—very nice and said will look into ir. Fvening the
Owing written on the notice board:— ‘For general information—Mr Miamoto
d'me this evening 1o explain to me thar the prineipal objective of the General's
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Visit was to point out the difficulties of looking after us properly, shortage ofg
and materials and the difficulr w. situation. Also that if we would put
our troubles for a little while longer—say a month or less—we should e
very good news and we should be “Banyak, banyak baik™ (very, very g
that everyone including Miamato himself would he very happy. He said he
not reveal the nature of the good news but that | was at liberty 10 te]]
of his conversarion with me' (signed Dr Elyn Evans - Men's

whole Camp started talking—opinions:— |

Red Cross ships; repatriag
peace—l—on the level—instead of clanon—suspicious and wondering,

Sunday, 23 April 1944
Still rumaurs going around—one of the men—asked one of the sentries
Cross Ships—reply—better than thar Fc gone 1o San for a few dayg
moon—several people howed to jr!

Tuesday, 25 April 1944
Tonsillitis! Rumours and more rumours Talk ahout going away—where)-
somewhere. When?—who knows

Baby boy horn tonight—mother said her previous delivery was forceps
was in readiness—not needed. baby arrived salely. Baby named Desmond A
Dleiman—6Y% Ibs
Baby girl bom last week—named Geraldine April Hawley No news of
Nixon

Great excitement! On noticeboard—within 4 few days going to be movet
another Camp—Sime Road, Bukit Timah—possessions arranged for transh

Collinge Committee in charge of this—date not known but will be informed fig
ume o ume

Saturday. 29 April 1944

Emperor's birthday—meeting from 11 am. 1o 12 noon—a surprise indeed.
showering sweets—scramble from children! 3 men died and one conmit
suicide—that's 2 in the Men's Heard Australian and other soldiers taling
place and we theirs—date still Hneentam—rumour of repatriation again

Sunday, 30 April 1944 §
Men going tomorrow (1,350) a hatch of 450 in 15 lorres—30 in cach—wil
bedding and an anache case or small handbags. We—moving floor by floor—A
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o down and out. Heard 30 to a hut. Aussies taking our place here.
Toss ships arrived today bringing Miamato's wile—no wonder it's
jak baik' for him, Later heard was only rumours

May 1944
noving till Monday 8th. M and Mrs Chowns went to se¢ new camp.

pt few essentials—Nips not to be trusted —could change their minds
date. Now told could be 70 w a hut for about 10-20 days—have
cooking. Hospital staff and workers can get accommodation near
Jeard Susuki angry for removing us but military orders—also Miamoto
we take this as the 'Banyak. banyak baik’ news. Seems some gitls going,
of schoolroom to meet men—if caught we'll all he in trouble

, 4 May 1944

planks, boxes, chairs, tables and non-essential things taken down
rening—heavy stull for men’s fangue today—things moving today Lights
tl 11.30 pm and again on ar 6.30 am. and breakfast at 7.30 am
helping to pack—quite a hive ol activity!

6 May 1944

ight! ‘F' was up to her old tricks again—disturbing the peace with her
d going on about wanting to sleep outside It was raming ouside and
er bed out: Mrs W tried o stop her from going 1o bed out there and
an argument. Joyce and 1 tried to help Mrs W o quicten Mrs F but
=50 went 1o get MF refused to get inside so M and Mrs W camed her
Joyce and 1 caried the bed. All guiet so | settled down 1o sleep but
or long—'F~ burst into song. M came out with a tablet for her—took it and
Spat it out and was going to take the glass but M was too quick and got
out of harm's way ‘F' began 1o cry saying she wanted to sleep outside
ch the moon and the like—lot of talk. M spoke to Mrs W who called
he[p take bed out—did so—M made her get in—umed o her—T will get
d but [won't sleep, you know’ M sar wi uh her—; ;,nl T mLhL s shin for h“,

~sat dnwn u,dm—ium\l» hi( .mnl SAl SOme ys mls away o wach—F
ficulating in the air—at last all quict—had gone 10 sleep—so 1 closed eyes—this
ing woke carly but breakiast as usual. Saw M who thanked me for helping
i News—moving this afernoon—all adulis—families next day Saw Dutch troops
g in—very cheerlul and seeing us—put ‘thumbs' up
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Sunday, 7 May 1944 Sime Roaq
New Campl Left Changi Prison about % past 2 this afternoon—in 7 lorrjees
helped with luggage—gave hor tea to drink, A lovely, caal ride bur not long e
Fresh air—green, green everywhere—everything looks so normal! Volunteers
for tin shed—Hut l6—separated from Mum—with Aunty Maude, Men rg
help us when we amrived. A bi of shulting about—first to £0 to the tin shy
told 1o go to the Flying Dutchman Hut' (must be the name the POWs g
when here,)

Got turfed out of that 1o goto Hut 16. Later told 10 go to Hut 14, thy
to the Flying Dutchman,

Finally settled in Hut
1o Hut 16 in the moming

ain 1o Hut 1 2—talk ahout moves on the chesshg

but for the night! Evening told to he ready to)

Monday, 8 May 1944
Spent all day sorting luggage and personal helongings
13 in our Hut—congested —roof lea s—mozzies very had. The rest of Ch
arrived today. Lots of names written on the walls of the Hur—Mrs Jean
hushand died 5 months ago—there were many other names of the POWs
died swritten down
Men's Camp (temporarily) next door. The Nips had theirs above us. The
are not too bad and there’s water to drink. The gardens look neglected but g
we'll be pur to work on them Queuing for food on the road —food being brog
in from the Men's Camp

Tuesday, 9 May 1944
Slept outside—too cramped inside the Hut. Children starting to settle down, S
most of the day cleaning wash-house and Tavies” with 3 others—made sure.
no one reserves private bathrooms and lavie—moving to another Hur—Hul
(guard) on hillside—near hospital and road ]

Volunteered for VAD ar Hospital as well as work in gardens. All the Huts
overcrowded

Saturday, 13 May 1944

Atlast moved (officially) to Hut 1 —ir's smaller than the
and I've claimed a spice there. Hope there won't be too much windy,
weather—I could get a bit wer bur at leass | won't be disturbed by too many peop!

and 1l be able to write without too many questions being asked, | think | shé
sleep well tonight

others but it has a verandd
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|4 May 1944

last night. All day today cleared lalang [long grass] around our Hur—
and got some blisters on my hands. Ration of sugar given out with
d cigarettes. Doing office running with messages—enjoying the freedom
ble to move around. It is good 10 be out in the fresh air—seeing the
id the grass—so. so different 1o being cooped up within 4 walls. To be
be really free—I pray that day is not too far away,

y. 16 May 1944

on granted for men and women 1o meer daily (twice) leters are allowed—to
you like! But warning regarding contents. Annie 15 Camp Postman and
assistant. [ssue of Gula Baru 2 for 35 cents

thad a fall and is in hospital. Heard Mrs Nixon in bad way—living in
Have been gardening—planting sweet potatoes—very sunburnt—in fact

are that way My garden plot has chillies, tapioca. a clump of lemon
d cat's whiskers and pergaga herbs—all doing well, watered by the May
Killed a baby snake this alternoon: behind our Hur with my chunkul

day, 17 May 1944

10 am—A block to line up in front of Flying Dutchman and E block
of Hut 14 and 12 Our library hours 4=5 pm m Hue 10, Problem with
flies—have come out in red, itchy blotches! Outside showers being built with
ission to use some of the kujang [lence]

y, 21 May 1944
incident involving ane of the women with a Sikh guard —he was recognised
ported to our office and the authorities—result—woman and Sikh we
d across their faces and told if {r happened again will be put in solitary
from the Camp
Sikh guards no longer posted ar the gate. Having an outbreak of malaia
Men's Camp

farcels allowed between Camps. Rained all day—miserable—all cooped up in
uts

y, 23 May 1944
Osts! Yes. ghosts in Hut 11, so I'm told. They make their presence felt abour
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10or 1] pm, throwing things about, Some thi;

nk it is a monkey, *
are restless spirits. Co,

nsequendy 1 slept very lite Jas night!

Thursday, 25 May 1944

Mrs | White visited husband’s grave. Tod,
He died last night in Miy.
Sad 1o think he was not

4y Mrs R attended hughg,
ako Hospital—supposed 1o he coming bagle
able 1o see his son who is now ar the ]

Friday, 26 May 1944

Despatched letrer 1o ‘Shakespeare' [Carl Gibson-Hill] in Dad's ey
poisoned mysell today—ate wil figs—took tao much—was sick about fi
felt rotren—riever again! Jo offered me some more—refused—others ate
a few with no effect o rook a lot bur she is g)f nght—1 just happened
unfortunate one Evening received Jetter from  Dad saying he kne
Shakespcareﬂ.h_sﬂppmvc of the separation and 1o be careful of name:

oLt worry about that as I'm s a homc-hlrLJ~inmmmcnl has not cf
me. Annie sick

Saturday, 27 May 1944
Deputised for Annie—Red Cross letters—200 came In—enjoyed delivering th
faces joyful and sad Conlfession today and church tomortow. Hear getti
every day—new Serving utensil—quite near and dainty. Music

Wednesday and Saturday from 5-8. Jo received two chicks from Pin. Sh

asmar fowl-run. Visited Joyce and got a glimpse of 5}‘1.‘1kcs;mu‘r¥\ury thin,
Gordon's birthday—wished her

Tuesday, 30 May 1944

Twa lovely sunny days—gorgeous sunrige and sunset. Heard news and
doings—list of names of people in Pad Hockenhull raken away from Camp tod
Dad doesn't know Shakespeare—~wrote 10 latter—address tunknown—o see D
if he can —hope that will work Annie going 1o hospiral this evening— ]
am carrying on with her work—g Jof of walking—makes me hungn
unmensely. Many sick—either dysentery or malaria Sull sleeping our. E Ty
about % past nine—hot water for Aunty Maud from hospital—at least betwe
18-20 walks altogether from moming to night Asked Dr Williams if she col "
start me on in nursing—quite willing so asked if there couldn’t be g (lass for j
as [ know 3 others are keen to rake Up nursing—pleased 1o do so— |4 Jessoll
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7 p.m.—Jean Hanson—18 (age); Cecilia Lloyd Owen—16; Mary
Simmons to take us in practical work. Warning

ay, 31 May 1944
_Office being shifted—gping to be photographed tomorrow—at Flying
while band plays from 2.00-3.00 p.m. Wanted 40 married couples
to be photographed with husbands in Men's Camp about 20. Mum
ips in Men's Camp as follows—
n's Hospital
the water tank
rdeners
n's Representative (Dr Evans). Women'’s Representarive (Mrs Chowns)
Dr Davidson receiving ‘Red Cross' mail from Tominaga

ning while waiting for letters, two office runners wanted to know my
—a boy wants 10 know

wants 1o know hecause he sees you every day going ta the office
gither of you know my name? Heads shook. “That's fine. I don’t tell strangers
e, You can tell him that

Tl ask my sister’ said Bryant Taylor and they vanished

y, 1 June 1944

Jackson and Mrs Redfern died yesterday—atended the services ar 12 and
ery heart-rending spectacle—many eried. Left before it was over to see Dad—
i€ had already started, Lovely view—glad put name down—Dad looking well
had a ot to say—said Shakespeare seeked him out—was disappointed hecause
tletter from wife and daughter—am sorry and must write and tell him
*Dad likes him and said ‘A very charming man, indeed’

tures taken—men playing bridge—children picking fruit and a lot of other
l5! Heard that Mrs Ruth's husband was buried with six others in the same
t=mixed race Heard from Dad that many of the volunteers we knew were
dead. missing or wounded. Annie out of hospital. Fried rice for supper
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Saturday, 3 June 1944
Received letrer from Shakespeare

Showed the address—Miss Sheila Allan, Hue | Women's Camp. From Dy
Gibson-Hill—Hut 40. Men's Camp’ o the ather party ~Incredulous and sg
bet [that | wouldn't write to lum]—packet of cheroots—wonder 111 should
1o him: Aunty Maud teasing me but paying no attention—somehow feel reljy
that he is married. Joyce is teased abour Murphy—C/o kicchen for Women's Gy
Huts 16, 18 and Hospital

Had fresh fish for supper Rumour going to meet—when? Saw letter to
Marks from ‘Modder' —my old lover??? Conlession—perhaps every Saturdg

Sunday. 4 June 1944

Helped to shift Mrs Jackson’s things to Oflice and Mrs Dowland's to Hut 16
meenmg at Y2 past 11 am. Went overto Men's Camp under shady trees
and cool—wide spaces—saw Dad at his hut but did not come—tao busy
annoyed—stayed ull the end—saw some sights—saw "Modder” with the Ma
girls—what fun!—very thin and hardly recognisable now—could see Huts 101
dearly—Morther' sat not far away—a worman lainted and was camed hack—pi
were taken—children allowed to ¢linth and pick fruit—several hushands and wi
did not come. Caught Mrs Howell's son watching me several times as my €
roved all over the place to observe the others—a good hour—was very plea
surprise—wonder every Sunday

Broadbeni—asked to give message 10 Dad—said saw him and spoke to him bel
coming
Church today—hope every Sunday. Fish load this evening Mrs Howelli=
you know someone wis tying to get an mtro? A nice young chap.’
‘Really?” | said but 1 knew
‘I'm not joking. He was watching you most of the ume and asked if 1 knew y@
I'm flatered.” 1 told her and passed i over lightly ‘
Mrs Dowland dicd about Y2 past 7 p.m. Decided to send prize to Shakespeas
being very rash—hope he doesn't think I'm throwing mysell at his head=]
feel a kindly and curious interest in him—piry T don’t know his wile

Tuesday. 6 June 1944 '
luesday and Friday classes Mary Marks 20 today. Rained about 6 a.m. and:
mormng with gentle drizzle evening: Spent morning at the Summers—cards

was teased Dan came round—gone very thin—smartly attired—did not spea®
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said geting her own back—teasing Joan Marks abour him. Joanne and
arrelled —later refused 1o service. Asked Miss Stewart to take me on when
4 of helpers in hospital, Wrote and sent to Shakespeare

day, 8 June 1944

wed gramophone—dancing on steps from 6=% past 6 p.m. also from 9-10
sht—enjoyed it—Joyce improved marvellously. Two Spins’ |guards] came—
Mouse’ and another who was drunk—former brought his dog—was
drew maps and | gathered—fighting in India—Br many die—Balsom’
—was eating remains of fish loal outside. ‘Grumpy and another spoke
uite sane— Balsom' spoke pretty loudly in Joanne's shack. Yesterday men
o pull all Kajang down in front o us—delighted and better view. Today
und Camp taken down—wires in place—good view of Men’s and our

don't like it as reason not known. Rumours—meeting today or
frow—no changes in Camp until 3 months over then those asked will be
ed and others away—going 1o Woodlands. Saw Professor Hopkins walking
t—wonder which is Hut 40—no letters today. Mrs Bryant's birthday today

10 June 1944

over 30s and ‘non-bearing allowed to live together!!! Toothbrush” gave
weets to the children. Spoke to Dia who asked if could be allowed to keep
hens. Saw heavy smoke [rom the rubbish heap—very uneasy and unable
Then heard shours—got up and saw fire had staned in the nubbish heap
came down from the hill yelling to throw water on it. Didn'r take long
it the firc out—waonder how 1t started—hope not going 1o he an inguiry

, 16 June 1944

Maud in hospital again. Mrs Gordon read bits of her lever from her sister-
W—apparently outside world knows very little about us. Last night Balsom
e over and shook my bed—had « fright and wondered what he wanted—had
hing bright in his hand—{or a moment thought it was a knife. Frightened,
mysell into the hed—Bodoh!" (stupid) was all he said and stretched our
d. Realised he was offering me something—gingerly stretched my hand—
ah, good, good' was all that was said and left, laughing 1o himsell. It was
with pickled leaves of some sort—must have been his way of saying thank
Hdor putting out that fire the other night Tasted a bit of it and gave the rest
iy~it sure was ‘pickled’
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Sunday, 17 June 1944

Mecting 3-4 pm. Dad's got Pellagra—taking Marmite and not doing any y
Had good meal—lots of fried rice! Allowed to send cablegram—sent one tg)
Grace. Blackout tonight and 1 believe | heard sirens in the distance.

Saturday, 1 July 1944
Came out of hospital yesterday. Malaria again with temperature between 103
Taking large doses of quinine —awlul, leeling really sick—nor cating. Not g
to start work yet—to rest for 4 weeks—good gosh! Me rest for tha time—im
I'd gomad—what am | supposed 1o do all that time? Write, of course, j
2et more paper

Saturday, 15 July 1944
Started working in the garden today—while digging to plant swect potatoes fop
a worm—lat, worm—picked up the wriggling thing and a thought came ingo)
mind—wonder what it would taste like? Didn't laney swallowing the squi mi
creature—threw it away—then found a clod of carth with more of the p
worms—had an idea—collected a tinful and later ok it 1o the hut—decid
cook the worms and see what happens—welll All that was left after the coo
were thin sirips of dned-up skins—not appetising—but hunger took over-
abivola picce—nor that bad—a sprinkle of salt and it tasted like bacon i
well. Limagine that's how bacon rind would taste—crackly and salty! Did 1
anyone?—No way! They might think I've gone “cuckon’ —eating worms indeed
what nexi?

Thursday, 20 July 1944

Did a dreadful thing today—tharoughly disgusted with myself—1 swallowed a balf
mouse! Found a nest of baby mice in the lalang—so tiny and pink and helple
was so very hungry after working in the garden and food was gerting scarc
Withour thinking 1 scooped up one and popped it in my mouth and before!
realised what | had done, | swallowed it Immediaely 1 stuck my finger in
throat 1o make mie sick but it was gone and Ldid feel a bit green after thar Afral
I was very subdued little person and felt really awlul about the incident—ho
could 1 have done such a thing and [ couldn't even rell anyone aboug it | dont

even want to think about it and even the worms have lost their atraction—| fed
sick!l!
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ay, 27 July 1944

fraser died yesterday—very sad. He and another man came back on the
was carmied on a strercher and the other was able to walk with assistance
ews of Mrs Nixon

other bout of malaria—Aunty Maud threatens to chain me up and Dr
thinks she'd better hide the ‘Chunkal’. Jeannie wants to murder me
me out of the way—all because | refused w0 go 10 hospital!

otice

of Mr Hugh Fraser—Mr Hugh Fraser was retumed to Camp from Military Police
v on 24th July. 1944 He was suffering from dysentery and was in a dying
n, Medical attention including a blood transfusion prolonged his life unal
con 25th. When asking permission to nurse | pointed out to the Nip Olficer
of the Camp that alier the war we would be asked many difficult questions
government if he died. The olficer told me he had no authority to give such
jon but would refer to the High Command and give me an answer the next
fing. When Mr Fraser died | represented to the Nip Night Duty Olficer that the
ished to observe a day of moumning and to do nene but the essential camp
es on Wednesday. He tned twice on the telephone to obtain consent for this
filed. Early on Wednesday morming the Nip acceded to a request thar ourside
s start at 930 to allow workers to attend the [uneral service. When the Acting
p Supervisar and Mr Tominara arrived they told me that although they realised
position Mr Fraser had held they were sorry no special trearment could be
i se there are represented in this Camp many nationalities besides British
y one lorry was available for the [uneral but as many mourners as we like could
that one. Other iriends could parade at the gate and pay their respects as the
passed

Tominara was at the gate when we left and saluted respectfully as the lorry
Mr Kanazai uncovered and bowed at the graveside at Bidadari

ere were 21 wreaths altogether—one specially made by Mrs Dickinson as from
wife and family

day, 29 July 1944

asked 1o collect money to buy a clock from Hut I—wrote A collection is
made in order to buy a clock for the use of Cameron’s Kitchen, It is proposed
each individual contributes five cents owards it. Those willing will have
names drawn, the ownership of the clock which she is enttled to, take with
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Monday, 31 July 1944

Yesterday had urgent call from Matron Stewart—wanted me for VAD w,

warked from 12-2 pm. Mrs Daley showed me what to do—not working

garden—back to being office=runner and to do VAD work every second,
Allowed to send out posicards but with only 25 words. Sent one to Mr

Mrs €D Demetriades and to Fidelis

Wednesday. 2 August 1944
Mrs Artias died Tast night Had new buns this evening sandwiched withy
pdbl“

Friday. 4 August 1944
Mrs Wemps begged me 10 write a poem to send him [Mr Murphy] wi
present

Sunday, 6 August 1944
Not feeling oo good today—head and body aching—surely not malaria aga
Meeting changed to today 3 w0 4 pm.—hope feel a litle beter then

Thursday, 10 August 1944
It's my birthday and I'm wwenty today. Elaine Bryant made a birthday cak
a present—must have been saving some of her rations |
Bloom and de Mawbray invited us © ‘elevenses” Lizzie had a part 1o—tog
we had a ‘fun’ ame—there were flowers and more Nowers as presents—a
Say i with flowers’ theme. Shared my birthday with all—it tasted good
thank you. Elaine.
Qur first baby boy was born yesterday in this Camp 1Had burthday cards fi
across the way—Dad sent one as well

Friday, 11 August 1944

The fust baby girl hom here today. Has been raming since yesterday. Dr Mori
died Heard gula o be issued free. Permission given for meeting between frien
other than relauves Another request for more verses
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15 August 1944

from malaria. Mary came to see me sometimes but today she is working
jon't be seeing her till tomorrow. Time on my hands again—having trouble
1 and books to write on, Life in this Camp less restricted—can spend
e writing in my diary—but have to keep writing small to save space

2y,

, 27 August 1944

life, what a life! Yesterday had fried rice—it was really good—enjoyed
v much. Today Joannie gave me an egg—what a forgotten luxury—shared
it with Annie, my good Iriend Saw Dad today—he seems 10 be getting
and weaker and sometimes finds it hard to talk,

lay, 28 August 1944 Stiffy White's birthday
S up a verse for her—A Memory' to Mrs White on her birthday
esented the poem with a litle posy of llowers picked from the garden early

5 September 1944
| day—6 girls and Mother Begg on their knees in front of the Flying
an—apparently one ol the girls was slapped and that the girls were seen

g

dismissed at lunchtime bur the girls had to stay without lunch unul 3
Blue-stocking’ amved unexpectedly—told Mrs Chowns to call the father

e of the girls Thrashed the poor man and broke his stuck: Then told him
get down on his knees and had him whacked dozen of times till he fell on
ound—still ‘Blue-stocking hit him—the daughter was in hysterics and she
ed cach time the stick fell on the man—Mrs Chowns pleaded for him and
ong last at her request told the man to go. Was assisted back to his Camp—
ly covered in weals Fye witnesses including myself in tears—we feli so
ess—to strike a helpless man and especially when lying on the ground—it's
tal, so inhuman—how could one human do that to another? Dear God
have you let us in for? How could you let it happen—how much longer?
his incident made us all wary and | must be very, very careful that 1 don’t
‘caught writing this. In facr T don't know how much longer I can conunue
rite—am having trouble getting another exercise book and have to resort to
ing as small as | can—no more ink so looks like 1 will have to be wnting
| pencil again
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Thursday, 14 September 1944

Mrs Shelwon Palmer died 7 am: this morning—wreaths galore—luncral
pm —own coffin. Two days ago Bill Aherne who was one ol the entergg
ol our Camp died—only 41—with dysentery, malaria and the rest!

Mrs Broadbent was operated on for appendix an 3rd September but is
better—will be out of hospital soon Poor Elaine Blackman in hospital with sg
sores. Having eye trouble agam—am told it's eye strun! Had second inocyl
Sarurday 9th we had the Children's Faney Parade—the Men's band came ovy
WS QL secess

Sunday, 24 September 1944
Been raiming heavily past few days—no gardening—slept inside hut still got
Have been looking atter old Miss Jackson—very trying at times. poor old
Have been hearing about meetings under the road hridge—all hush, hu
course—they'll have to be careful not to get caught in the act—arranged for a whi
as a warming 1f Japs are about—all very well planned

Sunday, 8 October 1944

Having a week's break from hospital duties. Meeting—saw Dad—looking m
hetter again Posteards permitted 1o outside world—sent one to Auntie Grace. |
afternoon feeling sick and aching all over—had blood test taken and have lan
in hospital. What a way to spend my week's break!

Monday, 23 October 1944
Came out of hospital this evening Spent four days in ILA not the place for:
and glad o be out. Glennie came over with the band to sing—nor a bad ¥
but prefer John Hatyer's and Stanley Courill's voices: Getting letiers from Gel
most ‘.Amu;mg

Annie and | sharing the work in the garden—laoking good too. We do b
fun together

Wednesday, 1 November 1944

Exciting night! Last night was Halloween's and what going on! Had a fnght
woke up during the night—suddenly confronted with a ‘Death’s Head —then
burst of noise of howls and screeches and dancing skeletons. Thought had
mighumare unul Jo started 1o laugh with calls of *Halloween, Halloween'!
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SERVICE DES PRISONNIERS DE GUERRE

T0: MISS GRACE BROMBLEVALIAN,

MALAI—-GUNYOKURYUSYO.
FROM: (Miss) S.W.P.Allan

5 115, COCHRANE STREET

gJ § GARDENVALE ,

# g MELBOURME,

a {g AUSTRALIA
]
b

15th October, 1944.

AM WORRIED. NO NEWS OF YOU. HOPE
WELL. We THREE ALRIGHT. LONGING TO SEE

YOU AND PRAYING TO HEAR FROM YOU. DO
WRITE. YOURS LOVINGLY

KL
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Tuesday, 7 November 1944
Heard loud clapping—someone shouted—Mrs Nixon's back'—walked to the
Durchman. then carried on stretcher 1o the hospital looking very thin ang
but cheerful, even managed to wave to us, What excitement as we lined iy
ol our huts as we welcomed her back, Another man also returmed and pe
gven 1o sisters 1o purse him from 8 am. 10 8 pm.

Thursday, 9 November 1944
Jeannie’s hirthday—gave a linle embroidered square material On Sunday ¢}
were sounds of AA and saw planes overhead—around 945 am. heard a
diel we have a raid 1 wonder Later told thar all garden latigue to stop toy
Mrs Nixon sull on the SI [seriously ill] List Fossy still in hospital

Monday, 13 November 1944
‘Fire. Firel'—part of kajang caught fire this morming—huming ol lalang 100 dl
tor the fence: Hue 1 1o the rescue—some from Hut 8 came over with bucke
watter. ete. Not oo much damage—notice to lalang gang 10 be more care

Mrs H's daughter retumed from Mental Hospital and died 9.30 a.m. Mrs Hog
n hospital with bronchitis

Wednesday, 15 November 1944
Miss Jackson died yesterday at+ p.m —went across for the service this mornif
very touching and the hymn “Abide With Me"” made me cry—at last she
peace and in no more pain

Friday, 17 November 1944
Mr ILH Gorsuch back from MP custody and is in hospial Mr Johin Gard
of Hur 15 1aken o Singapore by arder of General Saito for some olfice work
assurance given in presence of Men's Representative of well treatment and if!
able 10 do the work to he brought back o Camp

Sunday, 26 November 1944
Had the Glee Singers’ w entertain us—conducred by T Woods who
composed the last song which he dedicated 10 his wite

Now able 1o send posteards out except o Japan and occupied territories! See
to be a lot of air activity especially on the 20th



1944 123

y, 28 November 1944

' drunk again. | had just gone to bed—Maureen did the disappearing act
t ‘Sheila, teadock!” (sleep). ‘Balsom’ lifted net and shoved something
ya! A big, ripe luscious one! Wenr away and came hack later with
to give to Jo! This morning cut the fruit up and quickly shared with
it was lovely! Afiernoon—sirens—praciice 1t seems though a lot of
t otherwise

Dr .illiems and Mrs Eisinger
requasct tha pleasurs
of the company

iss. Sheile.. Allan

8f..

( with har stodl and mug )
befresn 1 pom. end 2 p.m.
on

Saturday D2cember ind, 1944

Urday, 2 December 1944
een. Dr Wills. Elkins and Sowerby all had birthdays—had party in the hut
Bt 32 of us—a good tme was had by all of us

lay, 15 December 1944

€ out of hospital—in with malana again. Mrs Lindsay died Having many
No meeting because someone not obeying rules regarding lights our. Nmas
tions getting underway Allowed to have three peaple for Xmas including
fves. Dad has been m hospital but much beteer now
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Saturday, 23 December 1944
Orders—rom 18th Roll Call morning and evening but so far had only tw,
been rning—gentle drizzle this past week: Have been spending time writ

stories and verses—keeps me occupied and diverts attention from my d

Mouday, 25 December 1944
Nmas Day! Last night had Carol Service i the Orchard—it wa absolutely beg
Meeting lrom 2-4 pim. Mingled with the orhers in the Orchard. Had car
afew of the hoys—a nice one from Gerrie—he is o shy and what lovely eyel
he's got! There's Mr Hogg—a quiet lellow. Glennie is a real flirt Murph
sailor lad—shows his dimples every time he smiles. A very pleasant afternog
diflerent Xmas o the ones we had in Changi. Here—it's fresh and green
spaces instead of being confined by grey walls! Another Xmas. another yy
wonder where we will be next year

Notice from Men's Camp Repres 2l

Lt Suzuki Camp Supervisor sent for me today and addressed me in the follg
werms—=
You will remember thar i year ago last October a considerable number of intel
were taken by the MP for questioning in connection with certain investigations
one result of these investigarions Mr ]S Long was tried by a M Court and fg
guilty of spying, lor which oflence he was executed on 27th November last. TheJt
touk a very serious view of this case, spying heing considered a grave offencell
countries: In this nstance of S Long the case 1s especially serous owing 1o the
that he ok advantage ol his privileged position during the course of his dui
bringing food and ather necessities into Camp,
General Saitor has asked me to mstruct you to warn the Camp of the serion

of such actions’
I felt it my duty to the Camp to once again wam all internees of the g
consequences which may attend the breaking of Nip mstrucrions in appearing?
any member of the local population

Signed CI:
Men's Representative December 15th B

Wednesday, 27 December 1944
Dancing party from 6-8 p.m up at Fraser's in Kitchen—Mary played for us—
Mrs Atias and Ruby—Joan Hanson was too nervous, Jean White came ®
watched—saw that she would like to join in—sa asked Hebe to take her
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pld waltz—after that took her round mysell many times—was happy o
¢ enjoying herself. For the time being forgot | was in Camp

dance went with a swing when Miss Burgin came o play for us—asked
r extension—granted. The Auld Lang Syne brouglit the rool () down—it
ing! Mr Brubel's jugglings defied gravitation when he balanced a glass
forehead. The comedian (Mr Shadek) was most amusing, Susannah's
! ,wec sow’ was hilarfous! The tap dancing was something special. John
again on the air for the children. The card and fan meks kept us guessing—
gs were, of mum cleverly done and the music was good. A lovely
¢ night—the Kluangs [fruir bats] have retuned alter months ol ahsence
e was a right royal bautle round the lruit trees the other night—they keep
e the whole night with their shricking,
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Monday, 1 January 1945
Meeting yesterday—rained but stopped in time. Celebrated new year with j
had a serious long talk—gave same papers in case of death—handed them
to Mum: Last night welcomed the New Year but not allowed to sing and
noise. Some of the girls planned to rob papayas and rambutans bur one
mothers gave the game awiy. At the stroke of 12 Ied them to the Xmas tregs
¢lreled round it and joined hands and sang Auld Lang Syne under our bg

This evening command camie for a show—women 10 perform for the Nip of
and their honoured guests otherwise all prvileges cut off—a lour hour enteraing
itis rumoured to be. We are asking fathers and brothers to come over if

Thursday, 11 January 1945
‘Aur-citement” morning—'big and small birds and popsguns 100’ This show
on for several days. Dud shell found in Men's Camp. 15 more internees:
them Dutch, Mrs G, White died, also another man. A quarrel crupted be
two females—a real ding-dong of a one!

Saturday, 27 January 1945
Plenty of “airactivity'. Yesterday ordered into trenches alternoon Letter from
10 say Dad is ill and 5o can't come to the meeting wmorrow and invitation
join him and family instead—what a nice thoughtlul gesture

Tuesday, 30 January 1945
Maude in hospital again, A drunken brawl and Balsom's mose stitched byl
Cameron. Intemees to declare amount of money in their possession above
About 1.000 internees arriving from Singapore and upcountry  becausel
hombing—possibly the harbour and Naval Base Air raids daily—Cathay, Cap
and another building on fite a/c of Chinese Communists. Talk of repatriat?
again=lists of perm_ invalids, children, over 65 and families 1o be compile¢
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, 1 February 1945

show’ from above—batches of +: 4, 10; 19: 6 and 3—lovely lot of ‘cggs
came from somewhere SW and NE. 87 altogether rom % past 10 10
—last two batches a lile N The 19th had no eges’ and 3 Opposite
Fire and smoke—seems like a ‘goad day’s hunting. A shrapnel lound
garden (M)—missed hitting several people Freddy doing another skerch
mours abound—(?) about 2000 intemees coming and huts being buil;
m with POWs helping—also internees from India and that we are o go
; Kong or Japan!

day, 10 February 1945

t down—Children 7 ozs; Non-workers 8 ozs; Camp workers— 10/ 0zs
workers 18 ozs

orrow special Roll Call—10 am. at Flying Dutchman i four groups—By
8 Eurasian, Br Jews and Indetermines Gomg 1o be i protest against Nip

gewing rations—after all they are not in Nip Internment Camp—we are!

, 24 February 1945

flock’ (herween 120-130) of silver plumaged birds dropped enormous
five places at leasi—dark mass of smoke rising in a huge column. higher
er like  great moving snow-capped mountain—helow orange sky—ir
bgrand sighi—acuon at last! Seems like war has come back to Singapore—
the Nips (I hope) are getting what's due 1o them!

much better but sull very weak on his legs Am wrying to sell a few of
ngs so | can buy extras lor Dad. The Kluangs have gone again Nips want
to bank for us—only $100 allowed on person

ay, 10 March 1945
4=Gilfillan—very sad—reponts said much heter—sorry for the gills—wrote
Fof condolence

Y, 22 March 1945
tintern coming on Sunday —no mecting and church bur rumour that on Easter
2 hours meeting: Title—

Expectant Mother —girl knocked senseless—affair
LS/M Ton. Admitted to hospital in night—story of talling in hathroom—
=G, Ralt found her—sister called him to her: Another—Olga in hospiral
e of the pighi—story—taken o green cotage but drunk’s words not aceepred—
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Mrs Kir returned—new huts getting on—one near us—very bad storm yes
Feeling lazy, and bored and hungry. Gula for sale—what a week! What 3,
at Flying Dutchman! Late evening drizzled—many disappointed—two days
some more—at White House (Snow White's) again same thing—yesterday|
more and went hegging both at Snow White's and Flying Dutchman, "
Maude's hands healed marvellously—wonderful! Concert on Saturdaya
enjoyable. Liked the two pianists—Vincent Hay and Robert Eisinger—in faq
programme was very good though some were cut our. All must sew caps—apy
agamst Military work sent—Mum wok on—food getting less and less—Ca
getextras—Anna’s chickens laying again—one night ate Spurs (jo's cock) was;
buit not enough. Nice evening Feeling hamesick and longing to talk to M
her so much—wonder what she now thinks of me—probably thinks I've gol
it=but how wrong—! still love her ard loving her more each day—only
silent in my love—what's the use, can't show my feelings and so very g
her—she is so pretty and attractive—if anly have the courage 10 talk to her—
wauldn't I give o hear her voice—to see her smile—Oh! | love her mug]
much! and it hurs! ‘

Sunday, 25 March 1945
Rained yesterday and all day today—quarter to'9 baggage carriers and rup
with the officials went to Green House—I followed later after VAD work—Y%
10—at first cartied a few things but left off—stationed with White and Brool
custom house—near gate
Lorries and Police vans—Jews and Jewess mainly—others Indians, Mala
Chinese and a few foreigners—Christine returned—lot of flirting going on—4
only a looker-on—helped to count and get names and show hut numbers. OF
directed an old hlind Jewess—some very pretty—a few taken to hospital
stretchers—saw some men | know. Gerrie tried 1o geta few words in butp
no atention—must be wild—very amusing though did not join the jostling:
serious for it—Jewesses names alike bur no relations even to features
CP, Prichard did same job—Hegarty, White, Brooks, Maureen and myself stay
on full time—so Murphy brought up to us five buns for lunch—very husy daj
also muddy and slippery one—many fell—one man did not want his rwo 0
to have anything to do with the mother hecause ‘she's a bitch’ and 1o ple
look after them for him. One Malay claimed o have a hushand by the na
of Lang—must have brought the whale household—provisions galore—b
chickens. fresh fish. rice. oil, ducks, dogs gula, sugar, milk, tin foods and bist
chaurs, tables. beds and beddings wgether with personal things—supposed to hité
wormen and children but about 530 (nearest) only came—next bringing
country peaple—a mixed group all right
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father died—sad story—family (mother, sister and children) badly treated
Je and Aunt (a married one, not divorced—had lived for nearly 20 years)
ors coming in—wanted outside—felt quite superior to the other girls No
today but rumour abour 2 hours on Easter Sunday—no Church 1his
g Now feel a litile fagged our—Anna took me to see family. ‘Brothel
=Snow White’s and Kitchen From tomomow 1o Sunday  doing
g—going to build more huts—men warking very hard—Mary's brother—
twin to Peter—came in—she’s not leeling well—with remperature. Been
stew for tiffin for several days and hash with bun at night—very tired

esday, 28 March 1945

gy, Tuesday no more [new mternees] but today!!l—up-country—krew only
married with babe in arms—not so well off this batch as Sunday's. Helped
mes—with Maureen and Jean White and Brooks—better system this time—
fross parcels arnved—will be distributed soon—one per person for vld
es and 1/5 for the new—had days with rain—Hut beside us 15 No 2

ay, 29 March 1945
Pahang yesterday evening and tonight about 100 expected—helieved to
Penang—9 p m. nothing doing—train delayed and if arrive Jater will be
0 Hut 20 dll morning

, 30 March 1945
men and children this mornin

a poor looking lor=a few with dysentery—
by believed dying from it. Mrs Aitkensor had a stroke on 24th Saturday
died on Wednesday 28th and Mrs Philips (newly mterned) this morming—
Every pathetic cases. Dr Smallwoad i hospital and so is Ishel Sacred music
Poth Camps this evening in Orchard. Confession tomorrow—High Mass for
ard ar about 10am —very nice—also 2 hours (2=4 pm.) meeting on
lay

A evening so music postponed to this evering, Did not go—Sarah Manahan
f0 see me—was in Amber Mansions—now have got a stahle—not bad. A
fuss about moving from 5 peaple in Hut S—refused to take punishment
iss H was going to resign but it was not to he—punishment less severe
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and vote taken for Miss H—'Confidence' or 'No', In favour and staying o,
day today for a long time

Last night saw a big fire but night before last (29th) about 3 am. had a Sty
woke up by bangs 8 and sirens went—saw rosy flares and SO m
of them—in the flares saw two silver ‘birds'—real thrill—and sky was ag
counted abour 23 lots, It ws good. No parcels given out because General g
not be found, Am beginning over a new leal tomorrow.

Sunday. 1 April 1945
Heard Fathers Ashness [three brothers] came in yesterday. Was glad and
1o Father Rene asking ahout madam St Winifred Had meeting—went ta
services. Father Cosgrove gave serimon, Dad not oo good—fainted yesten
o Nips found him. Pellagra getting worse and he is having 4 lot of p
in remembering things and gets confused easily

Wednesday, 4 April 1945
Had 4 busy day at hospiral. Malaria and dysentery ¢ Anna’s mother iny
the latter. Doctors, sisters and VADs have hard work now—not enough bedsha
macs, bedpans, ete. Now 32 in our hut—as if we are nor already overcrowdd
tempers not improved by this siwation and personal possessions are je
guarded—naturally accusations are flung in all directions. What a bitchy I
females we have bevome!!!

Thursday, 5 April 1945
3 biggest huts in Men's Camp taken over for POWs (Duich—Indians? ?) Hed
KL and Penang badly hombed. A Tull from ‘invading new internces!
goodness for thar—Hut 2 1s now Tully occupied. First time no rain yesterday al
39 days of wet weather! Parcels sill not given out—supposed to be for EdS
hut General had gone away. Not leeling too well today—1 think ‘Lady’ mal
Is geing to pay me another visit

Sunday. 15 April 1945
Came out of hospial yesterday. Went i on Friday 6th. Thought malaria buk
was dysentery—lost weight again and fecling weal i the legs, Dad went in ho p
ta hur came out two days ago and is now in the Convalescent Unit. Anpa hand@
me a note from Glennie asking me 1 see him—did not want 1o see him
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o. However, at the meeting | saw Dad—he had a cut on his forchead, a
eye and a sore hand—asked what happencd—could not remember
evening Anna asked what happened to Dad—told her he had finted and

sell. She made a wry face—1 wonder if I should tell you " Caughr
in her voice and knew something was wrong Tell me what, Anpa?” 1
She was reluctant to continue Ithink you'd beter tell me, no matter

pad it may be.” I said geniy
k told me what happenced last Sunday and when Glennie wanted o see
thought it might have been ahout your father’ she stopped “Go on, please'—
en 1 learnt the truth of Dad's faint. *He was given a bad hiding” Anna
, fearful of the walls around us whose ears are always on the alert
ding? but whatever for and from whom? 1 asked
one of the men—apparenty your father took a knife helonging to
e—the owner saw it and hit him pretty badly and he had o be tken
pital.” | was shacked and bewildered at the thought that Dad had a knife
him—what ideas could he running in his mind! This is the second time
been in a sartof disgrace—is he vesponsible lor his actions? Lve noticed
jthat he rambles a lot abowt the past—not making much sense

ally. He
B:such a child in his manner and 1am worried abou his mental state

Letter o Mum from My P.B Marion

It has struck me that you might be sather anxious about your
Bnd duc to his having been transterred to the Old Men's Hut, 1 have seen
also Dr Hopkins who is in charge of the Hur and hastened to advise vou
ere is nothing serously wrong with your husband

Epresscd he cerainly is and it is this as much as anything which has brought
WIS present state of low mental action. He leels he can take no interest in
g and does not wish 1 be bothered much with people—a very natural
Ome of our present life here!

Ball keep in touch with him and also Dy | lopkins and hope 10 let you know
&ly how your hushund gets on

iWas too carly for Dr Hopkins to express any opinion but she ully expeets
‘husbdnd to benelit greatly by his admission to the Ward where Orderlies
Belp and he can be looked after and cared for so much beuer

Dad. 10 think the war has done this 1o you. Please God, tke care of himn—
20esn't deserve this—help him please
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Monday, 30 April 1945
Red Cross parcels given out last Monday 23rd. Had meeting from 10 am
midday and then extended 10 1 pm. General about—photos taken—new j
allowed in. Band playing music and again in the afternoon. From 2-4 pm.
given at the Cross Road. Dad did not turn up—am really worried aboyg}
wish the War wauld end soon or malnutrition and disease will finish g
of us! Food cur down again. Joke of the day—"You will now proceed hehj
I and strip systematically from the hottom upwards and the men will follow.
with tools” referring to the land to bhe cleared of lalang! Almost as good;
one heard in Changi—As the men will be here this afternon will you ladies
take off all your clothes' —referring 1o the clothes line the men were going to
down for (?) repairs!

Monday, 14 May 1945
Rumours, rumours and more rumours of peace and going out. More parcels g
out Two men—Graham White and Loveridge died. Saw Dad yesterday—had's
towel wiapped round him—looking ill—unshaven and uncombed —worried al
him and afraid for him—told Maureen and Fossy and both advised to sp
M- Anna seems to have forgotten me—1 am alone! News-y—on 7th May—|
v with Germans, country divided into four sections—2 for Russia, | ea h
Merican and E-land. Army accupation for 10 years. Java and Suma in Br hand
heavy fight in Mau—hirds' to drop ‘eggs’ over Nippon il resist. Food still bz
Slush and Ash’ as some call it Now away from window after so much fu
more private

Letter from My P.B. Mard

Dear Miss Allan L

I saw your Dad again yesterday and found him very cheerful §

sail he felt much herrer, as no doubt he will also have wld you when he saw
last Sunday

Dr Hopkins has every hope that he may quickly recover as soon as a more nof

diet can be ohtained and we all hope that will not be very long now. He told

you are very interested in nursing and hope to make this your prolession. If at

furure time | can be of any assistance in helping you to atain this end please

e know

Monday, 21 May 1945 !
Have been ill all the week—o6th attack—nursed in the Hur—everyone very kind—d
not go the meeting: Told M about Dad and said would see what can be don®
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sfore she left she said “You will got” with a look thar made my heart leap
nodded. Am called, “That sli-eyed Chink!”

e been busy writing—wrote ‘Cousin George', ‘Bonnie’ and ‘The Marriage-
e last could almost be said to be rather crude but the story is there Next
mrades Three’ and hope to finish ‘Flame ol the Forest

. 29 May 1945

ver to see Dad—nice place; view and breeze—met W Williams—a nice

leman—said first lady spoken to for nearly three years Dad not looking

jod—weaker—atraid for him if nor out quick

eling much better but had a rise of temperature again—saw M who told me

inaughty to give her the cheroots and not w do it again—told herand said

me and sec her in Dispensary—will give Vitamin tablets—which 1'm going

to Dad instead—funny even when M gives me aspinns—I keep them for

e else who may need it—like doing good hut | suppose not fair to myselt
with ‘Flame of the Forest —putting into booklet and sending to Reverend

King to criticise and if all well—giving 10 M as birthday present

fmours always Have heen dancing late evenings—an enjoyable ¢hange. Did

ter all send it o Colin King

rday. 9 June 1945 Dad died today
just finished my shower when Maureen came with the words—Get ready
eand go aver 10 the Men's Camp. Your father has had a setzure.” | needed
planation. [ hurmed over to Murm'’s hut—she was crying Dr Winchester and
-pa’ [a sentry] were waiting to take us over Arrived in the ward—screens
ind the bed and | saw Father Cosgrove come out from behind the screens
forward and spoke to Mum—could not catch what he said bur swher
M let our @ scream and turned sobbing to me, 1 knew—Dad had gone—too
or us to say poodbye. Together we peeped round the screens but were quuckly
red our. Took Mum to a chair on the verandah—wanted to go and see Dad
Eshe held on to me Father Cosgrove came and spoke of Dad—of his w anting
bapu;cd and appavently had expressed the desire 10 become a Catholic
al months ago. Father had instructed him and found him a willing pupil
2y he was sent for and when he arrived Dad had just passed away and he
€ him the last blessings and baptised him. | thanked him and 1ok Mum back
ler b

ed 10 remember Dad as he was but tears kept clouding my eyes. How |
ed | was there belore he died and even after deatl | would have liked to
® been able o touch his face and hold him close 10 me and to say that |

»




134

Diary of a Girl in Changi 1941-45

love him and wish him goodbye. Oh, Dad—sorry we were too late 1o
Are you at peace and looking down ar us poor mortals? I'm going to mijs
oh so much—and there is so much I wanted to say but most of all |
say ‘I love you, Dad. Goodbye—rest in peace, Dad'

He ts gone—nio more will | see his face, hear his boyish laughter, see his g
tricks of expression—his jokes, his loving arms around me. 1t is so hard 10 re
that | won't be meeting him again in the Orchard—bringing him extra foog
was always hungry and always enjoyed the tood such as it was But ny
will na longer be hungry, no longer be plagued with sickness. Dear Gog|
Will he done

Sa. Dad dearest, Mum and | say ‘Sleep now and be ar rest for always!

The funeral service is set for 11 am. tomorrow

Sunday, 10 June 1945

Today | awoke. heavy-eyed—every body most kind' Went to Mass and Cor
and prayed for Dad. After Mass was over, lelt a tap on my shoulder and a'y
whispered in my ear—My deepest sympathy, Sheila. Come and see me W
you feel like it and if talking will help —it was Milne: Thanked Father M
for conducting the service. There were lowers from all those wha have gardet
Aunie and T made wreaths yesterday and | asked Mrs Lucien Allen (our
maker) to make a couple more—one from Mum and one [rom Auntie Gn

The coffin was taken out to the cemetery—I don't know where Too confi
and o upset 1o ask—in fact, | can’t remember much about what happt
afterwards—all | know is that [ haven't been able to say goodbye to Dad ing
proper way—0Oh. God. how could you do this ro me—what am | going 10
without his helping hand. Please help me to understand and to humbly say
Will he done and to thank you for those precious years we ve had together,
Lord. you know best.’

Mrs Cummings and Harrison took charge of Mum. [ went over to Jean's,
Mary’s hut for comfortand quiet. Tears flowed at last! Finally [ went to see Mt
who was lying down. Her tear-stained face pulled me together—she nee
comiorting and so 1 held her close to me and together we let our tears fow [reelyf
helped to share out griel |

Later parcels were given out—how sad 1 felt as | opened them and almost chd
at the sight of the foad, thinking how Dad loved food. always talking ahout!
parcels and so chankful at any extras given. It doesn't matter now as he WO
he needing them again—ever again!
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y, 11 June 1945
any leters keep coming over from next-door—keeping them for future
ce
itten a fortmght after his death—9th June, 1945

Dad is Waiting for Me
(with apologies)

Dad is waiting lor me over there

In a land that 1s sunny, bright and fair
He left me, oh. not so long ago—

Lelt me lonelier on this earth helow
But he's waing, never fear.

Waiting undl 1 appear
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When my journey here is done

And | go out 1o follow on

Through the huge manted door

That leads to rest and peace forever more
He'll be there 1o laugh away

The loneliness | feel this day

Why should I mourn if I'm left behind?
1td be sadder if | leave here and find
Upan that other far-off share

No one beloved who had gone before
There'd be no one 10 welcome me there—
In that fand ever bright and fair

Just as when some long journey ends

L am awaited by smiling [riends

Who watched for my on-coming train;

So shall Dad receive and welcome me again
Into that beautiful land so dear

Where we'll be together year after year

Tuesday, 26 june 1945
Eclipse of the moon—not a total one—about 11,30 pm

‘Mother's' birthday—gave flowers and the booklet (Flame of the Forest). T
everywhere—rumours 4th July—starting the campaign—Prin. M Rose is d
Churchill resigned and Cripps taken on—Eden ill=hourly bulletins! Mum
over it. Doing Sister Constance’s work—2 hours morning and 2 hours evel

Wednesday, 4 July 1945
Nothing happened—workers get rice—Nip workers get rice and rapioca daily.
Call in age group for Friday 6th postponed—haggage and personal posses
confined—rumours of shifting Doing Medical running this week. Mary's
bad cold—lost her voice. Have not seen Marriot—ill in hospital

Saturday, 28 July 1945
Doing gardening, reading and writing No more Men's Lalang Fatigue—wo
now. Tunnels everywhere. 14th Camp punishment (only rice and water:
hubol, watery stew buboh untl further notice) because of thieving out in gard
Anna unhappy—trouble with Lizzie. Maureen in hospital with malaria Last Sun
did afternoon duty (12-4 p.m.) with Sully a/c-of Mrs Murphy heing sick—enjo!
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said will try to ask Matron 1o let me go on night duty—would love it
full moon is passed and 15 days more will be 21! Jackie Elias’ concert—not
Jast Saturday better. George de Broise invites me out—had been putting
fome time—rather like staying in—might as well g0 tomorrow and be done
'Roll Call. Hut 23 punished—no meeting for two families a/c of laughing
ing—thinks at him (Nip official)!

y, 29 July 1945

ind sirens! Been thinking of Dad and feeling sad and lonely again Evening
95 with Jean and Mary—Miss Smith calls us 'Faith, Hope and Charity'! Now
ers get Camp workers' ration o

10 August 1945 - 21 today

to crippled Jewess—prophecy conceming her—a Jewess Rabbi dreamt
fhen a crippled woman gave birth 1o a boy we'll hear of Peace! Tunnels
where—just outside Hut one

s working. Mum made curry and cake—have with Dav and Harri —gave
various people: Saw M. Letter from Maureen in hospital

morrow having colfee with Mrs Com. Rumours of peace—good news. Roll

_ y, 11 August 1945
flone of the POWs singing “The war is over!

sday, 16 August 1945

STOP PRESS

est—great excitement. POWs spoke to Hut |—"War over on |5th’ Everything
fer. Our military is taking over on 20th. 4 delegates and Stanley Jones are
fieir way 1o take over on 24th. All over the Camp—later not quite over. Felt
Nalania and dysentery. also sore throat

irday, 18 August 1945

Mellers in Camp told 10 pack up—also Nip workers—Nips told to pack up
12 midnight except a few, Big leed—parcels (13 and 14 to one) Hospital nursing
ers and babies get % Klim [powdered milk]—grear excitement indeed!
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Sunday, 19 August 1945
CONFIRMED ar last—all over. Deo Gratias! Cannot write more.

Rain,

Monday, 20 August 1945

Heard Church bells. PEACE! Saw our planes—a lovely
both sad and happy. Roll Call—Yamato spoke—said in charge—to behave-
what we think in our hearts—when he goes can do as we Jike! Chinese ga
in eggs, butter, milk. Chinese living just outside killed two Ppigs and thre
into the Camp 1o us. Glennon very funny—quotes from books!

sight and flying Joy

Tuesday, 21 August 1945
Heard that internees from Burma being sent home—the sick in three
the rest in 27 days. Mary and Jean camie to sce me. Heard tomorrow By
over. POWs and internees got letiers from hushands. Food. food and mora
Tootsie Turner went to new huts warning them that today Nips decided gg
to the last—why happy and joyful—war not over!
Had rabbit pie. Wonder where Leslie is—if will see him agan—leeling g
romantic about him! Heard ar 12 midnight on Friday Unon Jacks up
Malaya.

Wednesday, 22 August 1945
Good tiffin—rice and real curry sauce—had also Rabbit—no more buboh
Feeling betrer and longing for home on the mines dose 1o Nature. Seemed
brought in lorry of food but was wrned away insisted but no go so went a
but came back with Communists—our men tried to sooth things down butl
until Nips threatened 1o shoot that they went away Evening all Nips dres

in their best to receive the Br but they never wmed up!

Thursday, 23 August 1945
Heard Sir Shenton Thomas in London—that Union Jack hoisted up ar 7.30 &
wmorrow and that Orchard open to hoth Camps from 8 10 8

Friday. 24 August 1945 .
Meeting 230 10 430 pmein- Orchard—hospital tomorrow—imeerings evel
alternoon. Both representanves with Davidson saw General Saito whao spoke
them—Br troops coming to take over after 3]st August. Sir Shenton Thomas
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in Mukden (?) war at end but negotiations still going on—try if possible
ereate trouble by celebrations, singing of patriotic songs and wearing badges
m. Br planes ove ngapore to drop parcels—Red Cross parcels given out
Westerday “Acid Drops' praised Hut 5 and said will remember us in his
“tears in his eyes—all Nips cried. Read circular about Emperor's speech—
i declared war on 14th December 1941 in their interest—millions have
gy the new invention of bomb—the Atomic Bombs—needed two to end
ir—one completely wiped out ane island—lists 1o be handed in of relauyves
Ws and where we would like to go—will be sert away—internees iy Java

amatra will be released same time as us—news ol importance will he aven

House and supply ol newspaper. Emperor also said 1o be united now-
ids killed—had said to fight to the last but that over now —obey the enemy
defeat and surrender—no suicides, killing, raping, looting, Hari-Kari. Red
iparcels hetween 5-2 towels. wothpaste, powder and toilet paper given—
d fish on their way—wark up some internees to pur sheets on ground —
to receive parcels from the sky

y, 25 August 1945

Ing happencd —cveryone very disgusted abour things—heard took Hong Kong
i hours and ook away internces during haule—also that Br plans coming

me after S am. notat 5am as stared—some think just purposely as mental
or the General misunderstood the me age—but then we are not the only

there are ahout 60 others—we are ahout 4.900 and something—say 6,000

women and children

ay, 28 August 1945
fesentatives with Davidson went out to town—inspection of Gen Hospital
Alexandra Hospital also the big hotels for internees to move 11 when Br tuken
=radio o be installed in Camp—can wne 10 any station, Brwill not armve
=10 days. Individual parcels from ouside. Heard dreadful atrociies in
d and Burma Swerchia recognised 1EC —supplies—Red Cross parcels
ded for Borneo and Sumatra will be released 1o news bulletin issued
S 0f world events. A plane, supposed to be Chinese came low and dropped

- Cards home and also ca

ds to fill as to where we would like to go—had
ment with Mum—1 want to see Auntie Grace and she doesn't Anyway.
B given in but with a bad grace and humour. After all Dad didl want me to
9€fore war started—it was his wish and I'm going to respect that—God helping
esterday so worried, wiote a note w M asking her to spare me a few morments
Belp andl advise me—said o go—also Maureen, Fossy and Sully—they ought
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to know and I'm taking the ‘bull by the horn'. Heard 9 Catalinas llying o
tomorrow to drop food from Australia, See Shelton Thomas and Genera]
in (?) Cheruy-King—(leet in Penang sweeping mines and arriving here on §
Getting pineapples—1% tins—remember when used to get 2 cubes in gk
and on Emperor’s birthday 411!

Some more individual parcels came in.

Wednesday, 29 August 1945
Sweet potato and tapioca beds raked up. Swetchia coming 10 pay us a visit sg
time—POW mecting on Saturday from 2-4 p.m. in Orchard—wonder if
will come. Also concert same evening—going to be the biggest show ever
on—hope to be out before then i

Friday, 31 August 1945
Great excitement—young uniformed RMC came in
M said "A visitor from Ceylon'—very young and shy and fairly mobbed
us—with several others from plane—paratroopers came to report on suit
airfield—horrilied at the state of Men's Hospital and Changi Prison—12,00
there—9.000 inside. A riot in Johore Yesterday when they came great sha
heard—walked coally inta Green House—Nips agitated and in a dither—di
on the spot—also Sikhs. Radio in Camp—heard news last night. A thrill hea
‘Big Ben’ chiming and in familiar words—This is London calling~what jo
gathered very little from news—as heard only end of it—something said abX
the leaders going to be tned by military wibunal for major war crimes—from
heard about the POWs in Japan—was worse than Hell! Starved and brugally tre

wool, knitting needles. powder puff, face cream, lipstick. toilet papers and sani
towels, writing pads. dark glasses, ete. Had powder and puff. Today had i€
drinks—was delicious—smokes came in—more individual parcels [rom outsié
M alterncon came with a man taking down where we wanted to go. M 8
Australia for me and nationality Australian. 3 others joining Nursing

Gen Hospital. Now wondering whether best to train in Australia or sty hél
Hoping to see Marnott tomorrow. Meetings every afiernoon and evenings (6
pm.) in Orchard. Music and dancing—want to come out of hospital but d
not ask M. Mum reconciled to idea of my going away—Dan had written t0
Feeling rather sad in midst ol laughter because of thinking of M—soon. very 50
we will part, perhaps. never more to meer. | must pluck courage 1o ask for b
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s and her photo—there is a pull at my heartstrings each time 1 think of
. Oh, M you won't realise how T will feel when the time comes—M ol
ams, I'll never forget you as long as 1 live—1 shall always breathe a prayer
and wherever you are, | shall always be at your side in spirit

ay, 2 September 1945

|from radio that Sir Shenton Thomas and several others are in Caleutta—4,507
in all here—gate opencd at our hut—men and women walking out to
e—great activity there. Chinese from nearby kampong selling egps.
bananas, chicken, etc —grand fun. Am told next o go when bed
—wish was allowed to go. Dan sent an egg—a heautful. big, fresh duck
rough Xenia. Everybody excited—1,000 Australian paratroopers supposed
d today—also today the signing of peace in Tokyo Bay on board the battleship
atabout 10.30 am Given iced drinks, ox tongue, milk ete, plenty to

day, 3 September 1945
ting of Union Jack roday

y, 4 September 1945

3 cruisers (‘Nelson'. ‘Cleoparra’ and 'Sussex’) and four minesweepers—the
the fleet coming in tomorrow. POWs visited relatives and mends (business)
up of sisters and doctors had photos taken by an officer in front of Hut
festerday gave M some fruit. Today had a tiny cup of brandy syrup and some
Buits and gave them all to M—glad for her o have it—came and thanked me
ly she wouldn't) Fossy came in hospital. Hoping to go back to hut tomorrow
ws—off Singapore yesterday Br minesweepers linished cutning a path through
mineficlds for the ships which will bring the Occupation forces. The cruiser
fopatra’ which is the 1st big Brwarship to call at Singapore sailed off yesterday
feet the ‘Sussex’ Landings on Kyushi Island began yesterday—no incidents
rred. General MacArthur commanded Jap' Army 1o report at once location
dll POW Camps and to turn them over to highest ranking prisorer in cach
on—this officer 10 be given full authority o demand whatever he required
d, medicine and supplies. Emperor Hirohito from the Golden Throne spoke
is people:~ ‘All names of Japs responsible for ill treatment of Allied Prisoners
War are heing added to the “War Criminals” list—in Burma. somewhere North
angoon 10.000 Jap treops holding out—arrangements being made for Jap
Icers 1o visit the area instruct the troops and lay down their arms



142 Diary of a Girl in Changi 1941-45

Wednesday, 5 September 1945
M wanted to keep me in another day but begged to be sent back to the
came out this evening Marriott came to see me—said to rest assuyy
finance—will keep all they can—was very nice—very kind and fatherly.
Eales shaved off beard—seems that he was not recognised with one o
Jack haisted above Hut 8 with cheers from all present—heard story of tha
Jack hoisted in the Orchard on Sunday—it was the flag flying over Changi

Nips brought it down, trod, kicked and spat on it—ran swords through
flung it away. One of the men rescued it and at the risk of his life

o camp and hid it Later was carefully patched by the men with g
woman's red petticoat

Thursday, 6 September 1945
Last night went to the Orchard with Anna to Tom's twmble-down shack
Fred—looking fit. could hardly recognise him. Then an AIF chap came g
Anna had rold me he was anxious to meet me—wonder what she said ¢
me! Had sandwiches, coffee and bananas—all provided by Tom, Later wengy
10 dance i

The young soldier's name is Lionel F Young—nicknamed ‘Darby'—sa
puzzled abour me as | seemed rather vague in all my answers. Litde does
that I'm shy and not much of a talker—he must think me an unsociable

“Are you alraid of me? or are you Irightened of soldiers in general?” he a

‘Nol' | said

Said something o Tom whao replied: ‘Oh, Sheila's alw ays been like
if he knew me all his life!

Anna: ‘Yes, she’s very quict but she's a great thinker’

I bowed in mock courtesy
saw Bill and quickly moved our of his sight. Darby noted the evasiof
wanted to know why. I try o avoid people I'm not o keen on’

Silence! Then looking at me with a twinkle in his eye—Do you like T

Could not help grinning back at him: “Well, am | avoiding you?'

Had a final wlk with Dr Williams: 1'm wondering whether it would be
for me to train in Australia or stay here and train in the Gen Hospital' =

Dr Williams: “Well. where do you want 1o work m the end?—in Mala

I: 1 hope to work in Siam. You sce, | want to do Health work, after yeas
experience, of course. there, and 1 thought thar perhaps, it would impress
people beter if | have a training abroad "

Dr Williams: ‘Oh, certainly! But T would advise you to et your general
here and then take a course in health work either in England or Australia. 1
there is a college for such things and where girls from every part of the
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if1 were you, | would do this. You'll find it a beter plan as you will more
ke ow what line to take then

's all | wanted 10 know and I'll take your advice. Doctor, thank you
fing my mind ar ease”

yr; It is just as well. Goodnight *

oodnight”

g, 7 September 1945
d to go into town bur must be back hy curfew (8 pm -8 am ) Wem
up. Town rather in shambles—buildings in ruins—smoke haze still
being alternoon the whole town seems deserted!
smorning May and T went walking round the Camp—weni to the kampongs
up the hills and came back hy the main road. Came back from town
g to hear the bind from HMS “Sussex’ playing How handsome and smart
joked in their uniforms as they marched up and down the Men's Camp
gmilitary pieces lor 20 minutes Then to the Orchard to play dance music
especially ‘God Save the King' we sang as we've never sung before. The
ithe drums, the voices—surely that melody must have reached and penetrated
bty heavens to God. Tears came into my eyes—lelt all choked up. Suddenly
ing pulled hy the arms—to join hands with a small g group—as we sang ‘Auld
e'—others were crying oo, Crying because we are free—crying hecanse
we'll be saying Hnn“x)( to the Iriends we've made in this "Hell-hole'—tears
ore tears—we hugged each other and we gave in 1o joyous laughter. How
one describe this fecling—something wonderful—touching. sad and yet
oh. it's hard o deseribe this emotion that we all leel!
IS now half-past cleven—this evening was indescribable! Darby did not wm
flere was Buck, ex POW; Jimmy: Kyra and hushand. Everybody was drinking
ptme. Jimmy danced with me most of the time—a good dancer and [ enjoyed
g with him Then suddenly he said: ‘Come, Sheila, let's get out of this crowd
out waiting for my answet, he pulled me along with him—we disappeared
€ darkness Music grew lainter Under some trees we stopped. ‘Come and
Te for a moment.” There we sar in the dark—neither of us saying a word—
appeared deep in thought and so was 1—it was good to be away from
ise and people milling around —sighed and a voice whispered in my ear:
that sigh for?’

don't know—except it's pleasant siting here
Vith me?

t necessarily” 1 answered back

Bheila, ¢l me abou yourself

ere's nothing 1o tell
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‘Nonsensel I want to know all about you and what you are going to do)
you leave here.'—spoke in a low voice that was slow with that distinctive
accent, How 1 love to hear him speak—am a sucker for the Scottish brg
glad too that he didn't know that

“You realise, Sheila, it's over 3 years since I've sat and talked to a wom
this—it's a grand feeling, | can tell you. And I'm glad it's

Felt unicomfortable somehow but tried not 1o show it—"Ki
please’

Silence again—then taking my hands in his and | thought—those poor
how rough they've become!

‘Sheila, what would you do if | kissed you?

"No!" I said and quickly got up. Caught my lefi hand and laid his ho
against it

‘Why not?’

‘What for?’

‘What for?—at that he released my hand. "What for? You ask me that. €
You might as well ask why we live, why we are born? I'm sorry—you at
young—so innocent. Come, let’s go back.’

Walked slowly back—stopped. Lified my face gently—closed my §
thinking—0Oh, God this is it—he’s going to kiss me. Instead, he hugged me
I'm sure | heard a sob come from him—yes! [ felt a tear on my cheek—log
up at him—he said nothing Touched his cheek—there were tears! Put my
around him and hugged him tight—don't know how long
together—crying, crying! Somehow Ldidn't feel shy or awkward any more—
me to my hut. Bent down and gently kissed my lips saying, Thank you,

‘Goodnight, Jimmy.'

Goodnight and Tl vou around, Sheila’

As | watched him leave, 1 have this leeling that | won't be seeing him again
seems as if he's saying goodbye

Monday, 10 September 1945
Wrote to Miss Stewart, the matron. Reply:

‘Miss Sheila Allan has worked as a VAD with me in the internment
Singapore. She worked well, and [ think she ought o train as a nurse. [ recor
her to be put on the list for an early vacancy’

Letter from My P.B Man

Dear Miss Allan
It now seems that [ shall be repatriated before | can contact Mr M

I have therefore been unable to arrange for finance yet since the banks are clo
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¢ely to remain so for some time. However. | have spoken to several people
Dr Smallwood of your Camp who is seeing Matron Stewart if possible before
. 1l she does not contact Matron, she will give you a letter of reference and
dation. All are agreed that by far the best course for you to pursue is to
e a probationer at the General and go m for Health work, as Matron said. At
pment the military are in occupation at the General and Dr MeGregor (Senior
B MO) says applications for work, nursing etc. are more than there are at present
es for. He further says this state of things may continue for some little time
the wisest plan for you immediately to fix up to board at the Convent while
e down

n therefore seeing Father Cosgrove this aftemoon and getting him to help you
¢way he can. | will fumnish you (enclosed) with a letter personally guarantecing
ent of expenses incurred in connection with your board unul such time as
tal can take you on and Father Cosgrove will support my guarantee 1 think
cial aid will also cover any expenses you may need until you are drawing
ry at the Hospiral

hope these arrangements fit in with your wishes—please write and let me
as soon as possible if there is anything else | can do—1 do not expect to be
ig for a day or two

ite leaving like this without seeing you actually in residence and cared for as
d wish but orders are orders and apparently 1 must go as soon as possible
iShing you all the best of luck and assuring you of my help at any time in future

this is it—looks like my future has been mapped out for me. How do |
ibout all this—I don't really know. Everything is still up in the air. At the
ient | am just taking one day at a time—so much is happening in Camp
L don't think anyone really knows what he or she is going to do—except
to get out of here as soon as it is possible!

ty, 11 September 1945
hasn't been to see us—Tom said he didn't like ‘to butt in'—fancy thar!
a and 1 wrote to him and this evening got a reply

intbatten] arrived while we were there. Came back in time to see the A
terrific show!

t before last, Tom, Maureen and | went to listen to the radio in the Men's
Anna had gone out It was near the power station on the way to the
tal. There was a bright light and many people sat along the hillside hstening
d for half an hour, Saw a beauriful sight on leaving—part of the hill was
overed in tapioca bushes. A gentle breeze was blowing—the leaves glistening,
e light looked like a sheet of water with ripples dancing in the moonlight
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Today again went to the reservoir (9,30 a m.) for a swim with the others_,
took a gramophone and records to the house where we danced—had tiff
tea there. Jimmy insisted on dancing with me all the time—he’s a real
hoy. can he dance—and that Scottish drawl, how 1 love hearing ir!

Wednesday, 12 September 1945
This morning, most of the Camp wimed out 1o witness the Victory Parady
was the formal surrender by the Japanese officers to Lord Mountbatten qp
steps of the Municipal Offices. The padang was packed with Uooked like:
whole population of Singapore was there) peaple. Planes, lying boats, trang
planes. fighter planes and bombers (you name it, anything that flies) fle
and zoomed here, there The army. navy were assembled on the Padang toge
with the band—the marines did look smart in their “whites’ What a lovely
we cheered and we clapped and we hugged each other and cried and 1
and then cried again! The atmosphere was unreal. Those who were specially iny
were in the Municipal Buildings, | was on one of the balconies with the oth
The POWSs were there o, Lord Louic arrived i grear style—how we chy
and waved our hands. The band played and he walked round, inspecting
talking to the army and navy—one sailor fainted and had to be taken aw
astretcher: Seven Nip Olficials then arrived —the Chinese roared their angey
wanted o rush at them but wer kept at bay by the MPs, Alter the ceremg
was over—they came ot again and were taken aw ay. The Flag (our heloved f
was hoisted while the band gloriously and thrillingly played “God save the
followed by French, Dutch. Chinese and American anthems Heard speed]
had photos taken We cheered and danced and cheered aurselves hoarse.
was dancing in the streets—we were mad gloriously madly happy—Time s
stll as we let our hair down—for a moment we fargot those 3% years as
went into a lrenzy of dancing, singing—we are FREE, FREE. FREF! AT LA
Finally exhaustion ook over—physically and emotionally! How we got ba
to Camp I dont know—1 think we got a lift hack—was two tired 1o think! @
collapsed on my hed and knew no more! This eveming had pictures showil
in the Orchard but we (the Gang) decided to g0 to the Dutch Club in town=
had been invited by the RAF bays. Unfortunately [ missed out due o havi
woken up oo late to be ready in time when the boys came o pick the girlsi
in the gharry So went 10 see the pictures instead—enjoyable but a bit longs
maybe still suffering from the excitement of this morning! | was standing up
someone offered me a seat—we got talking—Arthur is his name and he had nu
Dad Afier the show we walked back towards the huts—it was a pleasant ni
as we ambled along Talked of many. things. He 1s also a Scots—1 sure can pio8
them

it
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ook the opportunity to see [Mr Marriott] so | could thank him personally
at he has done to help us and to wish him a safe passage home He seemed
not heing able to finalise everything himsell but I assured him thar |
e all right though a litde apprehensive about being left on my own but
rvive after coming through all this! Thank you lor caring, Mr Marriott

said she doesn’t need my help any more as everything is all fixed up.
hopes to be able to go back to Ipoh in a couple of weeks' time—wished that
oming toa but realised that | had my own life 1o work out and so wished
gvery luck in whatever [ intend 1o do. [ think she's relieved in a way that
esn't have to he responsible for me. | said goodbye as I'm hoping to get
tomorrow and see if T can get an appointment at the General Hospital—1'd
fo be able to start work as soon as possible and so support mysell and not
burden to anyone longer than I can help. T do have doubts about my abilities—
pot sure how the world is going to treat me—wish Dad was stll with me
and advise me. Dear God, help me to cope in a strange world—help me
all there is 10 leam and 1o he sensible in all things This is going to be
ing’ experience and I'm scared, really scared

ay, 16 September 1945
't go into town—being Sunday so will leave for tomorrow, But last night—
fight, oh what a night and Dear Diary | must write it down while fre
mind
tnight was invited out to join the girls at the Dutch Club. Jo was insisient
Ut me going out Well. 1 thought ‘just this once’ is not going to disrupt
thing “Oh. all right but how am | gomng to get back if I'm not enjoying mysell?”
ou will, I tell you, you will enjoy yourseli—you like dancing, don't vou?' |
ided—So. there—there'll he lots of dancing and you won't run out of partners’
h that she ran ofl, singing to hersell
Now, Dear Diary. comes the extraordinary part of the evening—got off early
the Club—the boys ook us in their gharry
is is Sheila’ as | got introduced to Peter, a sergeant. "Whoa! Why haven't
met before!" he bellowed out, his bright blue eyes twinkled
fey! Pete! let us have a look in' came a chorus of voices from the others and
B by one they edged in to he introduced. Everyone seemed to be in high spirits
flin no time the dance floor was taken aver by hundreds of dancing feet!
found mysell seated next to a young RAF chap who was content to watch
‘dancers doing their thing on the dance floor. Took a glance at him—dark
d, well built young man—noticed the square jaw and wondered what colour
£ he's got. Pete came to claim his dance—he danced well and the music was
Od—1 thought to mysell ‘I'm glad | came’
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Once again | went and sat next to this silent young man. [ got curioug »
I wanted him to take notice of me—imagine that! Me who is so shy of the opp
Sex. wants a stranger to tlk o me! With a drink in his hand, he was in g
conversation with his mates and completely ignored my presence Then the otl
left to dance and we were alone at the table

“Now. he'll be sure to say something I thought hut | might as well be invi
my move | guess—"Have you been here before?”

‘Hmmm? Oh. here? No'—a man of very lew words evidently—am 1 Intrigyg

‘What abour Singapore? Like the place? [

‘Okay. Better than India'—still he didn't look at me and | so much wa
to see his eyes!

‘Been in'the Service long?' | persisted =T get you to talk even if | don't
another dance’ 1 promised mysel

Five years!" He sounded bored and gazed moodily at s empty glass,

‘You dance at all?” | asked,

No—why don't you dance with the ather chaps?” sounded rude 1o me
he meant 1o say “Why don't you leave me alone? must have 4 chip’ on b
shoulder

1 laughed—at last I'm Betting some sort of a response so 1 persisted—1
ulking to you'—he frowned—his gaze still on his glass. ‘But, of course. if yolf
rather—'

No!" he wrned to look at me—a dimple appeared on his cheek, his eyes
nated seemed to be smiling and the colour—grey and as I looked into his ey
Lelt as if 1 was ‘drowning’ in their depths—a strange fecling, an unknown leel
came over me—suddenly [ felt shy—unsure of myself—1 looked towards the dlancen
on the floor

sure you don't want to dance? Your sergeant is giving me a nasty look

‘He's not my sergeant,” | almost snapped back—I felt uncomlortable as if caugl
in the act of showing my feelings—leelings of what® I'm not sure.

‘He's not? Well, then let’s take a walk—I need 1o sretch my legs. Comil

Just like that! and 1 got up and followed him like a young puppy after his
master. In silence we went down the drive :

‘Why did you want to talk to me? he asked Whar a strange question, T thoughl
I had made it plain .

‘Oh, sure you made it plain enough, |

‘But why?

‘Gee, do you want to know the reason for everything?' 1 asked ' was j o
amusing mysell . he stopped walking and spoke slowly as if | had slapy
his face with what | had said

You don’t mean that ' Somehow for some reason 1 had hurt him with thos
words
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you are right 1 didn’t mean that, | really wanted to get to
don’t now ask me why because | can't answer that’
ssed and wanted to get away [rom him his presence was
king me uncomfortable. He must have sensed my intention as he caught my
to stop me from moving away
| didn't carch your name' he said
Sheila,' 1 told him. "'What's yours?

i ey call me Jinx’
Jinx? Are you a jinx?" | asked
e laughed and he looked real boyish then. Went back to the Club and got
ja drink—1 made a face as | wsted mine.
ou don't drink? | shook my head
Okay. Il get you some lemonade will do?
| nodded—grateful for his understanding and | was thirsty
Arrived late at the Camp alter the dance. Was standing up in the gharry as
getting the breeze against my face, when the gharry took & sharp turn and
flung off balance. An arm was round my waist to steady me—Jinx was
lding me against him—at first | wanted to take his hands ofl but somehow
t very comforting to be engulfed by them
e were escorted to our huts—the moon had gone down and 1t was quite
irk walking along the path. Caught my foot and stumbled a couple of times
then | Tound mysell being swept up in Jinx's arms—I was going to protest but
ain came that feeling that it was nice being close to him. He put me down
en we got to my hui—casually and without a word
*Thank you, Jinx and goodnight”
He smiled, "Goodnight. I'll be seeing you, Sheila He said, tumed and vanished
to the darkness

And so 1 come to the end of my story. And do you know what, Dear Diary—1
ould like to see him again—wonder if T will 1think he's ‘jinxed” me into feeling
ething I've never felt before and I'm not sure what that is

Monday, 17 September 1945

oke early this morming—to Jo's surprise

‘Helll What are you doing so carly—and where are you going all dressed up?
Questions, questions!

‘By the way. you sure made a hit with Jinx last night'—ar the mention of this
ame | felt mysell blushing and made a big thing at tying my shoelaces so Jo
Couldn't see my red face

‘I thought you want to know where I'm going’
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“All right! Where are you going? 1 told her [ was going to geta job at the
Hospital

But that's occupied by the military.’

I know. 1 know." I said patiently as to a child ' was told yesterday thap
General is needing more nurses. So. | might as well 2o and apply for 2 jof

‘Good luck *

I sure need it and off T went on a borrowed bike

Sun was shining as 1 rode past my hue huts 11 and 10 and on o the road
the way downhill—faster, laster—felr free, free 4
fly away, away up in the sky

Along selegi Road, past the Cathay Building and up Stamford Road and iy
Hill Street. Before the brdge was the big Hill Street Police Station—still wi
its camoullage of dirty yellow, brown and green—remembering, felt a shiver cop
over me The hridge—now New Bridge was lined by hawkers doing brisk tra
cven at this hour of the morming, Eventually came to the gawe of 37th Gene
Hospital. A guard inquired my business—iold him and was directed to the
building Had my letters of recommendation—handed them to the officer inl
Got 1o see the Matron—must have heen all right as 1 got the job

An ex-internee!—a bit soon w be starting work.” she said. ‘However, wed
need extra help so you'll have 1o do—can you start tomorrow? Say about 9 an
as youll be travelling from the Camp—can't put yowupar the moment, but wi
try and see what we can do later for you' )

Must have looked real happy at the prospect of working there—You mustb
keen to start, am [ nght, Lass?

I nodded

Be off with you and I'l see you right here at 9 am. sharpt’

I was dismissed Pleased with mysell and rode quickly back ro Camp—the
waorld seemed bright today and | feel glad 1o be alive—so happy that | found
mysell whistling—felt as 11 1 could be kind 0 the whole world and | wanted @
let everybody know that I'm just so happy 1o be alive!

Jo was waiting for me 0 come back and went in to tell her the news—she
was glad for me but thought starting work tomorrow was 4 bit sudden

By the way. coming to the Dutch Club tonight

Was going to say no then thought why nor make this a celebration but | kna J
it wasn't only that—1 wanted to see Jinx again—that is, il he Il be there and hopi
that he'll be there too

Tuesday, 18 September 1945
Am Ltired wnight! Started ut the hospital this morning—lots of sick solders—did
plenty of ‘blanker” haths for the patients; some had o be fed Tuking temperarures



1945 151

iving medicines but no writing of reports, thank goodness! Lost count of
qmany beds | had to make by the time 1 was ready to be off duty. It was
bed ward and not a bed was vacant
de friends with ‘Lofty’ the litde Irish wardsman and ‘Shorty’ as you can
(s is a six footer Scots, Then there's ‘Curly Top'—an Englishman with a mop
ond curls. Everyone was helpful and there was a lor of teasing going on between
ree orderlies
oing Home?' Shorty followed me to the gate. “You were in Chang Prison,
told. Rough, was i? How did the Japs treat you?' He was cager to talk.
Considering all the stories I've heard about the other camps, 1 think it must
been the best one to be in” | said

dn't they ill trear you?'
Oh, yes—in some ways they were prety brutal and it was scary—some of
en and women had a bad time when they were taken outside by the Secret

Btopped at the Guard Hut—a friendly voice greeted me—OIf home now, Nurse?'
ovely smile lit his rugged face—rerumed his smile and Shory let our a snort
fhat has he got to get a smile from you? and twrned 1o the guard. T couldn’t
her 1o smile like that’

An ugly face. Lad. an ugly face’ was the answer and | had to laugh then!
0 was eager to know how my lirst day at the hospital went—

Wery busy and am | tired.”

00 tired to go our tonight?” she asked. "We are having a party for one of
boys—a hirthday bash for him.’

es. I'll come but don't know if my feer will let me do any dancing—they
a bit on the sore side”’

Good." Jo said—T1l let you put your feet up—give them a good rest and a
b and you'll be night,” and off she went singing away—what a happy child!
Thoughits twmed 1o Jinx—he didn't turn up last mght at the Club and was
rable—all the time. | kept looking lor him—even the music and the dancing
't help me forget him. Will he be there tonight? | won't know unless I'm
will 1?7 So I'm going to be there!

dnesday, 19 September 1945

did not tum up last night. Asked the sergeant about him—casually, hoping
no one noticed my interest

‘Where's Jinx? Isn't he one of your crowd?’

Jinx has never been much for girls'—he laughed

'What's funny? I asked

Do you know we had 1o drag him almost by the ear the other night—he came
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on condition that we wouldn't introduce him to any girls. | saw you trying
talk to him and was surprised to see you two later walking together. Shall |
him you asked afrer him?'

How do I answer to that without giving myselfl away?

If you want to—1 just wondered what happened to him—thought he Mig
have been shipped home’ and 1 don't even know where his home is—Englag
of course, bur exactly where?

Another busy day at the hospital nursing some very sick h
terrible brutes those Japs are! Those emanciated bodies)—1 could count every
as I sponged them and the ugly uleers—how could they have been so treag
when they are POWs? Waorst of all | heard staries of our own POWs—some
about being sent 1o Siam to work on the railways—laer found out that thousa
of them were sent to the jungles of Siam w build a railway for the Japs—ty
thousands died while doing it—some [rom chalera, dysentery, malaria 2
starvanion and stories even of some of them being beheaded! Why. why so crug
why torture them 1o such an extent—how they must have suffered and who o
blame them if they hawed the Japs. Only heard the soldiers talking amopy
themselves—wauld have liked to ask lor more details b they didn't wang
talk oo much abowt their experiences 1o oursiders like me Sometimes on
rounds I hear them crying with the pain of their dreadful memories—wish | k
how to comfort them: The war is over. sure. but to these POWs—the war withi
themselves is far from over—I know a litile of how they feel though 1 haven
gone through whar they went through How | wish I could help them in some
way—perhaps | have—a litle—in nursing them and being there when they wag
anything,

Sunday, 30 September 1945
Day off today—have had a really hectic week—thought I'd never make it throug
a week: A couple of the patients died and three shipped home. Curly Top has
been a real help: Got on well with Sister and George and the other girls working
there. Tonight going to the Club with Jo and the Gang—Jo seems o have a s
RAF boy—| think she likes him a lot

Haven't heard anything about Jinx—Jo tells me he hasn't been to the Club since?
thar night we met. So—1 guess he is no longer with the boys—gone home probably

Monday, 1 October 1945

Have left Camp and starioned at the General Hospital in the Nurses™ quarters
Makes it a lot casier—perhaps won't feel so tired now as don't have o bike ©
work and back w Camp every day
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Last night when we arrived at the Club saw Jinx sitting with twao other
t over to say hello—he seemed surprised—

cuse me, boys. I'll be back presently.” and with that he propelled nie outside
pped just outside the Club

ete told me you have been asking alter me—he reckons that you'd like 1o
g me again—is that true?

hat could [ say except Yes' and 1 felt my pulse racing and believe it or not
shed!

hy? [ thought Pete was pulling my leg Why doyou want to see me?* he
ted with the question

low can | answer that when I don't really know the reason lor wanting to
 him except that | just wanted o see him again?

il don't know why I want 10 see you—1 just wanted to see you again—thar's
... 1 finished the sentence rther lamely.

iGod. how did I get myscll in such a muddle?

*L wanted o see you again.” he began ‘Never mind that—what | want to
now is when am 1 going to see you agam.’

oing to be rather difficulr, Jinx. as I'm now staying in the Nurses' quarters
e General

‘That shouldn't present a problem | shall see you there instead
I'thought—he does want 10 see me again and now a question nags my mind
ut why?'

‘Whar about tomorrow?’ my thoughts were interrupted by his voice in
ear.

I'm working shilt tomorrow and not off duty 6l 8 pm.

‘T be there around 8 p.m —waiting for you. We better get back inside and
Ou can have a dance—one dance. mind you—with your sergeant

‘Wish you wouldn't keep calling hini “my sergeant”™ 1 was a little annoyed
is teasing, 1 preferred to be with him—what 1s the matter with me—why do
ant 1o be with him—tried 1w analyse my feelings—hopeless! Could 1 talk to
ebody abour i? Who? Am not much good ar talking abour my feelings but
leed to find out why I feel this, this way about Jinx and [ don't even know
Ow to describe this strange feeling! Dear Diary—1 am all mixed up! Writing down
Oesn't even help

haps,

Wednesday, 3 October 1945

i armived last night—was waiting for me as | came off the ward—told him to
Vait while [ got changed out of my uniform

Went for a walk. hand in hand—it scemed so natural somehow just walking
ch deep in our own thoughrs
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Yesterday spoke to Jo about Jinx and you know what she said?

‘By the way you are talking about the hoy. I think you've fallen in love with

1 was struck dumb for a moment—1 couldn't deny it because 1 don't kng
what “falling in love” is like—il she says that, then perhaps it's true. Can i
what [am leeling about Jinx is love? T've never been in love if that's how i f
because Pve never felt like this before

Dear Diary. help me while | think this over

Thursday, 4 October 1945
Had an incident in the ward—one of the Dutch patients, recovering from dyse
made me really angry. While making his bed I caught a faint aroma of cogl

prawns and onions—recognised the smell—"Mee Goring' —found the offendij
dish wrapped in a bundle of banana leaves, Did | go to town on the poor ¢
1 wits so angry—all he said was that he was so hungry—just as suddenly 1 stoppe
being angry—I remembered | was hungry too—in fact [ was always hungry whe
in Camp and hunger does smange things to people and 1 looked at him throug
tear-stained eyes—I felt his hunger but [ also had a responsibility so | gently tof
him not to do i agan and il he wanted more 1o eat to let us know.

Saturday, 6 October 1945
Last night stayed back on duty to care lor another Dutch patient suffering fro
cardiac beri-beri—could see that he wasn't going to make it through the ni

i

sure we'd let his wife know There was litle | could do excepr hold his han
and mop his brow

whispered 1n my ear. Oh. gosh. I had (orgotten him—he's been coming to s
me each evening, L
“Tell him, Shorty, 1 can't see him tonjght and that 1l see him tomorrow!
Three hours later the poor man passed away. Shorty and | busied outselve
with the last offices for the dead. T must have stumbled as | felt as il | was going
to faint Shorty was there to prop me up and slowly walked me through the wa
Everything seemed still and silent, then | heard sobbing from behind a scre
It was immy. an English POW
“What's wrong, Jimmy—have you gor a pain?
I don't want to die. please; | don't want w die”
‘Of caurse, you are not going to die. You are getting stronger each. day ané
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bre long you'll be on your way home to your family. Think of that and say
are going to get better—you are going home. There!’

‘cradled his head. buming with fever, unul he stopped crying

But he died, Nurse, and he had what I've got”

\ , yes, Jimmy but then he was i lot older than you and he had a lot more
es wrong with him. You've got youth on your side, so be a good hoy and
living,'

smiled through his tears—1f you say so°

owly | walked towards the Nurses' quarters—it had heen a long day and might
ted to cry—no. [ wanted Jinx but 1 had sent him away. Then | heard the
le—a familiar tune ‘1l be seeing you'—did 1 imagine 1t? No. there he was
iting and gently whistling What did happen next? 1 can’t remember i 1 ran
s him—all | knew was that [ wanted his arms around me and [ was crying,
v, He said “What's the tears?” Told him what happened

Sure but | thought 1'd stick around anyway.” he grinned. Went out 1o our
purite garden seat—the night was warm. Jinx settled himsell along, the hench.

e teasing him as 1 pulled a curl out. saying 1 love that tiny cwd falling down
i forchcad—makes you look like Cupid!’
frowned and | had great delight rrying to smoath out the wrinkles on his

8Stop [rowning!” The man had gone to sleep! So much for lis company. then
porse took over—he must be tired—let him sleep. And [ realised thar 1 like
love—him. Could this be love that I've read and heard from others, if it

getting late. 1 had to wake him up

ave | been asleep?” What a silly question

y heavens!” he looked at his watch. "Why did you let me sleep? He was
roachful

ou looked so tired and so comfortable T didn't have the heart 1o push you
Ethe bench' | said. He stood up and | receved my first kiss from Jinx li—it
s differeni—1 don't think | saw any stars (according o the books) it felt like
touch of a butterlly 1t was that gentle and brief

alked back to the nurses’ quarters where we said our goodnights—1 had my
nd kiss—this time it wasn't so gentle nor was it as brief—in fact, | found
to breathe and had 1o push him so that | could get a gulp of ar
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‘Oh, Sheilal" he said, tumed and quickly walked away.
Now, what did I do wrong? Have I offended him—will | see him again

Friday, 12 October 1945
Five days—no Jinx! [ have upset him—and 1 am missing him.
Lofty and Curly Top were having a discussion when I came off ¢
Where's Glamour Boy? asked Shorty when he saw me ‘Haven't
about lately '
Jinx a glamour boy? [ laughed. "He is anything but
‘Oh. all RAF chaps are glamour boys,” Shorty went on unperturbed by
laughter f
“Alter all, it isn't fair
‘No, it isn't fair' echoed three of the convalescents !
DA come out with us tonight. We've got a pass and hesides tomorrow
b off said the eldest one quietly
Well, why not? Jinx hasn't been around and probably not likely to;
50 off we went—the three ‘Musketeers' as | called them Jungle green
and red berets—they did look smart and | was proud to be with them. Ja
leadler. hailed a taxi but I suggested walking was better for our health.
Come on." I said and slipping an arm through Jack’s and Bill's | marched
along the road to the Great World
“Whar would your wife say if she knew you are taking me out?” 1 asked
He grinned and said in the broad Yorkshire accent: ‘Aw—she's a sensi e
ooman, she is that’
"And what abour your girl. John?'
‘Oh, she’s probably doing the same thing—we fight and make up. fi
make up again.’
‘And Bill=have you no one?’
‘He's a lone wolf and beware of him, my girl" | caught him wink at 1
I'm going to miss them
As usual the Great World was crowded.

&

Sunday, 14 October 1945 )
Jinx was waiting for me: He had heen ill—said MO wanted to send him
but said he wasn't that sick. Glad to see him and told him so.
‘I've been worried’ “Worried? he said
You told me to sty away if 1 didn’t feel well enough—really, you belong!
a lunny crew—you women!' !
‘I suppose we are’ | admitted. Sat and ralked about the future, talked arouid
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hing except what | really felt about him. What do you do—tell him 1 love
2k him if he loves me? No, | couldn't do either of those things because
not sure of this word *Love” and what it means

the way, Sheila, our squadron is giving a party next Friday at the Dutch
me of the boys are going home—it's a sort of a send-oll party. I'd like
5 come and meet the boys.*

lor't know, Jinx. Tomorrow I'll be leaving here with some of the other nurses
ging transferred to Kandang Kerbau Hospital and | hope to start my training
t And | won't know il Il be off that night. Have to wait and see

In't make a late night tonight as [ have an early shift in the morning,

id goodnight at the front of the quarters—it seemed natural to kiss each other
it makes me feel warm i his arms—only T wish he wouldn't hold me so
ly—it disturbs me. | feel nervous or something and yet 1 don't want hum to
e go. Crazy woman that [ am—! don't know what | want!

, 19 October 1945

jement—day of the party. Had the evening off and a special pass from Matron
of the other nurses also invited. A gharry came ta pick us up and transported
 the Dutch Club which was gaily lii—didn't take long for the dance floor
e crowded

wasn't anywhere to be seen—my feelings ol happiness vanished—he's not
0 be here! Didn't have time to think when got whisked on 1o the dance
E Asked my dancing parmer if he knew Jinx—yes, he did and ‘He's just coming
h a bunch of chaps’

uddenly | felt light-headed—wanted to rush to him but waited ull the dance
) over.
Inx saw me and took me to his table. 'Come and meet the boys. Sheila—they
ery, very anxious to meet you

50 many of them—"This is Timmy our young artist; Willy. the best dancer
squadron; Yorker our resident comic and of course. Brush. our CO" and
were more—how could T remember their names—told Jinx so

Never mind—as long as they know you They'll never forgive me if | didn’t
roduce you. You see, they feel that they have a right to meet the girl who is
bing so much of my thoughts and time '

He has been thinking of me—! wonder—and later | knew that he
ed when he nearly had a fight with a sergeant who was dancing with me and
10 tried to kiss me. Seeing them measuring each other out in the garden, T couldn’t
P thinking that they were evenly maiched and wondered that 1 could think
uch a thing and quickly stood berween them. It took a bit ol persuading and
let me lead him away from the sergeant
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‘How dare he .
‘Don-t say it Jinx—it's not worth it and 1 ook his face in my hands -
made him look at me Next minute | was kissing him and | wanted him g o
on kissing me too—and this time | didn't mind him holding me tightly to i
and Leould feel his heart heating, 1 could have stayed like that all night |

but it was him who pushed me away from him and said, ‘I think it's time [ ¢
vou home'

Monday, 29 October 1945 Ward Two ., 3 a.
On night duty past 1en days—haven't been able 1o spend much time with
but what ume spent with him has been great

Urgent message lrom Gauron to see
overslepr. However, went o Rex Horel
him and told to come and see him today at 4 pm —he said he had a reply
Australia and Aunue Grace can support me and willing to have me with 3
will let me know as soon as arrangements can be made Tonight when [ see Ji
Fwill well him—don't know i T want o 80 away now—| want to be with

love him, 1 do love him Does he love me—he hasn't said so but then I ha ves
told hiny either

him yesterday between -2 p.m, |
| w0 inquire—met 1 Bradshaw—spoj

Tuesday, 30 October 1945
Saw Jinx last night—told him that there is a'chance that | may be gong to Austrl
10 live with my aunt. He was quict for a moment, then ‘That's good news, Shei
I'm so glad for you—you'll have a better chance of doing something or your fun
I'm alrawd that wasn't exactly the reaction 1 wanted from him—wanted his
1o say he didn't want me o g0 and perhaps beg me 10 stay and he with hins
Ustared at him, ‘But | don't wan o o=l want to be with you' | blurted ou
He put his arms around me and sighed Instantly 1 sensed something wa
right
‘What is it, Jinx? Have | said somerhin,
Oh. Sheila, Sheilal was all he said,
Have been trying all week to tell you
‘Go on, Jinx. Something's happened
that 2 1 felt my voice tremble
‘Have you heen happy, Sheila?* )
‘Yes. oh yes when you are with me. It seems like a lovely dream hut you do
wake up from a dream. don't you? 1 asked. somehow sensing that this dream’
ol mine is going to be broken any minute,

i

g, something [ shouldn't?'

then—1T'm not sure how you'll take
" he stopped

—you don't want 1o sce me any more. I8
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And to think that I'm the one to wake you up from this dream of yours. Doesn’t
n fair, does it?'

yhat do you mean? and looked up at him. He was looking ahead with the
that brought out the deep lines on his forehead

jear Sheila, I wanted to tell you days ago but could not bring myself to say
oo wanted this to last as long as it could hut tonight | must '

bu mean that—that you are leaving Singapore—when? Tomorrow?*

could only nod his head

morrow, tomorrow he'll be gone—I had to think but how could 1 with his
around me! Words umbled as 1 told him of my feclings and desperately
ung to him, kissing him with utter abandonment. Then sanity prevailed as
alised the implication of our situation

en this s goodbye? | spoke into his jacker

Yes, Sheila. But you must go toyour aunt and start a new lile there—no. let
inish” as | tried tointermupt. “Strange things happen sometimes and who kiows
Fpaths may cross agam. Promise me that youll go—one day you'll meet aman

and marry and all this will he @ memory and [ hope. a happy one”
How could he say thatl

Sheila—it's an carly start for us tomorrow. And thank you. my Darling
Ejust being you' and with a quick brush of his lips against mine he umed
fl walked away—away owt of my hean—but he was whistling our tune. 11/
eeing You'. Yes! [inx, ['will be seeing you as the song says—Tn all the familiar
s Goodbye and Thanks for the memory' —1 cried and how 1 cried!

fednesday. 7 November 1945

bok mysell off hack o Sime Road Camp two days ago 10 see the “gids —had
¥o days ofl and could not bear to be around the hospital alter Jinx went. Oh
Imissed him and have kept mysel( busy to stop myself from thinking about
but the evenings—how lonely 1 feld!

It was good to see the girls—not many of them are there now—strange that
Should want to go back there bur it was the only *hit' of home 1 had left and
Knew | could be there on my own and ‘lick my wounds soto speak. | wandered

und the camp and did a lot of thinking:
]

such sad thoughes but there were
happy anes. 1 had time w review the past three and a half years as [ fuimed
e pages of my diary—1 don't have to hide the hooks any more. Now | have
i the time w0 write and record all that has happened since we were liberated
thout fear of being caught Dear Drary—what would I have done without you
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Thursday, 8 November 1945 Kandang Kerbau Hospital, Singape
12 noon—telephone call from Gauron in the Colonial Office—Flying tomoyy
to Australia at 545 a.m.—to be ready—coming to see Matron about it after

2.30 pm.~Gauron arrived—went to see Matron who was in a bad mood.
to see Col. Walkinshaw—up to him—wasn't very pleased about it but
were also unprepared—anyway said wasn't going to siop me—to 20 and
ete. Asked Gauron if could fix me up either at Rex or Seaview for the
difficult 1o get transport from Kandang Kerbau Hospital. Said see what coy
done

6 pom—Fixed up at the Rex—wrote leter to Matron thanking her. Had
mvited to Paratroopers' Party at Blue Room—Pegasus Club—at first thought
not go but now decided to—sa coming to Kandang Kerbau to be picked up lag

1130 pim.~Rex Hotel—had nice time—nearly danced off my leet—very
and when heard my last night in Malaya—would not let me sit down—g
Hastie—did not see me so tried to attract his auention—eventually succeed
suid for a moment could not recognise me. Came over and talked. Had a
t me for 5 days—carried tonight with all the good intention of posting i
gave to me when leaving, Also saw Lynamaore and Douel—had one dance

the latter. The mental nurse was there—danced many times with him. Met
new chaps—extremely entertaining
To be wakened ar + 30 a.m ~transport provided—to go with a Dr Gold|

Friday, 9 November 1945  10.30 a.m. on the plane (FD OV-VH-
Went in a saloon car dnven by young RAPW] chap—went to Kallang Airp
was raining! Hard too. Quite a number going, Had a cup of tea and sandwich
in the Bulfet. Spoke to Lt Bradshaw—said goodbye to him—told me that everyt
will be fixed up in Australia, Hope so. Left Kallang Airport for Seletar Acrodrom
got onto this plane—21 passengers aliogerher with four others manning the plang
not very comlortable but can do. Left Singapore at about 5 a.m. The theill of fl
for the first time. Did not expect this—thought would o by ship in Feb but *
ahpah’ ['never mind']

None of us was sick. Now flying over some islands—lovely to view countl
{rom abovy erything looks like toys modelled in clay—think going to enj
trip. Three children—a boy of 11 and two girls—one 6 and the other 5 years
very naughty—mostly Dutch and a few Australian soldiers—all to Australia -

Wednesday. 14 November 1945
! pn—just left Townsville—had uffin there ar the Australian Red Cross—m &
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mly welcomed than ever Again names down—the place had flowers. fruit
ables and real food—it was heavenly! Arrived at abour 11 am—had left Port
g at 6 am. alter a good breakfast Next stop Brisbane

35 p.m.—Brishane at last—arrived about 4 pm Had very rough llying—
mely cold—at ane part was going to be sick and had a blackout but managed
jan effort to pull myself up. The children and two other women were sick—
se off than myself

Jow put up ar Red Cross Hostel, Story Bridge beside Waterloo Hotel—have
fmeals in the Hotel—two to a roam: Warmly welcomed at the aitfield The
fch had 0 go to the Dutch Camp and the Brivish and Australian taken care
y the British-Australian Red Cross: At present in sitting room listening in to
adio. Discovered a fellow intemee—a Mr Van Geyzel Am with Miss Walshe
sh) in room. Everyone is exceptionally kind. A girl in a green frock is coming
nd talking to Mrs Williams and her son who were intemed in Sumatra, She
ks like a reporter and casting glances ar me which means 1'd betier stop writing
probably have to answer some questions

day, 15 November 1945

5 p.m.—Had a very busy morning A letter written to Jinx and went out with
iRed Cross Sisters 10 be fitted out—took tram—got a few things and went t©o
in and Stark to get a pair of shoes. Was a rush as had to be back at 1 pim
lunch otherwise get nothing Had two pounds given and told if want some
e to get in Sydney [rom Red Cross. People and rrallic—can't get used to them
¥ many nice looking girls—some look like painted porcelain dolls. especially
and children. Must get used to gomg abour Still plenty of servicemen about
£ lady last night was a reporter all right

the others talked a lot but I'm afraid | was yet too shy of speaking—wait 1l
on my own, for as long as the others are willing to talk. Tll let them do
and reserve mine il a later date when probably the others are exhausted on
subject

ather warm in the house—outside sun shining brightly with a high wind
ing—nice weather. Have to sweep own room and keep place ndy

9 20 pm—Had good alternoon sleep. Alter 7 p.m. went tnr a walk with Mrs
ams and son and Miss Walshe Lovely nip in the air—went quite a long
8y off—saw amusement park and the Carmival for all servicemen. Had an ice-
Eam cone—and longing lor Jinx—impossible to wrte anything mare when in
lis mood. Have his picture hefore me and once again try © conjure his smile,
8r his voice and leel hus kisses and caresses—is this “Love?
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Saturday, 17 November 1945
Lelt Brisbane at 9 am. Stopped ar Sydney for about 20 minutes. Arrive hey e al
3.30 pm —taken in the Red Cross car—lovely drive here—pretty place Melhg
Auntie Grace—elderly and not unlike Dad in her ways. Warmly welcomeg
her house—that was mortgaged when Grandad died but said had paid it
and letting it w0 people—house called ‘Hawthorn' This house is ‘Hartley'
one—a radio and a piano—3 bedrooms, bathroom, dining-sitting—b

room—kitchen etc, everything complete with a garden. Housekeeping for
White—an eldery gentleman, stour and white-hatred Feeling not quite ap
yet—everything's so strange

Sunday, 18 November 1945
Did not go our anywhere Auntie had a lot 1o say ahout the family—only)
ol them bur got a foster sister—Olive” better known as ‘Poppy ' —about 25. Gray
died 9 years ago and Grandmother 17 years ago. Of Scottish-English descy
ne brish ar all. Showed pictures—saw Dad when he was young—did not
he was good looking as all that. There are lovely lots of hooks here Pla
the plano—didn’t realise how stiff my fingers had gone. Wrote letters and
going 1o write some more. Had writien to Jinx in Brishane. Showed his pha
to Auntie—thought he's a good-looking lad. Oh, I'm missing him more and more
keep wanting him o he with me. | wonder if he's feeling the same or ha
forgotten me and found someone more fascinaring: Who knows—I may n
see him again

ey

Tuesday, 20 November 1945
Went to the Red Cross House to get coupons—then to Mr Kirhy: ahout ge
mnte Hospital said to try Nursing Associarion. Found thit Dr Smallwood 15 her
in South Yarra, Went to Pynes—bought a castume—black and braided —nice B
too—and some navy material for slacks. Two gardeners, spoke to them—
gentlemen Bought some stamps—the girl was very nasty. Went in a tram al
came back in u train—first time in 4 years. Has been raining off and on. Ne
saw so many people in my life, The newspaper boys armuse me—alsa those peop
who look at me in their quizzical way. Our grocer is Chinese—had been
Singapare for three years—didn't like—said oo hot all the time
Auntie: Do you like this boy very much? looking at Jinx’s photo Nodded=
1 hope he's worthy of you'—
I think it's the other way round p
Anyway, | hope he won't hreak your heart—men are so cruel you knows
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ghed, ‘Yes, | know but my heart's not so easy to break now" If it is Fate
we should not meet again—well, ‘Tedah ahpah!” knowing full well that I'd
eadfully if that happens but then no one will know—it'll be my secret sorrow
God. | pray Thee to bring him back to me for [ love him so but then if he
't love me?—well. in that case, it's my loss and nothing can be done abou it

y, 24 November 1945

a very nice litde room to mysell and | do all my wrnng in here Here
six stone 3 bs! but Auntie Grace is leeding me so much that 1 feel more
3 that and to think | was nearly 10 stone belore the war—what a far pig |
“have been!

ave to be at least 8 stone before | can start nursmg—hopefully next year ar
Queen Victoria Memorial Hospital

lear Diary. we have been on a long journey, you and 1 and now we have
1o a crossroad. You and 1 must take our leave here—sadly T must say goadhye
friend Your journey is now ended and belongs to the past. Mine is the
e—a road | must mavel to begin a new lile in Australia

you will nor be forgotren. dear Diary. Your pages are my most precious
mories of the past threc and a half vears of my life and T will remember agan
experiences shared with my lmm\\ and fellow inrernees In time bitierness
dness will be replaced by sympathy. unde rstanding and love towards others

live longer than dreams

ey are much stronger than dreams”

say words of a song We've made our memories. you and 1. Goodbye. dear

Diary but [ will remember through your pages
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Dear Diary. you and 1 are going on another tnip—a trip down ‘Memory [
back to Singapore, Changi and Sime Road :

This time to find Dad's grave and 10 say farewell. not only to him but o
years spent in Camp— 3

Wednesday, 12 February 1992
Today 1 leave [or Singapore with the RSL Travel group, organising the
of the 50th Anniversary of the Fall of Singapore. It is a chance Tam taki
the hope of finding Dad's grave while in Singapore

Thursday, 13 February 1992
Arrived Singapore, Changi Atrport 7.30 p.m Staying at Miramar Hotel—room
on 6th Floor. There are 24 of us with June Healy as our Tour Leader. :

Mary [Lim, née Winters, an ex-internee with whom [ had kept in toucl
rung earlier so I returned her call at 11 pm. and arranged 1o have lunch tog
tomorrow It will he wonderful 1o see her again after all these years—what
of catching up o do and so linle time to do it in!

Friday. 14 February 1992
Free moming—a chance to get to know my fellow travellers and whar an interest
bunch they are—with stories 1o tell. How [ wished I had brought my tape-record

Had an enarmous, absolutely delicious lunch! So much for all the waril
of nor cating this and that! How | missed the Asian cuisine—nothing like &
onginal!

315 pm.—Autended the service at St Andrew’s Cathedral—it was in this chu
that the injured were cared for during the bombing I'm afraid | shed a few
during the service

545 pm—We were taken 10 the Australian High Commissioner Building!
high tea () and welcoming speechies, etc Being Chinese New Year—we
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sined by the 'Dragon Dancers'. Back at the horel at 730 p.m. Had dinner
y to bed for an early start tomarrow.

y, 15 February 1992

—Wake-up call. Quick breakfast and then raken to Krangt War Cemetery
International POW Ceremony at 7.30 am. followed by plaque laying,
't describe this place—so big—so sad and yet so beautitul in its sadness.
where | look | see rows and rows of headstones of those who have died
p Malayan Campaign. As 1 wandered along the rows of them—so young!
a waste of lives and yet not so—as they died so that we mighr live and
always remember them

a.m.—Went into the city lor the Civilian Serviee at the National Memorial
as The Chopsticks).

moon—Met Fidelis and niece, Josephine: for an Indian lunch—a really “hor’
but [ loved it!

y, 16 February 1992

m. left the hotel for Krangi War Cemetery for a special 8th Division and
idows’ ceremony. It was a very moving service. We then did the north-
ur of the island where we looked out across the Sirdits of Johore to the
d and | went back in memory as we crossed the causeway from Juhore
scape the advancing Japanese and ended our journey in Singapore and
ent!

ch in Changt Village and after lunch to Changt Prison for the unveiling
e plaque

been a harrowing day in Changj Prison. Al the way there | felt a strange
feeling creeping over me. The road we drove over looked different and
1 Fin its direction. As we got furthier on | remarked 1o my fellow passenger
50 years ago when | marched on this road with the others, there were only
and kampongs along the way. | could almost feel the hear and dust and
tllies as we trudged on. Malays lined the roadside to warch us

s we neared the prison | started to breathe rather rapidly and desperately
ed [or my Ventolin pulfer to ward off a wheezing attack 1 ws still agitated
we went through those iron gates. The prison still looks the same inside—
F walls and cold! The guard who showed us around helped me 1o feel a litde
as we talked—he was interested in what 1 had o say about my stay here
ears ago

W

s surange going up those iran stairs—those days the Japs' boots used to
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‘clang’ up and down the stairs whenever they made their rounds of inspeg
and we would be fearful of the outcome of these visits

Today as we walked up the steps—the sound is muffled. Looking into the g
especially the ones | had oceupied with two others, made me shudder 4 I
as I thought of that cold hard cement slab under my body—the slab is no
there today. The old style latnine is now replaced with @ more modern cist
and there is a washbasin which we never had

The hardest pan was looking through the grille across the courtyard tow,
the Men's side It was there that I wauld search for Dad's face behind the
on his side. With our fingers through the grille we'd wave to cach other
acknowledge our recognition

Through misty eyes | ok 2 long look ar Changi Prison—1 just don't
ta see 1t again—l want o put it out of my hfe or can 12 1 don't know. I de
really know—part of my lile is in these walls—can | really forget Changj pri

Went to the old Chapel and | am overyhelmed with sadness and on the
ol the moment | penned these words on the pages of a notehook—

Dad. T have not forgotten. Remembered with love. Sheila

John Charles Allan died 9th Junie 1945 in Sime Road Camp

Willie' [ABC TV cameraman] picked a single red hibiscus for me and 11
it-on the little alar with the other flowers there

“Thank you. Willie® for your thoughtiul gesture. Tomorrow | hope to be al
10 find Dad’s grave

10.30 pm—~had a call from Mary—she has encountered some problenis
locating the grave. As it was 47 years 450 1t means a manual search (no compute
those days!)and that will rake some time. She had explained that 1 will be leav
soon and needed to know before | left. Under tf
tatry their best for me

ne circumstances they are goin

Monday, 17 February 1992 1
Mary rang 1o say that the plot number is found and we are going 1o go to the
cemetery at 9.30 am. and will pick me up at 9 am

3 pm—Mary called 10 1ake me 10 have a laok at the Sime Road. now calltfi
Adam Drive: The area now hoasted some modermn houses and driveways. It is
alitle hard to imagine the Camp as it was—no huts, no garden plots. The ‘Dutch
Club’ as we used to call the meeting place is now a carport. The garden plots
are ovetgrown with grass and weeds, There are big trees where huts used to bé

Looking around 1t | felt nothing—a blank as there 15 very little evidence 1o show!
what it was like then Perhaps it's because we had more space to move around
and being out in the open was a bonus after being cooped in Changj Prison-
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pre is nothing here to remind me of those days except for a patch of grassy
 where the nurses used o dance the Scottish dances on St Andrew's day.
e has done her work well to cover up the area with trees and grass!

ay, 18 February 1992

y Tfound Dad's grave—how forlom and uncared forin the midst of the others
e is nothing to mark his
dightly raised mound
Dad, | am sorry that 1 haven't come belore this but | am hete now and [ will
1o it that your final resting place is matked with your name—thar s a promise
end 1o keep. And | will be back to see that it s done. So many years and
any tears—once again [ weep and wish you & final farewell —rest i peace
that [ have at last found you and | will also find peace knowing that I have
accomplished what 1 came 1o do

rave—ro name. no number. nothing except perhaps

id our farewell dinner tonight. It has heen an exhausting week. both physically
emotionally but ! am glad [ ecame. Have met and heard so many stories from
POWSs—what a wonderful bunch of men—their experiences put mine in the
el Yet. we were able to exchunge stories and in many instances found that
ir storics were almost identical —to a lesser degree 1 went through some of whar
ey had gone through. How did we ever manage to survivel But survive we
and how!

Yednesday, 19 February 1992
Ve leave tomght for home: | look out of my hotel window and reflect on the
ne beow

iSingapore—how different it looks! Clean streets, trees lining the wide roads,
ildings nsing high towards the sky, people smiling; in their brightly coloured
utfits, going abour their affairs

Fifty years ago. | see in my memory. a very different Singapore—a scene of
vastation: buildings in ruins, dead and dying everywhere, the st stained
fith bload! The Japanese bombs had done a lot of damage—acrid smoke-filled
irand foul-smellmg odour of roting hodies would fill our lungs—a memory hard
erase!
As 1 ook around. it looks as if the Almighty must have flung His arms over
ae city and ler the floodgates open to sweep away all that remained of war-tom
fingapore and ot of the ruins rose the rall buildings that now outline thg sky.

The Singapore of wday is not the Singapore of my yesteryears. Today is the
fresent—Yesterday with its memories is the Past and | only know that Pasy,
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And so, my Dear Diary, | will finally say goodbye to that Past—not foy
what is Past but to go on living and praying that the Past will not happen

So ends my story

1 quote

Wednesday 19th February, 1992 . . Singapore, ¢

And we that are lefi

Grow old with the years
Remembering the heartache
The pain and the rears;
Hoping and praying

That never again man will sink
To such sorrow and shame
The price that was paid
We will always remember
Every day. every month
Not just in November.

End ol quote,
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