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0.19
As discussed, I was wondering if we could start with you saying your full name and what your connection is to this wonderful organisation?

My name is David John Conolly.  I came to be part of the Mission in 1956 when I was 19 years old, and I worked here as what was then fully called a stipendiary lay reader for the next two and a bit years, and I left in 1958.

Could you tell me what is a stipendiary lay reader?

Lay reader simply means - it's a kind of office in the church mainly for conducting services in church.  If you're a stipendiary lay reader that means you're a professional, you got a stipend for it you see, and instead of just being connected with church services you had a bigger job to do than that.

We're going to come back to the Mission in a minute, but I was wondering if we could go backwards, and if you could tell me where and when you were born, if that's not too personal a question?

No, no.  I was actually born in Africa.  My parents were missionaries in Africa from 1927 to 1938 so I was born there, my sister was born there.  I have no memory because I was a baby when they brought be back to Australia.  I grew up in Sydney really.  I come from what has now been officially established as the largest clerical family in the history of the Anglican Church of Australia.  So that I have the record of relatives who were ordained.  Just the immediate ones;  both my grandfathers were Anglican priests, and my father, and six uncles, two of them became bishops - it just goes on and on, that's a bit boring - that's the background.  So I grew up in they called them rectories in Sydney, or a vicarage if you like, in Sydney from the age of 18 months or so until I was 19 when I left and came to live in Melbourne and joined the Mission.

Your schooling?

I went to an Anglican school in Sydney called Cranbrook;  I disliked it intensely.

Why is that?

I was just a very unhappy boy I think.  Yes, schools - boys' schools particularly I think - in those days were on the pattern of the English posh schools, a very strict disciplinarian regime, and all about sport and so forth.  I just hated it really.  I mean I had a good mind but I became so unhappy.  I was there for 12 years in this school that I disliked.  There were some happy times of course but by and large it was not the best period of my life.  So there we are, and I just managed to fail my Leaving Certificate on both occasions I sat for it, and then went out into the big wide world to try and find what I was going to do with my life.
4:18
Why Melbourne?

I wanted to get away from Sydney.  I wanted to leave home.  I loved my parents but there was a lot of tension, families have tensions.  I think they thought I was stark staring mad but it came into my head that I wanted to leave home so I kind of fled and came to Melbourne.  Didn't know anybody down here at all, didn't have a job to come to or anything.  I was kindly looked after for the first couple of weeks by the then vicar of St Augustine's Moreland and his wife, Ken and Nash, and they gave me shelter.  I started looking for a job and I found an advertisement in I think the Church of England Messenger probably, that was the Melbourne Anglican paper, advertising the job of a stipendiary lay reader at the Mission.  Well of course I didn't feel I was qualified for anything particularly but I thought it was worth a try, and it was a church organisation, at least having grown up in my kind of family I would have a bit of a head start.  I came and was interviewed by Padre Oliver and he hired me on the spot.  So there we are.  So then I moved in here to the Mission and that started my link here.

Had you heard of the Mission before?

Oh yes because my father was connected to the Mission in Sydney.  He didn't ever work there but I think he might have actually been on the committee or something, I'm not sure about that.  But he certainly had links with the chaplains there in Sydney and so forth.  So yes I knew about it, I knew what it did basically.

It's a weird question, but what did you think it did then, do you remember?

I don't really remember, I suppose if I thought about it was a kind of paternalistic organisation, being kind to poor sailors far from home, which broadly is true, but it by no means was a picture so complex as I discovered, it was a much more complex organisation as I found out.  I guess that's what I thought.
7:06
You've already alluded to the fact that your idea of what it did changed over time so we'll get to that.  When you arrived here tell me what it was like physically.

The Melbourne Mission, the Flinders Street Mission, while the buildings were much as they are now, the interiors were different to a degree.  The main hall of course was not carpeted as it now is, it was just a hall for dances mainly and concerts.  The place was rather gloomy and spooky.  My first work with the Mission, after I'd spent a few nights here at Flinders Street, was down at Port Melbourne, they moved me straight down to Port Melbourne where I spent I don't know how long, a few months maybe, and then I was brought back here and lived here.  But this old building was very dark and gloomy I felt.  

I don't want to get into all the details about Padre Oliver but he was quite a character to say the least, and very dictatorial, and ran a 'tight ship' as they say.  For example one of the jobs of the lay reader at Flinders Street every night was to lock up the premises.  You had all these keys, you see, and you were taught in which order the doors were to be locked, starting - I think I'm right in saying - with the little door leading out onto the street and next to what was then the gymnasium.  There was a little corridor that led off the street there, the other side of the canteen, and there was a street door, and you had to lock that one first I remember.  I can't remember the order of the other ones - the office door had to be locked - but the order had to be absolutely - Padre Oliver was fanatic about following orders and routines.  I remember getting into trouble a couple of times for having locked one door before another one when I should have done it the other way.  He'd get very angry if one did anything like that.  Sometimes he wouldn't speak to you for hours on end because you'd disobeyed the rules.

How did he know?  Was he watching you lock the doors?

Sometimes he did, sometimes he spied, or somebody else might have told.  I don't remember the details from that at all.

You said that you went straight off to Port Melbourne when you arrived, tell me about that, where did you go and why?

At that time there were three stipendiary lay readers - we'll just say lay readers.  There was Peter Smith, there was me, and there was dear old Randall Stewart Murray, one of the great saints of the church if ever there was, wonderful man, Randall Murray.  He was down at Williamston, Peter Smith was here at Flinders Street, so the deal was that I was to go down to Port.  But we were sort of interchangeable in a sense, I think Padre Oliver liked us to have experience of different Mission buildings.  So after a few months at Port Peter Smith and I swapped, he went down to Port and I came up to Flinders Street.  Randall Murray stayed down at Williamstown the whole time I was there because that was his little patch and he handled that beautifully, he was a wonderful, wonderful chaplain down there.
11:32
Why was he such a saint?

Because he worked from the heart.  He was a funny old eccentric in many ways, he was quite elderly, but he just loved the work.  He loved the men of the sea and would do anything for them.  They just were drawn to him.  He was a strange man, wore a Homburg hat most of the time.  Never wore the naval uniform that we all were required to wear, he just wore ordinary civvies and a black Homburg hat.  He came from quite a distinguished family, the Stewart Murrays in Victoria.  One of them became Governor of Victoria eventually, Admiral Stewart Murray - had dealings with him later.  Randall Murray was an eccentric but a lovable eccentric.  To go down to the little Mission at Williamstown was to enter a place so cosy and warm and friendly;  the contrast to Flinders Street was enormous.  Here was a large, rather dark, tightly run organisation building, and down there it was like going home.  They often had a log fire burning there in those days in the main room.  It had been a bank building.  Dear old Randall Murray, to walk in that door you were just walking into a place of welcome.  Loved him.

What was Port Melbourne like in terms of warmth?

Port Melbourne was not exactly a warm building but there was quite a warm atmosphere.  It was, in those days, a modernish building - I think '37 it had been built or something like that - so it was a sort of streamlined looking modern building.  It had a huge hall, much bigger than the one here at Flinders Street, and of course a great big cinema screen, Cinemascope films would show there.  But of course the difference between the Missions was largely what kind of ships you were dealing with.  Here at Flinders Street we were dealing with the general population of merchant vessels that were mainly involved in carrying goods from overseas, whereas as at Port of course one of the huge ministries was to the great passenger liners, the Orient Line and the P&O Line, these huge liners would come in there.  It was quite a different atmosphere, a different atmosphere on the ships as well as in the Mission.
14:54
So your role at Port was to assist the workers on the ship or everybody?

My role there was the same as my role here at Flinders Street, namely to assist the chaplain, because I was only just a lay reader.  I was his assistant.  The actual day to day work was broadly the same in terms of whatever ships were in port you went and visited and advertised what was going on at the Mission, and got into conversation with crew members.  Then at night you were kind of on duty all the time, and at other times during the day;  when the sailors came over from the ships to the Mission you had to be there to welcome them, listen to their questions and see if you could help them in any way they needed help, and to turn on the entertainment.  If there was entertainment to be had you had to be part of getting that organised.

Did each of the three main locations have their own set of services going on?

Yes they did.  Of course Williamstown was on a much more modest scale.  They would have dances there, they would have church services there;  I can't remember now, they may well have had some cinema nights but I can't remember that because I never actually worked there.  I occasionally visited there and I think helped occasionally take services there.  When Randall Murray was on holiday or ill or something like that we would go over there on the punt across the river in the Mission car.

What was the Mission car like?

Well it was kind of a - I don't know what kind it was, I'm not very good with cars - it was more like a largish jeep really than anything, and it had the Mission flag painted on the side.  I got into trouble pretty quickly when I first arrived because Padre Oliver said - he told me about visiting the ships and how I was to go all around Victoria Dock visiting all the ships that were in, and he gave a list of the ships that I should visit.  Then he presented me with a bicycle.  I had never ridden a bicycle in my life.  To this day I have never ridden a bicycle, which is hard for Australians to understand, but it's just me - we never had one at home when I was a child.  I told him I couldn't ride a bike. Well he was furious.  I must have got away with it somehow because I just stood my ground and said I wasn't going to start learning to ride a bike now because I was too frightened of it.  But I had a license, my driving license, and he very reluctantly eventually allowed me to use the Mission car to go visiting the ships.
18:12
Quite a privilege.

Well yes.  And  it was the obvious thing because it meant that the visiting could be done.  If occasionally the car wasn't available I had to walk around Victoria Docks - long walks they were, long walks.

How many ships are we talking in say one - ?

Visiting in one day you mean?  That's hard for me to recall but probably I would visit between ten and 15 ships a day maybe, depending on what was in port.  In those days of course Victoria Dock and the other docks around here were packed with ships, a very busy port indeed.  But those ships would be in for a long time, they'd be in for a week, maybe two weeks, while they unloaded and loaded.  If you didn't visit a ship today there was always tomorrow you could get to that ship so we limited the number of ships that we had to visit each day.  We had a roster, we always looked at the shipping news in the paper, and the information came no doubt from the Port of Melbourne and they told us what ships were coming and going and all that.  So we had the list and we'd tick off the ones --- we had to visit every ship was the idea, eventually, while they were in port.

And it was yourself and the two other lay readers who were responsible for doing that?

Mostly yes.  The chaplains didn't do a great deal of ship visiting although they had from my memory a slightly different role with that;  the hack work of visiting ships and of contacting the crews, and telling them about the Mission and where it was and what was on fell to the lay readers.  So if you were in Port Melbourne you just dealt with the ships that were at Station Pier and Princes Pier, those two.

Williamstown obviously dealt with - 

The Williamstown Docks down there.

And then Flinders Street?

Flinders Street, everything else up here, which was the biggest load of course.  It was a very big port - still is a big port but it's different now.  Victoria Dock was obviously the main dock but then the docks that ran alongside the Yarra heading out towards the bay, on both sides - well mostly on the Fishermen's Bend side in those days - and I think Appleton Dock, I can't remember when that came in.  I could never walk to them, I'd have to use the car to get to those docks, but I could technically walk around Victoria Dock, it took a while.
21:35
Tell me something about some of the chaplains you worked with.

Obviously Padre Oliver was the senior chaplain and had been since 1930 or something, he was the record holder.  He was a remarkable man, there's no doubt about that.  He was known all over the world by crews of ships, they knew exactly what they were coming to when they came to Melbourne.  He was respected enormously by the crews;  intimidated really to some degree.  He was a dynamic man with a very powerful voice.  He had an unfortunate stutter - we know about that don't we - and it was a very profound stutter.  Interesting enough, I hadn't known it, but people who stutter, when they're in church or in places like that and sing or recite things together, they can say it without a stutter.  So that was a learning curve for me.

You said people knew exactly what they were coming to.  What does that mean?

I think that the Melbourne Mission was renowned throughout the world as being a highly organised, tightly run organisation.  There was a routine which was unchangeable and designed by Padre Oliver to meet what he believed were the needs of the seamen.  He was absolutely clear in his mind what the Mission stood for, and how this program should be organised.  It became really - it was like a little empire that he ran, and he ran it very energetically and efficiently.  There was very little leeway, you couldn't change the system or deviate from it in any way.  Whereas down at Port Melbourne things were a bit more relaxed, and at Williamstown even more relaxed in a way.  
24:27
He was a remarkable man, Padre Oliver.  I find it very hard to talk about him objectively.  For a start because we lay readers were all single - when you were the lay reader at Flinders Street you lived there, you had a beautiful room, it was a very nice large room upstairs with a fireplace that worked and all the rest of it, lovely wood panelled walls and so forth, a beautiful room, a large bed/sitting room - but all your meals were in the chaplaincy with the chaplain and his family.  A big table because it was quite a household.  There was Padre Oliver and his wife, Moira, there was their daughter Beverley and her husband Robin Kent, and their little girl - she must have been two or three years old maybe, a little toddler - Rosamund, but there always Miss Gates, Mabel Gates, she was part of the household, lived there - I suppose she was called 'companion' to Mrs Oliver.  These meals were all held in the chaplaincy dining room with Padre Oliver at the head of the table, Mrs Oliver at the other end of the table, and the rest of us scattered around the edge, and there were rules at the table too.  They were not relaxed meals because there was a way the meals had to be served, there were ways that you had to behave at table.  I think he might have suffered a bit from depression at times, sometimes his black moods could be difficult to live with, very difficult to live with.  I remember that during Lent he would take his meals in his study by himself and everything brightened up at the table while he was absent.  I really don't want to bad-mouth him, I really don't, but he wasn't an easy man to live with or to work for.  There were times when the sun shone from him and you could do no wrong, he was amiable and magnanimous and loving and so on, but there were other times you only had to cause one little infringement of the rules and everything went really black for quite a while.  And there were other times he was just in a bad mood anyway because perhaps he was going through problems of his own - who knows.  You had to kind of watch him to see what kind of a mood he was in.

You mentioned that he had a very clear idea of the services, what seafarers needed.

Yes.

Did he have a good idea?

I think he did for his day.  It was a program and a plan that was largely forged back in the 1930s for him, and earlier of course in earlier Mission history.  For him it mostly was an attitude found widespread throughout the British Empire, that rank mattered, and obeying rules mattered, and hierarchies were terribly important.  For example here at the Flinders Street Mission there were two lots of billiard rooms, one downstairs and one upstairs;  only officers and apprentice officers could go upstairs, no other ranks were allowed upstairs, so it was a division of rank you see.  I can remember dear old Randall Murray once saying to me on the front porch of the Mission, "I think that there should be a sign over those stairs going upstairs saying 'abandon rank all ye who enter here!'"  (laughs)  He didn't believe in any of it, neither did we, but Padre Oliver believed very much that the ranks should be separated.
29:23
What about the other chaplains?

They didn't have the same attitude at all.  Padre Elridge Doyle a lovely, jovial, happy-go-lucky man, smoked a pipe I remember;  he and his wife and son lived in the chaplaincy there and I got on really well with them.

They were at Port?

That was at Port Melbourne, yes.  I loved being at Port, it was such a relaxed, happy place.  It was just a different atmosphere that's all.

Tell me about some of the things that you did for the crews at Port Melbourne.

Not much different to what I did here in that I would visit the ships, although visiting a ocean liner is quite a different matter.  When a smaller merchant vessel is in port in Victoria Dock a lot of the daily work of the crew relaxed a good deal because they took the time that they had in port to do things like painting things that needed painting, or getting equipment serviced, or whatever it might be.  All the loading and unloading was done by waterside workers and a couple of crew and officers but the rest of the crew had a lot of time on their hands really.  Whereas when an ocean liner came into Station Pier for example in Port Melbourne, their work just didn't stop because it was a floating hotel and it was still a hotel whether it was out in the sea or in port, the passengers still needed to be looked after and attended to.  It was very hard to visit the ocean liners in the sense that very often you didn't have as much opportunity to actually meet with the crew and relax with them.  You could go to the crew's quarters and they would be largely deserted and the few that would be there would be just having an hour's break or whatever it might be, or having their lunch break, and didn't want to be interrupted in their lunch break, so you had to be a bit careful.  Whereas in the smaller ships here at Victoria Dock I could go and wander around the ship and chat to them while they were working because, as I say, the kind of work they were doing in port was of a minor kind and they sometimes enjoyed the company of somebody standing with them while they did some painting or mended some things that needed mending or whatever it might be.  It was quite a different thing.
32:29
Does that mean that the services provided from Port Melbourne was different to the services provided here?

Well yes.  The big thing at Port Melbourne of course was the cinema.  I believe it was renowned amongst all the Missions of the world for its cinema because it was state of the art at the time.  It had wonderful projecting equipment, there were remote controlled curtains and the whole lot, it was a very stylish thing.  So when they came to a cinema night they'd get a proper showing.  They would have newsreels, and cartoons, and a main feature, and an interval - they'd come out to the canteen and get drinks and popcorn and then go back in again - so it was a proper cinema outing.  [phone rings, pause]  The cinema up here in Flinders Street was a little less modern and professional, a screen had to be erected, the projector was in the hall so it made a bit of a noise as it went.  There were some nice movies and so forth, good movies, but nothing like the professionalism down at Port.  But the dances were the big thing here at Flinders Street, and the concert parties, extraordinary concert parties.  Today I don't know that anybody would ever want to watch them but they were well meaning people who gave of their time.  They were proper concert groups that came and offered their services.

How long did you spend in total at Port Melbourne?

I can't recall but I would imagine - I spent more than one time down there.

[background noise, pause in recording]

You were telling me how long you lived at Port Melbourne.

I can't be exact about how long I was in each place because we were switched around a bit, not a lot, but I think I would spend say three to four months in one place and then I'd be switched over to the other and then back again.  I think I probably spent more time at Port than I did at Flinders Street which pleased me immensely, I liked it at Port.  A much smaller room but a nice view looking out over Station Pier so I could lie in bed and watch the liners come in to the pier.  Peter Smith's bed was more often here in Flinders Street.  I can't remember the exact times.

So the services at Port Melbourne, the cinema - what else?

There were some dances but the Harbour Lights Guild down there wasn't as large a group.  They were largely drawn, from memory, from Port Melbourne suburb, around about there.  Sometimes if there was to be a big dance on down at Port Melbourne an SOS was sent off to Flinders Street for some of the Harbour Lights Guild to come down there and help partner the sailors for the dance.
36:36
So it operated as two separate Guilds?

Yes - well nothing operated as separate under Padre Oliver, there was one empire and one emperor, but in terms of practical working there was a kind of separate branch of the Harbour Lights Guild down there.

The same at Williamstown?

Yes I think so.  I think at Williamstown it was pretty much the same but smaller again.  I attended a couple of dances down at Williamstown, they were charming.  It was like just in your local parish church, just a handful of people really dancing around and often, as I say, during the winter a log fire burning.  It was wonderful.  I was very jealous of Randall Murray being down there.

So there were dances at Port?

Yes there were some dances.  The cinema was the big thing.  Of course the other thing the canteen in Port Melbourne was a much busier canteen than the one up here in Flinders Street.

Why do you think that was?

Well because of larger numbers you see.  When a liner was in port we would have large numbers of sailors coming over to the Mission because the Mission was right opposite the ships.  Admittedly from Victoria Dock they had to pass the door of the Mission to get into the city, but if they were coming by taxi they would go right past.  And the ones on the other docks down by the river didn't have to go past, we had to go down and collect them very often and bring them to the Mission.  But in Port Melbourne they just had to walk across the road.  They would come across even just to buy some stamps, just simple little things, 'I'll duck across to the Mission to get this, or do that,' have a little break, have a smoke and a milkshake or whatever it might be and then come back.  So big numbers.
38:52
And the Harbour Lights Guild also staffed the canteen?

No I don't think so.  We had a caretaker down there, Gerry Clausen and his wife, and their extraordinary bulldog who was the Australian Champion Bulldog for several years.  For many years he was the top Australian bulldog and his full name was Melvick Resolution III, and his nickname was Bubblebums.  He was quite old and he was really just used for stud by the time I got to know Bubblebums.  He would come into the lounge at the Mission and he would lumber across because he walked very slowly - he was getting on in years - and then he would sort of flop on the floor amongst all the sailors.  But of course he had the most terrible habit of farting, the most dreadful stinks came from that dog.  He could clear the room.  And he would just lie there and we would all laugh of course, think it was all a bit much, and rush around fanning things or trying to get Bubblebums out of the room.  Gerry Clausen was the caretaker and busy looking after the property of course, but he was largely behind the counter of the canteen and his wife too whose first name I forget.  And I was - the lay reader would get behind the counter too quite often.  I learnt how to make milkshakes.  No alcohol in any of the Missions in those days at all, it was all milkshakes and soft drinks.  I don't think we even served coffee and tea, I can't remember that - we might have served tea, I can't remember that particularly.

Let's move up to Flinders Street.  The services different, the same - ?

There were other things.  Basically the purpose of the thing was the same, to visit ships and bring crews to the Mission, and to be their help.  One of the main things of course for the Mission was to be aware and to keep an eye and an ear open for the problems that members of crews had;  whether they had a wife expecting a baby back in England or somewhere, or whether they were unwell, or whatever problems they had.  Communications were very difficult in those days, very difficult indeed, so we often provided the only contact that they had in times of emergency with folks back home.  And getting through on the telephone to England from Australia in the 1950s was quite an exercise let me tell you, but sometimes it was absolutely urgent that we --- sometimes the chaplain's office was just taken over to deal with one case of news that the sailor had got that his mother was taken ill and was in hospital in Scotland, he needed to find out what was going on, was worried about it.  We would just keep vigil in the office trying to get through to various people to find out things like that.  And of course we provided a whole lot of things like places where they could write letters in peace and quiet and all that kind of thing.  And of course we were there when they got into trouble in port.
43:08
What sort of trouble?

The classic of course - not as often as people think - when sailors hit port after months at sea they head for the local pubs and they get drunk.  Sometimes they finish up in the clink because the cops have got onto them, they've started to be a bit wild and carry on.  Many times I was sent down to a police station to bail somebody out or vouch for a sailor or something like that.  That kind of stuff.

Would the police call you or would the sailor call you?

I can't remember that - mostly I think the police would call us.  Sometimes it would be the publican if there was trouble in the pub.  Padre Oliver didn't much like us to go to pubs to deal with those and I was rather glad of that because I was a nervous little thing and I don't think I would have done too well facing a riot in a pub or even a punch up on the street.  But we did have some of that kind of ministry to people getting into trouble in port.

So on that note of publicans knowing to call you, and police knowing to call you, how well do you think that the communities outside of the seafaring community and the Mission knew about what the Mission did?

I think the local community which was physically close to the Mission knew a lot, in fact I'm sure they did.  I remember the Sir Charles Hotham Hotel for example up here in Flinders Street was notorious.  This end of Melbourne, the Flinders Street end of Melbourne, was a really wild old area and there was nothing attractive about any of it.  There were no nice hotels or nice anything down here, it was the railway, goods yards, and the morgue, and various other things;  it was a pretty grotty end of Melbourne.  The Sir Charles Hotham really was the first pub they hit when walking up from Victoria Dock towards the CBD, and of course the door was there and the door was open and in they went.  Also in those days we still had six o'clock closing of the pubs so the drinking was fierce and swift.  Those sort of businesses nearby this end of Flinders Street all knew about the Mission, and I think there was a certain amount of co-operation.  That would never have crossed my path because Padre Oliver would have handled all liaison with local businesses and so forth.  I'm sure they all respected him because he took no nonsense.
46:28
I've heard that he had very strict rules about the ladies who would come in and host, whether or not they were allowed to fraternise.

Oh yes.  One knew all the time that they broke the rules constantly.

Tell me a bit about what the system was.

Well the system was that the Guild ladies who ranged in age from quite young to moderately older - how to put that nicely I don't know.  (laughs)  They came, all volunteers, and all loving, friendly, warm hosts - hostesses we called them in those days - but they were not supposed to leave the Mission premises with any member of a ship's crew for any purpose at all.  They were to stay in the building and go home by themselves or preferably in pairs or whatever, so that there was no hanky-panky going on.  Well I don't know about hanky-panky but certainly there were friendships - loving, good, I regarded as very healthy friendships - developed between some of the girls - we used to call them 'the girls' in those days - and the boys from the ships.  And of course far from home, and far from girlfriends and so forth, in an all-male crew, to be able to dance with a girl, and even to talk with a girl, and spill the beans to a girl, it was a very, very important ministry.  I think the Harbour Lights Guild were about the best thing that existed in the Mission, pretty much the best thing that existed, because they provided for the sailors a kind of normality about themselves as human beings that none of us chaplains or lay readers could ever provide.  I mean we could be very friendly, do our best to be hospitable and all that kind of stuff, and help them in times of distress - of course we could - but it was nothing like being able to sit down with a girl and even put your arm around a girl and have her listen to your story and occasionally weep on her shoulder or whatever.  There's no substitute for that, none whatsoever.  The Harbour Lights Guild, as far as I'm concerned, were the angels.  

I suppose you know about the hilarious context of the name the Harbour Lights Guild do you?  Oh my goodness.  They changed the name later and I don't know whether this was the reason why.  It was a joke amongst a lot of the crews - because in the very old days, we're going back to sailing ship days, apparently when a ship was coming in to a foreign port - 

[pause in recording which Sarah indicates was a long break]
50:00
David, let's go back to the beginning of the story.  You were describing the origins of the name.

Apparently way back in the early days of shipping when a ship was coming into port the sailors would kind of gather at the rail and look towards the dock.  Frequently they would ask one another, "Can you see any of the harbour lights?"  What they meant by 'harbour lights' were the ladies of easy virtue who would gather at the dock to welcome the ships.  So all the prostitutes would line up and they were known as the 'harbour lights'.  The dear people in the Missions of Seafarers had no idea apparently that this was a kind of common term amongst a lot of merchant navy people.

At what point did it come to light?

I don't know.  But I do remember when I heard that they had changed the name, or abandoned the name, I did wonder whether some of the message had got through, somebody had told.  Poor darlings.

I just want to touch on a few things because we've only got a little bit of time left.  Did you know much about the fundraising and support activities that they did?

No.  The only thing that I know about that was that we were required - we lay readers and the chaplains - to go fairly often to various parish churches around and preach and speak on deputation on behalf of the Mission to kind of boost the funds, but that's all.  We had nothing to do with the fundraising.

The role of the chaplains - we've talked a lot about Padre Oliver and his role of sort of networking and running the ship - what about the roles of the other chaplains?

It was a spiritual role really.  To a degree we were all expected to keep in mind the spiritual role.  But the chaplain, because he was a priest, not only conducted chapel services - which were fairly well attended on the whole - but he was there to do such things as maybe even hear confessions occasionally, or certainly to give spiritual counsel and advice to any who seemed like they needed it.  I don't suppose the Mission was ever kind of evangelistic in the sense of trying to push the Christian faith as such, to try and get converts;  I think that that really wasn't the deal.  Mind you, most of the ships that came into port, the vast majority were British ships, and the vast majority of crews if they came from the UK had probably been technically baptised when they were kids because it was the normal thing to do in those days.  So technically they were part of 'the church' in a sense.  The chaplains were there as the spiritual guides and resource for any who needed it and I think did a pretty good job on the whole, although I was not privy to what they did.  I never set out to speak anything of the faith to the crews I visited but sometimes it would come up.  Once they knew that I was from the Mission I think they assumed certain things about me.
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How did the Mission in Victoria compare to other Mission to Seafarers in Australia do you think?

I don't know the answer to that.  I had some knowledge of the Mission in Sydney, it was run along similar lines.  I mean it being a worldwide organisation there was a worldwide purpose for the Mission of course.  I think the Sydney Mission operated rather like the Flinders Street Mission here, very similar.

On that note of the Flinders Street Mission, do you have any recollections or memories of the physicality of the space?  Was there anywhere here that was particularly important to you or that you associate with certain things?  We've talked a bit about your room and the hall.

Well I spent a fair bit of time in the billiard rooms because it was a good place to have relaxed conversation with crew.  I had to learn how to play billiards and snooker, I'd never done it in my life before.  I quite liked it, I took to it, I thought it was great fun - I wasn't very good at it - but that was good.  I loved the chapel, I really did, it was a haven in many ways.  We used to have proper Evensong there with a little choir, robed choir, that I used to sing in.

Who were your fellow - ?

Some of them were Harbour Lights people and their families.  Sometimes the relatives of Harbour Lights members also volunteered a bit on canteen or helping around the place and doing various things.  Of course the one big thing that we've never even mentioned, which was a huge event, was the Sunday afternoon trip to the Dandenongs in the Great Coach, and the huge Sunday night tea.
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Let's talk about those.

If ever there was a weekly event that was it.  That bus for a start was something you'll never see in Australia today.  I had never seen one before.  I knew they existed in England, they were called charabancs, which meant that they had a series of doors down the side each of which led to a long bench, a padded seat bench.  There might have been, I can't remember how many, doors down the side of this bus, maybe five or six.  That bus would be packed to the doors every Sunday afternoon, and about two thirty we would leave, two o'clock or two thirty.  A member of staff always had to go, I was regularly on the bus in my uniform sitting up next to the driver.  The bus would take off and we would go up to the Dandenongs, meander around all the lovely scenery up there - I think we went up as far as the Mt Dandenong lookout - and then we would come back again.  The bus would park outside the front of the Mission here and all the sailors would emerge, plus a whole lot of others that were coming up from the docks.  There was a sit down meal for maybe 200, maybe even more, with tables and chairs, all sit down, and tablecloths.  It was the same menu every Sunday evening which was cold meat and salad, and fruit salad and ice-cream.  It was an extraordinary thing.  The Harbour Lights Guild did all of that, they did all of that, and they worked beyond belief in the kitchen preparing this meal for all these sailors.

Did they attend the dinner as well, as host?

[bookmark: _GoBack]They mostly served, waited and served.  And at the end of it - (laughs) this is Padre Oliver to a tee - of course they all had to be silent for grace at the beginning, but at the end of it he would call for an end to the proceedings, say it was over now, and to announce that the church service would begin in 15 minutes.  They weren't required to attend but it was made very clear that 'since we've given you a nice meal' - he didn't quite put it that way.  But the big thing was that once the Guild ladies had removed all the food and crockery and so forth from the tables, Padre Oliver and one or two others - there was a fellow called George Stafford I remember whose daughter Marjorie was one of the Harbour Lights Guild, and I think he'd been an ex-policeman I seem to recall, he helped out too - all the sailors were then organised to pack up the tables and chairs and store them under the stage, there was a big storage space there, and they were formed into human chains passing chairs along.  (laughs)  One minute they were all honoured guests being fed and waited upon, and next they were slaves (laughs) stacking chairs, dismantling tables - they'd paid for their supper - wonderful that was.  Every Sunday that went on.
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If you were in dock say for a month would people come every week?

Yes, very often.  Very often sailors would form friendships with not only Guild but us staff as well, and they would come to see us, drop in, and when the ship came into dock the next time maybe a few months later they would immediately make a beeline for the Mission to see if so-and-so was still there, catch up.  I had lots of friendships.

And did they continue?

Only a little after I left the Mission.

When did you leave the Mission?

1958.

So you were here for quite a short time but it sounds like it was quite a defining time.

Yes it was, it was a big shift in my life.  It was the first long time fulltime job I'd ever had and it taught me a lot about human relationships.

In what sense?

I had a rather sheltered upbringing in many ways, I was fairly shy, and growing up in a vicarage - I hate to say it - it's a sort of - not a refined atmosphere but not rough and tumble if you know what I mean.  But to mix with a whole bunch of sailors who were down to earth human beings, and to discover that I could actually not only be their friends but we could have a lot in common as human beings.

[helicopter noise, pause in recording]

If you want to continue that you had a fairly quiet sheltered upbringing, and you come here, you see all different people from all different walks of life, and that changes you.
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Yes it did.  I mean I think I grew a lot here.  I think I discovered a lot about the world here.  I have a lot to thank for the crews of ships for that because I was frightened of them at first.  Occasionally I would arrive at a crew's quarters on a ship and somebody would say something joking like 'Oh here comes Sister Anna with the banner', and I thought, oh Lord, what do they think of me?  And I felt so silly in a uniform, my little briefcase, I felt like a little sook you see.  But on the whole they were so generous hearted, and they were so warm and accepting, I found.  I got the stage where I just felt like I was part of their big family of the merchant navy.  That made a big difference to me.

What I might see if we can end on, you mentioned before that there was one particular story that typified to you what the Mission was about.

I'm happy to tell that story.  I was visiting a tanker I think it was.  Tankers notoriously were a long time away from home - they'd go up to the Persian Gulf and fill up, and then they would go to other ports - they'd never get back to England sometimes for well over a year, two years maybe or something like that.  Because they were so long at sea the crews were notorious for living it up when they got to port, getting drunk and having a great old time.  Anyway I was visiting this ship and one of the junior officers said to me, "The Captain would like to speak to you if you wouldn't mind."  So I was taken up to the Captain's office - he was Scotsman - taken up to his quarters, and he offered me a drink, a whisky or something like that, and we sat down together.  He was such a nice quiet man.  After a little while he said to me, "I don't quite know how to ask you this, but I need to tell you that as captain of this ship all my crew of course once we hit port go off to the pubs, go down to the Mission, go to all these dances, get drunk, do all sorts of things, have a great old time.  I can't go with them because I'm their captain and I can't mix with them and do these things."  He said, "I want you to know that I'm a very happily married man, I've got a lovely wife whom I adore, and children, but I'm very lonely, I'm lonely for female company.  I haven't spoken to a woman in a normal way for well over a year.  Is there a possibility - I know you have rules at the Mission - that you could find some woman who would be prepared for me to take her out to dinner?  Nothing more than that, I have no other evil intentions, I just would like to be able to sit down for dinner in a nice restaurant with a woman and just have nice conversation.  I would make sure that I had a car to pick her up and take her home again and I guarantee that all would be well."  I thought to myself - I knew the rules of the Mission, I knew I couldn't go to Padre Oliver and suggest that this could happen - so I had to think about it.  I said that I would see what I could do.  
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I came back to the Mission and I think I may have consulted Padre Eldridge Doyle, that's somehow my memory that I did that, and he said, "You must do it.  You must find somebody."  I said, "Can you suggest anybody," and he gave me a name, her name I forget now, and he said she would be ideal, and she would be discreet, and she would not say anything to anybody.  So I contacted her and I explained the situation and she said she would be pleased and happy to do that.

Apparently it was arranged, he got a car and picked her up, took her out to some big hotel in the city or some nice restaurant, had a lovely evening together, and then he had her driven home, and that was the end of that.  Then I got a message sent to me, would I please come down to the ship.  He wanted to give me a bottle of whisky and he wanted to tell me what a wonderful evening he had had, and what a remarkably fine woman this lady was, and that for him, contacting the Mission while he was in port had saved his sanity.  It's wonderful.  I'll never forget him, I can see him in my mind now as I'm speaking to you, I can see him.  He was short and he had black hair which was slightly peppered grey, he was a very neat, very precise man, and I can hear his Scottish accent.

What a lovely, lovely story.  Unfortunately I'm going to have to wrap it up there.  These anecdotes and your experiences are just absolutely amazing, thank you for your generosity and for sharing them with us.  Is there anything you wanted to end on or anything you wanted to say?

No that'll do.
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End of interview.

