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This diary was written during the voyage of the “Conway” from Liverpool to Hobson’s Bay, Melbourne in 1858.  It is one of three diaries written during such voyages, two of them on this particular voyage.  This diary is the most extensive and provides unique insights into the lives of passengers and crew on these intrepid journeys that helped settlers to Australia.  Fanny Davis was born on 10 October 1830 and was aged 27 years when she emigrated.  She lived in Ballarat following her marriage to Mr George Ingram Jones, builder in the town and never enjoyed good health following her voyage. Fanny David died on the fourth of February 1882.  The diary commenced on June 3rd 1858.

Thursday June 3:
Having got all prepared to sail for Australia I go to the Depot at Birkenhead to prepare for embarkation.  I think such a bustle was never seen.  I expected to have found everybody looking miserable and melancholy, but with only one or two exceptions all seem merry and amused at the novelty of their situation though a greater confusion cannot well be imagined. 

Friday June 4th:
More people arrive at the Depot.  I think they cannot all be intending to go in one ship there are so many.  One young woman was heard to say that she would not go although she has traveled a long distance with her luggage, and this morning she is nowhere to be found;  she must have made her escape somehow during the evening.  All the people have passed the doctor but one poor lad who has got inflammation in his arm – he is not to go – and the poor lad has come from the other side of Dublin and has not a penny to take him back.  Each person has two canvas bags given them and are told to put a month’s clothes into them as all the boxes are to be put in the hold of the vessel today and only to be taken out once a month to get out another month’s clothes and put our dirty ones away.  I have been told they would keep us in the Depot a fortnight or more so that I am surprised to hear that we are to go on board tomorrow.

Saturday, June 5:
All very busy getting ready to go on board tomorrow; at eleven o’clock comes the order to go on board – and we march on board.  We must have looked very much like the Children of Israel going out of Egypt.  We all march on board with a canvas bag on each arm and nothing is allowed to go on board but what they [the canvas bags] will contain so that many of the people are obliged to leave sundry things behind, such as baskets and large jars.  First the English go on board, then the Scotch; after them the Irish.  Next come the married women who have children with them and are going out to their husbands; after them the married men and their wives and families, and last of all the single men.  Nearly all the single women sit down and have a good cry the first thing, and I feel very much inclined to join them; but first ask myself what there is to cry about and as I cannot answer it to my own satisfaction, think it would be very foolish so begin to put things in order in our berths.  The name of each person is written on a card and nailed to the front of the berth which is appointed to them, which is a very good plan as it saves a good deal of bother.  I am glad that my berth is at the bottom of the main hatchway as we shall all be right for air in the hot weather, besides the nice light it gives.  There are two persons in each berth.  I have got a very nice agreeable companion by the name of Miss Wellington, a native of Penzance in Cornwall.  I am appointed captain of the Mess;  that is to make all the things ready for cooking for eight people and to attend at the storeroom when the stores are given out.  In my Mess I have of course myself and Miss Wellington, two sisters likewise from Cornwall are going out to be married, and one more Cornish girl who is going to be married to a man she has never seen.  She has been recommended by friends.  And one little married woman with no children going out to her husband, and a young girl who is going out to her mother and step-father who she has never seen.  I hope they will all be agreeable and then we shall get along nicely.  The commissioners came on board and said we could all go out for the day if agreeable to us.

Sunday, June 6:
Left the Depot at ten o’clock to go the Paalton to spend the day.  It was such a treat to me – I shall never forget the kindness of all there if I live an hundred years.  At parting I could not find words to express my thanks and was very much afraid that they would think me ungrateful, but they would not think so if they knew what was in my heart.

Monday, June 7:
We all got nicely to rights and the Matron of the Depot came to spend the day with us and in the evening wished us all good-by thinking we should sail the next morning.  The commissioners came to inspect the vessel and express their satisfaction at all the arrangements and at the respectable appearance of the emigrants.

Tuesday, June 8:
All in suspense expecting to sail and the day wears away but no Captain makes his appearance – we have not seen him yet.

Thursday, June 10:
The morning passes and still no signs of us sailing – four o’clock in the afternoon a steamboat comes alongside with the Captain and soon all is hurry and bustle as the Captain has the old-fashioned superstition about it not being lucky to sail on Friday so they fix the steamboat on to the ship and off we go.

Friday June 11:
We have lost sight of land but the steamboat has not left us – about noon the steamboat leaves us and now our vessel has got to make its own way over the pathless deep.

Saturday June 12:
We went to bed expecting to have a good night’s rest but about twelve o’clock we were awake with heavy peals of thunder and the lightning was very dreadful;  they did not shut down the hatches as I had heard they did in bad weather.  The wind rose very high and now began our troubles – the ship rolled and creaked and every mentionable article in the shape of water kegs, cans, teapots, buckets, with innumerable other things all pitched off the shelves and tables onto the other side of the ship with the most horrid noise as most or them were made of tin.  We had to hold on to the sides of our berths to keep from joining the other articles on the floor.  The people were all very much frightened and when we shipped a heavy sea they all began to shriek that we were sinking.  The scene was one that cannot be described.  In the morning the people are nearly all seasick but it is a fine day.

Sunday, June 12:
We all went to bed last night expecting to have a comfortable night but we had hardly got to sleep when we found our troubles were not yet at an end for the wind rose very high and poor me, among the rest, began to feel very funny towards morning.  It turns out I am seasick;  I do not feel very bad only when the fits of sickness come on, and I am the only one except Miss Wellington out of twenty who is able to crawl out of bed in the course of the day long enough to get a cup of tea and then go back to bed again.  Some of the people are nearly dead with seasickness, they reach so violently and with little intermission.

Monday, June 13:
All still very ill and the sailors are obliged to come down with buckets of water and mops and clean our apartment up as there is no one able to do the least thing but lay in bed and groan.  I am much better and think I shall not be sick any more.  The Doctor says if we can keep up we shall be much better, so I mean to try what I can do.  The wind keeps very high.

Tuesday, June 14:
Of all the nights we have had yet, last night was the worst.  The wind rose to a perfect hurricane;  they fastened down the hatches but that did not prevent the water making its way down to us and, to make the matter worse, the ship began to leak in under the bottom berths under us and the carpenter had to be sent for in the middle of the night to stop it, and the waves washed over the deck the whole night.  All at once there was a cry that we were sinking and, or course, that added to the general confusion and many were on their knees praying who had perhaps never thought on the name of God before, and the Matron was as much frightened as the rest.  She did so beg to be let out on deck.  I suppose she thought that she would be safer if the vessel went down up there.  I don’t know how it was that I was not at all frightened, but I felt that there was One able to calm the tempest and it seemed as if somebody whispered “Fear not, for I am with thee;  be not dismayed for I am thy God” and I tried to comfort the others.  About the height of the tempest we heard a rush of feet on deck and the cry of a man overboard.  We all listened breathlessly but could hear no more.

Wednesday, June 15:
It was, alas, too true that a fine young man, one of the sailors, washed out of the rigging.  They say he must have broken his back against the side of the vessel as he fell in the water;  but it is so dreadful to think he cried out three times for the life-buoy to be thrown out to him, but the tempest was so high that they could not make the least attempt to save him.  It has cast a gloom over the whole ship.  His chest has been taken to the Captain this morning and he had in it the likeness of his father, mother and sweetheart.  He seemed the most respectable man amongst all the sailors. 

Thursday, June 16:
The wind has fallen very much.  Many of the people keep very ill.  I am alright again – it was a great mistake me being ill as I did not mean to be.  The wind is not at all fair for us.  

Friday, June 17:
A very fine morning but many of the people seem worse.  I expect the frights they have gone through have something to do with it.  A girl ordered to keep below for a week for speaking to one of the sailors as it is against the rule.

Saturday, June 18:
Some of the people are a little better today, but I hope they will not all get well at once as they are so hungry after it, that there will be a famine if they all get as hungry as me, for I can eat more than my share.  A sailor sent up aloft all day for speaking to one of the young women.

Sunday, June 19:
All the Catholics held their service downstairs, and prayers being read by one of the young women.  We had ours on deck, service being performed by the schoolmaster;  and I believe it is to be the same every Sunday.  We begin Sunday by getting up at six o’clock.  By the time I am dressed it is time to take the water keg on deck to get it filled with fresh water, then after that to take a can for the porridge for breakfast, then we go to the storeroom for the bread; after that we take the coffee pots to get them filled, and sit down to breakfast.  After breakfast I have to make the plum pudding and take it down to be baked, the materials for which is always given out on Saturday afternoon as is also the pork which have to put in a net and take to the cook as it lays in fresh water to soak till Sunday morning.  After the pudding is gone to the bakehouse I tidy myself and at ten o’clock the names are all called over the Doctor and at halfpast ten our service begins.  We begin by singing a hymn and then the schoolmaster reads the morning prayers from the Church Service, then we sing again; after that he reads a sermon and concludes with singing.  Then we go and put the tables ready for dinner and at one o’clock the captain at each mess goes on deck and gets the pork first, then the boiled puddings then the baked puddings, a portion of preserved vegetables for each mess and a can of peasoup, and then we fall to with good appetites and always enjoy our dinner.  After dinner we take our books on deck and either read or go to sleep which we like.  Tea at five, and then take a shawl for fear of cold and stop on deck till half past eight.  Just as prayers were about to commence this morning one of the married women had a son and heir.  He is to be called “Conway” after the ship.  They were all in high glee as they said it brings good luck and a fair wind to have a birth on board.  We all laughed at the idea but it proved true for in the evening the wind changed and we had it much fairer than it has been since we sailed.  The birth might not have had anything to do with it.

Monday, June 20:
The wind still fair – all the sails set – much warmer today.  Young Conway and his mother both doing well.

Tuesday, June 22:
Still a fair wind.  I have been sitting looking over the stern of the vessel at the seas;  never saw anything so beautiful, the waves are like mountains and the colors of them most magnificent, I enjoyed it above everything.  After dinner the Captain tells us we have just finished passing through the Bay of Biscay – he did not tell us till we were well out of it as the place has an evil name.  The ship is flying through the water.  Lots of dancing on deck in the evening – only a few still seasick.  

Wednesday, June 23:
The wind and waves still very high but fair for us.  Whilst we are at breakfast the ship gives a roll and over come the teapots full of coffee into my lap, followed by everything else on the table.  It gives us all a good laugh.  A little boy fell down the hatchway and hurt his head very badly. 

Thursday, June 24:
A very fine day – all on deck the whole of the day – everybody seems happy, and a more industrious set I never saw.  There is enough embroidery in hand to stock all Melbourne.  The days pass so fast and pleasantly it is like a dream.  In the evening I generally read a long story to about a dozen whilst they work.  There are only two people in the hospital;  that is Conway’s mother and Scotch woman who has a low fever through violent seasickness.  

Friday, June 25: 
Another fine day;  the wind still fair for us.  Since the birth of Conway we go about two hundred and forty miles in twenty-four hours.  It is getting very hot, but we shall have it hotter before long as we get nearer the “line.”  The days have drawn in an hour since we left England.  

Saturday, June 26:
Another fine day.  After we got to bed last night we were somewhat alarmed at hearing guns firing seemingly close to our vessel and some of the faint-hearted ones began to cry out the pirates had come;  but we heard some of the sailors say a large ship was passing full sail.  That is all we can hear about it as they keep things very close.  

Sunday, June 27: 
All up at six – it it now too hot to lay in bed.  I am very glad to be able to get on deck for a little fresh air for it is very near suffocating down below though the hatches are left with only iron bars over them all night.  At half past ten we all assemble on the poop for prayers.

Monday, June 28: 
Very hot – almost a calm – have an awning put up over the whole of the deck and stay on deck all day.  It begins to turn the color of our skins – we shall all be black soon if the sun gets any hotter.

Tuesday, June 29:
Another very hot day, not a cloud to be seen.  We always stay on deck till nine o’clock and it keeps us amused to watch the stars as we approach the tropics – they are much larger than in England.

Wednesday, June 30:
All in a bustle as all the boxes that are marked “wanted on the voyage” are brought out of the hold for us to put by our dirty clothes and get out clean ones for another month.  We are not to have any dinner till we have finished and all the boxes put back in the hold.  In the evening it blows a gale;  I do not expect much sleep tonight – I can never sleep when the wind blows much.  To add to our anxiety there is a large ship in sight coming towards us.  

Thursday, July 1:
The winds still very high;  I have not closed my eyes all night, the vessel rocked like a cradle.  They say it is the Trade Wind.  We are going nine miles an hour.  The wind has been fair for us ever since young Conway was born.  A boy locked up for carrying messages from the sailors to the single women.

Friday, July 2:
A very high wind all night.  We have gone two hundred and forty miles since twelve o’clock yesterday, but it was at the expense of my good night’s rest.  A boy had to stand sentry outside the Captain’s door for four hours with a large piece of wood on his shoulders to imitate a musket for not keeping himself clean.  The high wind has made many of the people seasick again, but I am thankful to be able to add that I was never better.

Saturday, July 3:
Spend the day on deck.  Many of the people, having got quite over the seasickness begin to be industrious.

Sunday, July 4:
A full morning.  At dinner-time we have a taste of tropical rain;  it comes down in a stream and we despair of getting on deck any more today;  however it clears up about four o’clock, and after tea we spend the evening on deck.  A young woman fell down the hatchway and disfigured her face very much.

Monday, July 5:
A dead calm and so hot we can scarcely bear any clothes on our backs and we are fast approaching the “line.”  After tea there is every appearance of a storm, the sky looks all in a blaze except where the black clouds intervene and though it is dead calm the vessel rolls from side to side like a cradle.  The vessel does no rock near so much in rough weather as the waves keep it up.  At seven it comes on to rain and we all go helter-skelter to get down out of it.  They say water spouts are of frequent occurrence here, but we escape both that and the expected storm.  But we have a complete deluge of rain and it is so hot downstairs that we are afraid to go to bed;  however we do go about ten o’clock but we lay and toss about for hours with our clothes dripping wet with perspiration and of course cannot sleep.  So at last I propose that we sit up in bed and have a gossip to tire us out.  More than a dozen of us in adjoining berths sit up and each tell a story, and we find it a good plan for after that we all lay down and sleep soundly till about six o’clock.  A great many of them do sleep in their berths but lay out on the floor.  Now it is so hot I cannot account for my feeling so well, as in England I am always ill in hot weather.

Tuesday, July 6:
Sarah’s birthday.  A nice breeze sprung up after the rain and we are going on again with a fair wind.  My arms are very much blistered with the sun, it is so powerful.  We are all sitting on deck at work or reading all day according to our inclinations.  All seem well and happy.

Wednesday, July 7:
A dead calm and very showery.  A girl taken to the hospital with fever and another very dangerously ill.  

Thursday, July 8:
A strong wind but not a fair one.  I have not slept a bit all night.  The two invalids feel a little better.  A large ship in sight but not spoken with.  

Friday, July 9:
A very calm day – too calm for our good.  We shall never get to Melbourne till all our hair is grey if we go on at this rate.  Great excitement in the evening, a ship in sight going the same way as us and our Captain sent up skyrockets to tell them not to run over us.

Saturday, July 10:
Still a calm – we have only gone ninety miles since last Sunday.

Sunday, July 11:
High wind, but not in our favour.  A vessel passed very near us.  Everybody crowded on deck to get a look at it.  We hoisted our ensign and they hoisted a French flag.  It was not such a large ship as ours.  We are nearly to the “line” now and we have a great deal to be thankful for as everybody is now in good health and last time the ship went to Melbourne there were seventeen deaths on board and we have not had one except the poor sailor that was washed overboard in the storm.

Monday, July 12;
A very high wind all night;  another sleepless night for poor me;  the wind is not at all in our favour.

Tuesday, July 13:
The wind still very high but a very fine day.  The water is alive with flocks of flying fish.  They are not much bigger than sprats and their wings quite transparent like gauze and the bodies of them shine in the sun like silver.  I should like to catch one of them but they take good care to keep a respectful distance from the ship.

Wednesday, July 14:
A very fine day with a cool breeze but still very hot in the sun.  We still have an awning all over the deck so that the sun does not affect us much.  Now in the evening we amuse ourselves watching the sky;  there are so many fresh things to be seen as we are fast approaching the “line.”  The sky tonight is perfectly beautiful, it looks like a large flock of sheep lying down.  They call it the shepherd and his flock.  The moon shines brilliantly – how we do enjoy the evenings.

Thursday, July 15:
Still a nice fresh breeze and the sea has a different smell to what it has had before.  We have seen two beautiful birds flying past today and some flying fish about a foot and a half long in shape and colour of salmon.  The sunset this evening is the most brilliant we have ever seen.  All came on deck to see it;  after that we watch the moon rise and we see the Southern Cross;  that a cross formed of large stars that is only to be seen at the “line.”  There are one or two on board who have been to Italy and they say the Italian sky is not so beautiful as we see it here.  It is altogether different to an English sky.

Friday, July 16:
It has blown hard all night but the wind is not at all fair for us and we are only going about five miles an hour.  We crossed the “line” about twelve o’clock last night.  That is exactly five weeks since we sailed.  Some of them very sick this morning;  some of them seem as if they will be sick every time it is the least rough.  I am thankful I keep so well myself.

Saturday, July 17:
Great excitement!  We get sight of an island about twenty miles distant.  It is a Portuguese convict settlement called Fernando de Narnho.  About dusk we see a large steamboat coming towards us showing three lights.  It is soon passing us and we all think it is the best sight we have seen since we left Birkenhead.  It is so long since we saw anything but sea and sky.

Sunday, July 18:
Today after Morning Service we have notice that there will be a mail despatched to England at three o’clock tomorrow and of course we all think that they are going to put into some port off the Brazils and so we are all busy writing.  At last to our no small amusement it comes out that they are to be packed up in tin boxes and put in a watertight cask with a broomstick driven through the bunghole and a small flag with a black ball in the middle on the top of it and to be put overboard.  They expect it will float into Brazils in two days.  

Tuesday, July 20:
A fine day but not a fair wind.  It is more than a week since we had a fair wind.  Spoke an American ship.  All the people busy washing;  as there is a nice lot of rain water they are allowed to wash twice a week, Tuesdays and Fridays.

Wednesday, July 21:
A very warm day;  everybody getting ill-tempered because we are not going on – as if being cross could alter it.  Quarrels are quite the fashion, there is not an hour in the day but the Doctor is fetched to quell some riot.  A young woman sentenced to stay downstairs until the Doctor gives her permission to come up for being insolent to the Matron.  It comes on squally in the evening and we have to stay down for the first time since we came on board.  No one that has ever been in these regions ever saw such rain.  It seems as we should all be drowned.  They closed the hatches but we got a broomstick and hammered it till they came and opened it for it was so suffocating with the close air;  we had it left open all night as it always is.  I never such an advocate for fresh air as our Doctor is, and I do think that is the secret of all being in such good health.  He will not let anybody stop down all day and woe to the unlucky one he catches in their berth in the daytime.

Thursday, July 22:
It has been a very squally night and there has been a great deal of confusion on deck with the men having to alter the sails so many times.

Friday, July 23:
A beautiful day – a fair wind has come at last which has cheered us up a bit.  A beautiful moonlight evening;  it is now dark at six o’clock of an evening but as it is so moonlight we stay on deck until nine o’clock.  I am afraid we shall no be up on deck so long of an evening when the moon is gone.  It would amuse anyone to be suddenly introduced onto our poop on a moonlight night – in one of the corners will be about two dozen singing, in another a lot talking scandal about everybody – how the captain their mess makes one pot of tea stronger than the others for herself and “they won’t put up with it, that they won’t” and lots more complaints that would make a cat laugh.  In another place will be a lot of Scotch girls dancing with one of them imitating the bagpipes and not one of them with either shoes or stocking on;  then the Irish will be squatting down under the boats talking over everybody’s business but their own and vowing eternal hatred to the English, and even the children must have game to themselves.

Saturday, July 24: 
Still a fair wind;  it is getting much cooler.  All the single men have had a hearing before the Doctor and Captain for fighting last night and creating a riot.  

Sunday, July 26:
A nice day and a fair wind.  All well.

Tuesday, July 27:
A very fine day, nearly a calm.  Had one box up to get out another month’s clothes.  Nobody can form any idea of the bustle and confusion there is on these days, especially today for all the people have something spoiled with the damp, but in many cases it is their own fault for in one box a bottle of jam burst and spoiled a new dress.  In another it had spoiled two new bonnets, and can anyone pity them if people will be so careless as to pack jam and clothes together.  And then several of the people changed their clothes at the Depot and put what they took off in their boxes all wet with perspiration.  I am happy to say I had all my boxes up and none of my things were damp, perhaps that is owing to me not having any eatables of any sort.  There are a great many wedding things on board which are anxiously thought of.  I should tremble for a white bonnet here.

Wednesday, July 28:
More wind today, everybody washing and scrubbing.  A vessel in sight but not near enough to speak to it.

Thursday, July 29:
A very fine day, a fresh breeze.  Before we were up this morning there came down the news that the vessel we saw last night was close by and they had lowered a boat and were on their way to our ship.  Up we all scampered on deck, some only half dressed, and hardly anybody got their hair done.  The boat was soon alongside and the steps lowered and came up two young gentlemen and the mate of the other vessel which turns out to be the “Oliver Lang,” the same ship that Sarah went to Melbourne in – it seems like a relation to me.  The visitors went into the Captain’s cabin and then in a little time back to the boat, when it seemed as if they came begging, for bucket after bucket was let down into the boat full of packets of candles and other stores.  At last they went off and then the boat came back after a short time with the Captain of the “Oliver Lang” and two more passengers.  He and our Captain shook hands as hearty as only sailors can and they all stopped for breakfast.  At their going away all the people in our ship wanted to cheer them but our Doctor would not allow it, he said it was not respectable.  Some of the girls had a good cry about it, it did seem hard that we should have been two months with nothing to look at but water and sky and then we could not have a shout.  The “Oliver Lang” had sailed eight days later than ours and had only one sick on board.  It is bound to New Zealand with passengers.  It gives us all a morning’s excitement if it does no other good.

Friday, July 30:
Quite a calm but a very fine day.  There was a lot of rockets let off about eight last night both on our ship and the “Oliver Lang.”  It is still in sight and I think it will be for some time as it was agreed between the two Captains that they should not be far off one another.

Saturday, July 31:
Rather more wind than yesterday and a very fine day but very cold as we are getting into the Cape winter.  This morning there was a great deal of telegraphing between our ship and the “Oliver Lang” with flags and at the end of it all our Captain looked very pleased and told us that there had been a birth at four o’clock this morning on board the “Oliver Lang” and that now we should be sure to get a fair wind, and really I do not wonder at sailors being superstitious for I should be if I was at sea much longer for, sure enough, about eleven o’clock the sailors were called to alter the sails as a fair wind had sprung up and we flew over the water at a great rate.

Sunday, August 1:
It has been very cold all night but we have a first-rate wind and are going ten miles an hour.  I am going to spend the afternoon at the side of the vessel watching the sea.  I never enjoy myself more than when so employed.  The sky today looks a clear blue and white such as we see on a very fine day when the earth is covered with snow in England.  The cool breeze seems to have done everybody good and all are ready for their meals before the meals are ready for them.  We have only two in hospital now and they are not very bad.  Our Doctor keeps everyone well if he can, his whole study seems to be for our good;  he goes and looks at our dinner to see that it is properly cooked, and tastes the soup.  He has all his meals with the Captain and the two mates.  We are much better off than we should be in a passenger ship for all is in such order.  On Saturdays after we have done all our scrubbing the Captain and the Doctor come down to see who has done their part best.  We hear today we are near the Cape but shall not see it.  I wonder where our barrel of letters is by this time.

Monday, August 2:
A very high wind has sprung up and we are all in a fright as they tell us that it is likely to be rough all the rest of the way.

Tuesday, August 3:
The wind still very high but fair for us.  It seems as if winter has come for it is freezing cold and dark at five o’clock only.  Fancy it dark and having tea by lamplight.  It is our greatest comfort that we have lamps alight all night for I used to have an idea that we should not be allowed any light.

Wednesday, August 4:
The wind seemed to increase and we are so cold that we run about in our scarf shawls, it is such a change to a few weeks back when we could never keep cool.  The ship rolls first on one side and then bounces back onto the other in a most frightful manner.

Thursday, August 5:
The wind and waves are rising higher every hour.  My sides are so sore that I can hardly bear to move with slipping up and down in the bed as the ship rolls, and to mend the matter I have got a bad cold coming on.

Friday, August 6:
Of all the days we have had for wind since we sailed this is decidedly the worst;  it blow a perfect hurricane, we have only two sails up and the sea seems to move all in one huge mass.  The Doctor told us we could crawl up and look if any of us felt inclined but to be sure and not stand up on deck, so two or three of the most courageous managed to crawl up with our clothes blowing over our heads, but we were soon satisfied to crawl back.  The ship seems to lift right out of the water.  It is not a very cheering thing to think of that we are seven hundred miles from land in a ship on such a day and everybody seems melancholy and mopeish.  A great many are seasick again.  The hospital is full of females.  There has been one taken up from the next berth to us today and she was the only one the Doctor can find room for;  she fell down with the rolling of the ship on Tuesday and knocked several of her front teeth in, besides that she has been very weak all the way.  I went to bed early last night and slept soundly till near four this morning.  I am afraid there will not be much sleep for anybody tonight if the hurricane keeps up.  The Matron is the most cowardly on board, she has been so frightened that this is the first day this week that she has been out of bed;  she told me today that if they would put her on shore and offer her two hundred pounds to go on board again she would refuse and as to having her two little boys come out to her she should not think of it as she would never wish anybody to go through the fright she has.

Saturday, August 7:
The wind fell a little about eight o’clock last night and changed for the better and the sailors began to sing merrily as they changed the sails.  We all felt very thankful as many of the girls had almost lost heart and sat down and cried, for it was no use we had to bear it, not but what it was miserable for us all.  The Captain has caught four large birds today, he calls them “Cape hens” they are all black with head and beak like a duck and black legs and webbed feet.  They both fly and swim, they are about two feet from the beak to the tail and about three feet from the tip of one wing to the other when open;  they are not fit to eat.

Sunday, August 8:
A very cold morning but a good wind.  We have Service downstairs today as it is too cold to have it on deck.  A Scotch girl fell down the steps coming off the poop and broke her leg just below the knee.  The weather puts us in mind of Christmas at home especially whilst eating our plum pudding today.  Now is the time we begin to enjoy our bed as it is the only place where we can keep warm and though it has been worse weather the last week than any since we sailed I have slept as sound as possible every night, so that in time I might be a brave sailor.  We had quite a Ball last night downstairs and a good many of the girls recited some pieces.  We can spend our evenings very pleasantly if all make up their minds to agree as they generally do as we are all locked down.  There is one thing I am very glad of;  we see no more of the men that if there was none in the ship, for the highest crime a girl can commit is to be seen speaking to one of them, and I think it is best so.  

Monday, August 9:
A very cold day – all nearly frozen.  Had a grand dress ball in the evening.  It get people warm if it does no other good, only some of them would come out in low necks and short sleeves.  I have got a bad cold myself and have hardly crawled out of my berth today.

Tuesday, August 10:
Still bitterly cold.  A good many have got colds in our part of the ship. We are glad of being near the hatchway in the hot weather but it is not very pleasant now as the wind sets down very strong.  We have got a beautiful wind and they foretell we shall be in Melbourne in three weeks – I wish we may.  My cold still very bad today; one minute I am shivering and the next shaking with cold.

Wednesday, August 11:
A very fine day but freezing cold, we cannot even keep warm in bed.  No doubt we feel the cold more coming so suddenly in to it out of the very hot weather.  They say we shall have it still colder.  We have got stoves, a sort of fire basket hung from the beams by chains, put up this morning but they are no use to our part except to smoke us out, blacker than the sun has made us.  We have another full dress ball this evening, all are making grand preparations to out-do each other in the way of head-dress.  It looks first-rate;  a stranger introduced below at seven in the evening would wonder where he was, he would never believe he was on board a ship;  but it is an early ball as it has to be over always by eight o’clock.  My cold is much better.

Thursday, August 12:
We have had a very rough night, we have just finished passing the Cape.  Every now and then a large wave alights on our deck and makes the poor old ship quiver all over and the ship lays all on one side;  sometimes we catch hold of a post as if to keep the ship from tumbling over.  It is not a very agreeable feeling but we are getting used to it now and don’t think so much of it as we did at first.

Friday, August 13:
We had a most fearful night, it has blown a perfect hurricane.  Many of the people have not been in bed since twelve o’clock last night as it does not seem so bad when one is up.  Nearly every minute a large wave broke on our deck and the wind sounded fearfully.  All we could hear besides was the Captain and the mate shouting to the men all night.  I wonder more and more every day how a man can be a sailor.

Saturday, August 14:
We have had a much more still night and it seems a little milder this morning.  The Captain has caught another large cape hen.  It was not like the last, they were all black, but this one had a dove-coloured back with white breast – it is much prettier than the black ones.  The Captain wrote a label and fixed round its neck with a wire and set it swimming again.  The Doctor in a great rage that there were so many girls shamming illness and threatens to stop their rations – if anything will rouse them, that will.

Sunday, August 15:
It is a very dull day with a Scotch mist.  There is one invalid today where there was nine yesterday – the Doctor’s threat had the desired effect.

Monday, August 16:
A more miserable day cannot be well imagined, we have been in bed all day to keep ourselves warm, only crawling out at meal times.  The wind is right against us and the vessel rocks and creaks like an old wicker cradle.  A boy came running calling for the Doctor saying that Mike had been getting into his hammock and it had given way and pitched him out head-first.  “And is he hurt much?” said the purser.  “Sure and he is” said the boy.  “Is he dead?”  “Ah, no, but he is kilt entirely.”  We all had a good laugh at poor Mike’s misfortune.

Tuesday, August 17:
Another very cold day, the wind cuts down our hatchway and nearly blows the hair off our heads and we are obliged to sit with a thick shawl on and even then we cannot keep a spark of warmth in us.  My cold has left a sad weakness on my chest.  

Wednesday, August 18:
We had a most miserable night.  The wind was so high and right against us, there are not many can say they had a good night’s rest.  

Thursday, August 19:
A nice fine morning but it is not quite so cold as it has been.  We were all up on the poop nearly all day.

Friday, August 20:
The wind has changed and it is now fair for us for the first time this week, but we are not satisfied now for there is not enough of it.  It would be very long days now if we did not find some way of amusing ourselves such as telling fortunes in our teacups, grand dress balls every night, and lots more amusements too numerous to mention.

Saturday, August 21:
A very fine morning and while the sun is out it is nice and warm.  We have all been on the poop this morning watching the Captain.  He has caught two immense albatrosses, one of them measuring nine feet four inches from tip of one wing to the tip of the other – and the other one nine feet nine inches.  He catches them with a hook and line as he would catch a fish.  The single men have undertaken to stuff the largest.  They drowned that one so that the outside should not be disfigured by it being killed any other way.  The other was let to run about on the deck for us all to see it and then put back into the sea and he soon swam merrily away.  There are hundreds of cape pigeons hovering around the ship;  they say they will follow us all the way to Melbourne.

Sunday, August 22:
A very raw cold day and foggy;  they tell us we shall only be two more Sundays on board.  I hope it may be correct for they must be getting anxious to hear of our safe arrival at Melbourne.

Monday, August 23:
A very high wind but a fair one.  We are going first-rate if it does but continue.  We are all in hopes.

Tuesday, August 24:
We are flying along but the high wind has kept a good many awake all night.  It is very stormy today and every now and then a large wave comes over onto the deck and sets our hearts beating.  A poor girl was taken in a fit last night and scarcely been out of them since.  The Doctor gives but little hopes of her life.  I crept up on the poop this morning but could not stay, the ship rocked so on one side.

Wednesday, August 25:
The wind has been very high all night and we have not been able to go up on deck and there is every appearance of it being higher still.

Thursday, August 26:
It has been a most terrific night, such a one as makes young people old in one night for it was a regular night of horrors, the wind blew a perfect hurricane and every now and then the ship seemed perfectly under water and it poured down the hatchway in a perfect deluge.  It is at such times as that we feel the comfort of having a top berth for the people in the bottom ones get washed out of their beds.  The screams of the people as each wave comes down the hatchway was enough to make the stoutest heart to tremble.  Many were fainting away and the Matron was running about crying and, instead of comforting people, making them more frightened.  No one can form any idea of the scene that have never been in like predicament.  I got up to try if I could get our to help anybody or bail up the water, but my bed-fellow pulled me down again by main force saying that she was sure that it would be nearly the death of me if I got out in the wet as I have not got my chest strong after my late severe cold.  What will people in England think when I tell them that in the month of August we have all our feet covered with chilblains and many of them have broken ones on their hands.  The wind has kept up all day and we have been obliged to have all our meals in our berths and cannot leave anything standing by itself a minute for if we do and we look round after, it has taken a spring to the other side of the ship and we have hard work to keep from following it ourselves and to hold on to the posts.  The girls were giving cans of water and dry oatmeal up the hatchway to have gruel made when the ship gave a sudden lurch and down some of them rolled from side to side of the ship and could not stop themselves.  A poor woman who has laid in the hospital ever since we came on board was confined this morning but the baby died as soon as born;  the mother is better than could be expected.

Friday, August 27:
The wind has abated a great deal and we have been able to take a little blowing on deck.  It snowed very hard last night and I saw a large snowball brought down this morning.  

Saturday, August 28:
A very dry frosty day such as we should have at Christmas at home and we have been able to take a few hours exercise on deck.

Sunday, August 29: 
It has been snowing all the morning, the snow is very deep on deck and it seems to get colder.  Poor Mrs Wilson who was confined on Thursday is not expected to live.  They say we shall be in Melbourne in ten days.

Monday, August 30: 
A very dull day, snowing at intervals.  Poor Mrs. Wilson not expected to live the day out.  One mess to have their rations stopped for not getting up in time.

Tuesday, August 31:
A very squally day, repeated storms of wind, hail and snow.  Mrs Wilson has had a change for the better.

Wednesday, September 1: Still very squally, lots of snow.  We cannot keep warm only in bed and not there always.  We have very bad nights;  it is like being in a great cradle only that instead of rocking us to sleep it rocks us more wide awake for every now and then it seems as if we were going to turn bottom upwards and everything moveable pitches over with the most horrid noise.

Thursday, September 2:
Going a little steadier today but very fast.  The Captain has been to the masthead twice today to catch the first sight of Western Australia but I do not think he has seen it and hope it will get warmer before we land as both our hands and feet are covered with chilblains and are very painful.

Friday, September 3:
 A very fine morning;  we are flying fast towards Melbourne.  They say we shall be anchored next Thursday.

Saturday, September 4:
It blows a gale today but it is much warmer.  Whilst they were busy scrubbing down in our place today a large wave came down the hatchway onto them and there was a pretty scene all at once for it fairly set the place in a float – the beds in the bottom were soaked out and Mrs. Usher was standing on a water keg balancing herself with the mop.  I got upstairs as quick as possible for fear I should be drowned and there it was little better for the waves washed over the deck and soaked us.  I have got another bad cold for the other night I got out of bed with no shoes and came down with my bare feet in a pond of water.  My shoes had disappeared under one of the bottom berths and it was not until it got quite daylight that they could be found.

Thursday, September 9:
I have not been able to write any of my diary since last Saturday for it has been one continued hurricane.  The Doctor and all who have been in the “Conway” seven years say that they never had such a bad passage.  It has been a fearful – we are all totally worn out in mind and body and want sleep.  We have the gales higher of a night than in the day.  We have had one of the boats washed to pieces that hung on the side of the ship and we are not able to have any sails up.  Some of the ropes are like ragged lint where they have beaten against the masts.  It is almost a miracle that we have not.  I had quite made up my mind when we went to bed last night that we should never behold the light of another day;  it seemed to me impossible but still we are spared.  I have not been well this week or more.  I have got a severe cold again and no wonder, for we got to bed with the beds wet through and it still keeps very cold.

Friday, September 10:
It is such a fine day that it has put fresh spirits in us.  We are getting near the end of our voyage and all the sailors are very busy getting the ship ready.

Copy of a typescript copy from the original prepared by H.V. Wilton, South Milwaukee, Wisconsin, U.S.A.  18th November 1935.

�  Personal correspondence with Joan Horsburgh, ‘Riverhaven’, R.S.D. Speewa, via Swan Hill Victoria on 25 September 2001.  Fanny Davis was a sister to the great grandmother of Joan, Sarah Davis who is mentioned in the diary.  
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