
My dear Tom, 

"Spri ngf iel d" 
Spring St re 0 t 

Middl e fU dge 
TOOWOEIMBA c. 4350 

• Th Anks a lot f at t he andsome Xma s Ca r d My, bu t that ' s a di f ferent 
wi nt er to ours r ight now! But than I for get we a r e somplete l y A. ) .H. to yout 
No r ther a s pec t . 

Gl a d t o hea r you are we l l , but wa tch out f or t he Ar thu r , now. I f ind 
gr ea t releif in ~he copper bngl e old woma n' s reme dy. In fac t , if i ~ ha d not bee n 
f or the constan t wea r i ng a my own, I hones t l y don 't t hink I'd ha ve l c1sted so 
we l l , and not near l y s o we ll . 

Am not in t he l eas t ha ppy with my pr og r ess a s i t i s. Last May, I 
sud denl y went a l mos t [~gl e s s and ha d t o use a wheel-c air . Don ' t ever be mislead 
by thoe darn t hings , Torn. They don t grow on you gradua lly or anything a s ki ddl y. 
Mine is a very ki nd , pat ient s or t of BASTARD t ' ing. It l urks i n my viciity ve r y 
in noff s nsive l y an ,i t hen pBe fe rably on conc re te , l eaps ou t a nd delib~r t e l y and with 
l oud crides, s prings f orth on t o bot h my shins . It ' s so r e gular t hat I' m ne ver wi t hou t 
a ne an r-1 os tl y two pl 1'l s te r ed s hti:. ns. Then, t ey fee d me Las i s: to keep the "wate r " 

mo vi ng, and thi s , t ggethe r with the cons t an t '' r unning" to And f rom use d t o keep 
me busi ly lame i f I m~y be allowe d to s oy so . I k i cked up t he Las i x dpse t o 2 pills 
P dPy, and that f i ni s hed up the ulcers on m s hi ns bu t now since June last , I can 
ge t abo 11 t onl y i n the de mned c ha ir. Ths only really bri ht s i de i t t he Ar t hur I t i s . 
I can ' t ki c k i t, butt ey gi ve me a ye l 1 ow caps ule twice a da y which cer t ainly ma kes 
i ~ moor bearabl e . Remi nd me , the momen t you th i nk of i t Tom, t o get me a new r ibbon 
f or t hi s 7ac hin ! 

You wi l l no tice t hat my t yp i ng is very poor. t e f a ct if I CAn 1 t type a t a ll 
any ~ore. Fingers il< e ~ens . Luckily my Duc hess (Miss s o~ does a l l my t yping 
Neve r touc hed a typewri t e r bu t has ne en a n e; pert of pi a no a ll he r lif e . 311e took to 
i t l i ke a duck takes tp wa ter . 

Am gl Rd to hear you hadda s ucces ~ful f l i ght a nd r e tu r n t o Banf f. I t ve r y f am-
ous of cour se. I n f act , it r emi nds me of the Stephen Ki ng ' s book The Shining which 
I read wi thoug be i ng av r- t hr i lled. I ha ve 'n t eard any lhi ng about dear ol d Hyehe f or 
man y yea rs now. About al I do r emember is The Ro ughs (targe t pr a c tice , "dry t obogg-

a ning down,, s t ee p s l opes of only f ai rly fr i c tiona l khaki -cla d wo ode n f irures f or 
"aiming of f (wind ) a t ; and t he y ha d a l ongs s pike of iron at t e end f or s t a ndi ng them 
upr i ght. And a ver y s ma l l Hun be hi nd t e counte r in a corner she op . He was Mr Eude n, 
ab out as Ger ma n as he c oul d be and wi th a ma gnificent moustachio tha t woul d ha ve 
gr a ced a mounta i nous Uhlan be t t er t he it ~i d h i rn . He l os t a side of ba con one 
summer a nd cri ed like a ki d ove r i t. And t he old Reach fi e l d whe eoccas i ona l ly our 
f at he rs would play a game on Satu rda y af ternoon. I had no i dea how foo t ba ll was 

played in thos e da ys , except th e t he bi g r oun d ba l l got a f right f uly kick i n the 
guts once a gam a nd i t s e emed t o fl y i nto t he a i r fo r an eno~ rmous di s tance before 
beg i nning to seop f aster and fas t e r unti l s ome idiot shoved hi s head unde r neath i t 
and everone yelled "well heade d, ma n! 11 And the fe l low s t rut '. ed off l ooki ng a ll s hy 
and overcome i n th~ bes t Angl o Saxon ma nne r i mag i nab le . 

I have two gr an dch i l dr e n , Kylie 13 and Ben 12 . My younge r s on Jan is t r ained 
and rur, l i_ f ied j ournr1 list P R for Publi c Hea l th Canberrs iia s been ma r ried 1 5 years 
one only c hi ~Itl (adopted r i r l~. r ecent l y WAl ke d out on hi s wife a nd no ea r thly possib 
ibbl e pr oepect of any f ur t he r iss ue fr om t .1 a di ect i on ' ' d t hink. Anyway a t my a ge i n 
such an a dva ncin ~ a ge I'm mor e conce rned wi t h drawi ng the Pens ion tha n any other 
reac hi n for stars . As a ma t t er of f act, t os e of my st a r s not alread y set are 
getti ,g a little shaky right nae. 

Did .. I mention t hat I now depee nd on a WH @@L Cahit for my l ocomotion? 
Di sg r aceful t hi~g to a dmi t , bu t I don' t ~et on at all we ll with t he r ot ten t hing. 
It in it must ave bee n i nnocula te d with Ant i-smith a t some dark corner of it( s 
murk y past . So~etimes I even i magine t he t hi jg is s hining an e vi l light over me from 
t he end of the bed/ . One th i ,,g I arn s ure of, i t ha s both of my poor s hins raw a nd 
bleeding fr om hav i ng been thras he d a nd punished f rom v i c ious cont i nued cpn t a ce wi t h 
the s r a r p e dges ' of each pract i cally cons t an tly . I ha ve been t hrea t ened wi th an ulcer 
by the Dr ; and my S~ecia l i st t o w~om i n t , e cour se of my illness over t he past t e n 
years I have pa i d about $4 . 000 in med ical benefi ts, ha ve both qi ve n me a hearty wal l -
of w~e r e my s houc lderbla des once wRr e , have given me t he hea r t y hors e l a ugh a nd 
shouted Sorr y o l d man , bu t the r e' s no cure f or you. You ' l proba bly take quite a l ong 
t i m, but af t e r I l l , t a ke it from e, t here 's tho us a d l ike you and many wor s e. 

~y on ly reaction was , But mo s t • . • • a l l of t hem •• a r e dea ~! 
To wh ich t he sp r cia list bastard murm 1;re d I Yo u a r e so Ri ght ! 

I will se nd you a a nrl my friend We ndy bo th copi es of my book R~ing high 
whe n I ge t 4 hem from p li ~he rs nex t year • 

• 
(be l a t e d Me r ry Chr is tmas , 



Dear Mr Raddall, 

'Melrose Valley' 
via Queanbeyan, 
New South Wales, 
Australia 2620 
January 9, 

This is far from a happy occasion to receive a letter from the son of your old friend 
George Smith. My father died on 4th January. As you kn0111, he had been in very poor 
health in recent times. A stroke in 1968 laid him low, and although he rehabilitated 
himself admirably (and wrote his two books), recent years had seen him getting increasingly 
crippled~ Parldiiaonism didn't help at all, and ih the end he could no longer use his 
typewriter (which I use to write this le t ter). Hand writing was ~uite out of the question 
and he could not even inaster a tape recorder. 

My mother told me that he died the day after the 57th anniversary of his arrival in 
Australia. I came across your Christmas card when I was geing through his things this 
morning, and am glad that you thought to put your address on the card. I know that he 
would have been glad to know that I am writing to you. Mother says that Dad was always 
a bit af a square peg and that he misaed his real vocation of writing. Leaking at some 
of the things he wrete before I was born (I am 44), T believe that he would have bean 
moat successful. Instead, he became a farmer and the back-breaking work left him little 
or no time or energy for writing. I have been a Journalist for 26 years, but my own 
writing bears none of the real talent I see in Dad's early writings. At the time of 
his death he had his third book with his publishers, but I'm afraid t hat it may not see 
print, as his powers were fast disappenring. I have done my best to edit it, and although 
it has charm, it is possibly not up to standard. I will, by the way, be sending you a 
copy or the local newspaper containing an obit which I wrote. That will be by surface 
mail, and will noT reach you for some weeks. 

' 
My father and mother w9uld . have celebrated their golden wedding anniversary in two waeka 
time; However, my· mother is not unduly saadened 6y tnat. She was becoming increasingly 
worried about her ability to get Dad out of the nursing home for even a day. An old 
friend of the family had suggested a small gettogether of old friends, but that would 
have proved pretty ~itficult. Mother feels grateful that she has managed to outlive Dad, 
as he would hav• been unbearably lonely without her. Sha is in poor health also, with 
cancer, and feels so grateful that she has held on far beyond the time indicated by her 
original prognosis. To look at her one would be hard put to imagine that she is so ill. 
She still manages to drive the car on her better days and visits her many friends around 
Toowoomba. rartunately she has her daughter-in-law and two grandchildren here in 
Toewoomba and sees a lot of them. My brother, who was five years older than me, died 
last year. My sister-in-law, Leith, moved to Toowoomba after Mick's death and has done 
very well selling advertising time for a local commercial radio station. 

I have often heard Dad talk about you and I am sure that I have one of your books 
somewhere. I must be honest and say that I have not read it, but feel that now is my 
opportunity, since I now feel (after reading your Christmas message to my father) that I 
know you better. I guess I have always been a bit of a black sheep in this family. I 
regret to say that my first marriage came to an end recently, but that is all behind me 
and I re-married some months ago. My wife Lorraine (and three -of her four children) 
now live in a farm cottage just outside Canberra, where I work. It is a peaceful place 
and so pleasant after the stress of the city and the office. I work for the Comnonwealth 
Department of Health, editing a quarterly magazine on community health, doing some 
speech writing, press liaison, film making and publication work. My father was very 
proud of the fact that only a month ago I completed a part-t i me five year degree course 
in professional writing. 

I am not usually so informative about mys~lf as this, but I felt that you would probably 
be interested in hearing something about the llfe and family of your old friend. 
May I wish you good health and happiness. 

Jan Smith 
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BOT 1KO 

J anuar y 22, 1980 

Dear Jans 

·It was ,o.:ood of you to write . I had a l et t er from Gporge 
on December 28 , a ir-ma iled b~fore Christmas, and obviously typed 
with rat di fficulty , i n which he sai d he did not expect to live 
another twelve month . Nevertheless, your news was a ·sad shoc k . 

I saw him last in the summer of 1920 , wh ,n my ship went to London 
to load tele raph cabl e , and I lookP.d hi m up . 0~ my last night 

b f orP sailing back to Canada we aw a show togi::her and parted 
in Trafal~a r SauarP about midnight. I was then a bout seventeen 
and ha bAen two year, a t ea with the Canad i an merchant marine. 
I seem to recall tha t Georp-e was working in a London office,and 
hatinP-" it. 

I di n' t he r om him ap.ain until War Two, when he p icked up an 
Ame ican arazin and read a hort tory of mi nP, . He wrot e to me 
in care o t e ma azine , and t old m om t hing of his adventures 
s ·nce left London or Australia in 1923 -- the same yea r in 
whic , havin~ l eft the s ea, I came t o work i 1 a small .wood-pulp 
m"ll · n t A o ~to · Nova Scotia. We wrotP, bac k a nd ..forth a few 
times , but thP war was i n ful_ uproa r th n, and I was involved in 
arm affairs her e, a.s George )(_ was there. What with that, and the 
ma·1 dela of wa tie , there f ollowed a lonf!." vap in our commun-
icati ons . 

I n the autumn of 1 ·76 ·r was autop-raphi?11! c opi of my autobiography 
in a Hali£ax books hop , and on of the cus tomers mentioned that s he 
was from ·Queensland, Australia . She wondered if, by any cha nc e , 
I remembered a boyhood chum named Georg Smith. I . jumped up and 
sai d , "Of course Idol But I los t his address years a go. Do t ell 
me about Georg-P. 111 We had a very interest ing chat , and shP gave me 
George' s address and 1 nt me her copy of "OncP. A Green Jackaroo" . 
I thoroughl y enj oyed th book. George had a marvellous sense of 
hunour, and hP. put it on paper with reat skill. BfJhind the fun 
I was abl e to see ·o~thinp.: of his life in Au tralia, a very diff-
erent exp~ri ence fromAine . I a p.:r~e with your mothP.r that George 
could have mad~ a good car er as an author had h~ chosen. 

How stranpe it was that t wo boys from a little town in Kent should 
_o to¥xm live in such widely separated part s of the p.:lobe , to 
strupgle a nd eventually make out successfully in such different 
wa ys , and to wind it a ll up by publi sh inF our autobio~raphi es at 
pretty much the same time! 

I had a birthday last autumn and am now in my 77th year , s o in 
the course o nature I cannot live much longer myself. 

My deep sympathy and best wishes to your mother and yourself, 

l(adddt 
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