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"Smash" on Football.





Aussie rule followers may recall that Geelong won its last grand final back in 1963 defeating Hawthorn 15.19. to 8.12 before a crowd of 101,209.


"Smash" Hodson wrote an article that was published in the Courier in October espousing the footy skills of the great Polly Farmer. Here's how he put it: -





First of all about footy.


Once again we find ourselves beholden to the West. In yesterday's grand final Polly Farmer and Geelong won the premiership. I had read so much about him that I was looking forward to seeing him in action (purely through the TV medium as I never go to the matches).





As you know he took up the football running this season under certainty of his actions following a knee injury. As most people understand it a really severe joint injury throws a big load on the conscious (and feel sure the subconscious) mind, so that one essays these severe tests on damaged joints, with that little in reserve, in short one consciously or subconsciously does not ask that weak or damaged joint to undergo that "to the limit" or " past the limit" strain of league football.





He got going, not alarming successful, but quietly effective and over the season he ran into really solidly effective form. So much so that many of our best known prophets here began to doubt the severity of that knee injury or they were about ready to accuse "Polly" of having that "mind over matter" mastery of the Hindu mystic.





Certain it is that he embarrassed we prophets. We tried to find him guilty of having the Yogi approach to the possibility of further injury, but couldn't make that stick because his mobility laughed us out of that one.





During a match against one of the top sides here this season, the TV cameras gave us (what I thought) possibly a lot of the answer. The camera "close shot" him and stayed that way for perhaps half a minute or a minute.


In that time the viewers got an insight into one of the best portraits of intense concentration that I think I have ever seen. From that match onwards I haven't stopped thinking, or talking, of that colossal faculty of Farmers, his intense concentration.


There are so many facets to this joker's football make-up. Except for a brief fractional flare-up yesterday he has been terrifically even tempered.


Compared to some of the downright thuggery of the dingy cul-de-sac, which is often too evident here in footy, he is a thoroughgoing gentleman. The utter lack of the poseur or the actor, he demonstrated with great poise when he pulled down a beauty from a pack.


Instead of stalking backwards in grandeur, and so give the crowd time to render him his well deserved accolade, he whipped the ball down to handball before his feet had cushioned from his leap. He fired the ball out to a fast moving team-mate on the open and Geelong steamed on again. This chap seems to have a stupefying effect on the opposing players of successfully bringing off the unexpected as well as the expected.


Can't quite define this chap. A cavalier perhaps? Can't call him that though. Cavaliers go about their vanquishing summat haughty disdainful like. He won't fit in that bracket. He's so busy in the midst of some constructive action or getting ready for one that he's too busy to be haughty or disdainful.





I can't call him great. Dammit, I'll just say he is tremendous!





Arch Campbell would have been in his joyful element here yesterday. A great day indeed for Geelong.





Edward "Smash" Hodson, a Victorian, and a sapper sergeant of note was one of the great characters in the old Unit. Built like a tank, his genial nature and whimsical form of expression made him a favourite with all who came to know him. "Smash" passed away on 20/4/80 at the age of 66. Lest We Forget.


Jack Carey.





