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Note: A letter from Grandma in English follows the Hungarian version of Grandpa’s letter below 
so keep scrolling! 

Letter 14 (Translated from Hungarian by Katalin Gaal, September 2010) 

From: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

Pongracz Janos 
2nd district, Vermezo Street 6, 
Budapest, Hungary 
24 March 1940 
 

My dear son! 

Three days ago spring officially started and today is Easter. All this does not alter the climatic or 
political atmosphere. The weather is cool, sometimes there’s a little rain and there’s no sign of a more 
gentle breeze. 

Politically these things are not yet relevant, and one can’t imagine when and from where they will 
come. Teleki (Hungarian foreign minister) is in Rome – nobody has any idea for what reason. We 
continue to live peaceful lives without any hardship and only rarely remember the volcanoes.  

Your letter no. 6 dated the 28th of this month caused a lot of happiness. First of all we thank you for 
your good wishes (for parents’ birthdays, both in late March) , which we know and feel are constantly 
sent from you in the same way that we stand by you every day and hour. I’m confident that even 
though we are far apart we are united through our souls.  

Otherwise the round-figured New Year celebrations are not as joyful. Inevitably one feels that a period 
has come to an end and estimates how many more similar periods are plausible. If I consider that I 
still think of a 70-year-old man as extremely old but then realise that in a short 10 years, if I live that 
long, I will be a similarly old man I’m terrified. But I hardly think of this so it’s ok. Thank God, both 
Mum and me are in excellent condition, enjoying all that life has to offer and try not to entertain sad 
thoughts. On the contrary, we are very hopeful – whenever we get your letter which is full of hope 
about the country in which you live and in your own strength and abilities. I hope all the things we 
wish for you come true! We await the posted souvenirs with great curiosity and thank you in advance.  

It is very nice of you that now, when your first priority is the development of your own life, you keep an 
eye on Istvan’s future. It’s good to know that I can count on you in this area as well. I will let Mum 
address the above-mentioned passage.  

 After receiving your letter I called Barot who asked me to keep him up to date about your future. He 
was very interested in news about you and promised that he will continue to be very interested. He 
sends you his best wishes. This time I inquired about Kalmar as well. The poor thing died and was 
buried on the 7th of January. His death was very sudden, obviously due to a heart attack. I’m not sure 
why the news didn’t appear in the paper.  

 Back to the doctor in Newcastle, I’m sorry that I wasn’t more thorough when I asked for that letter 
from Sebestyen. I thought that Newcastle was in the outskirts and didn’t follow up in the Encyclopedia 
– only now. But now that I have asked for that letter and received it, then I ask that you get in touch 
with the doctor and will find him if you have a chance to get to Newcastle.  

I spoke to Dr Apor. Of course he interprets your agreement differently and believes that he did all he 
could when he filled out his account book. At any rate, we agreed to 80 pengos which I paid him. 

I’m anxious to get your letter and find out whether you will stay at Allwood’s. If not, are there any other 
opportunities? You made so many connections in relation to this topic, it can possibly be very useful. 
It’s very difficult to make connections with native residents in a foreign country and if you succeeded 
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to make connections as an employee, rather than a job-seeking migrant, then I believe your 
acquaintances are more valuable. 

in this way perhaps it’s easier for you to consider those – I admit not very pleasant – propositions 
which I wrote to you about in the last letter and which I will continue to discuss next week. Maybe 
something will come of one or the other. If you are able to get in touch with an appropriate person with 
regards to the rail then I consider this thing to be serious. MAV (Hungarian State Railways) has a very 
good reputation, perhaps even in Australia. Therefore the fact that MAV has kept that machine alive 
for years must be a good reference. Lorant is himself an engineer, he seems like a serious man which 
is rare for inventors, he is prepared for sacrifices. After my recent letter, he proposed the preparation 
of documents but their export would cost him quite a bit. I reemphasise that if you feel that you’re 
seriously interested, then Lorant will send the documents, to obtain the Australian grant and will 
immediately take all the necessary steps, which will again cost him money.  

I can imagine that you’re very busy, and it gives me great peace of mind that you are in excellent 
condition, and that you are they type of person who can learn fast. Write as much as you can about 
the evening course. Perhaps you can send a yearbook or something similar so that we can follow 
your studies with more ease. 

I was happy to hear of your outdoor trip.  I was upset when at Nandors Gyuri only went on skiing 
expeditions from Nizza without studying “Land und Leute”. I think nothing provides as much relaxation 
as a daytrip. But I hope you will find other enjoyments as your time and money allows!  

I wonder if you were able to get anywhere with the ABC. The London radio announced the start of the 
ABC Overseas Service just as you left. It would be wonderful to hear your voice on this channel, 
though I admit that after a few unsuccessful tries I gave up. I wasn’t able to tune in at all. 

We await the posted writing with great curiosity as well. Of course until we read it we can’t offer an 
opinion whether we can utilise your article. Though there’s not much hope for this considering the 
situation at home. “Weltwoche” was unfortunately banned from the country months ago so we can’t 
send any nor do we know its contents. However we will inquire in Switzerland.  I have forwarded the 
Doczi attachment from your letter. We are also waiting for the article from the Morning Herald. Is there 
any chance that you might permanently write there? NB. If you have a published article that you feel 
very good about then – with a few accompanying lines – send it to Uncle Aurel.  

The American Consulate returned to us the affidavit, which Mum is now forwarding to Hutter.  

Finally I have one more request. Gyuri writes something nice about you in almost every letter. If such 
a letter arrives, Aunt Irma calls straight away and reads it. I would very much like to return the favour 
and do something similar. So don’t miss the opportunity to occasionally write a few lines about news 
concerning Gyuri. By the way the flu is going around in the Nandor family, luckily it has a short run. 
Though poor Palko wasn’t able to accompany Kato to the long-planned ski trip to the Carpathian 
Mountains.  Lizi went in a different direction with another troupe.  

I kiss you my boy a thousand times, Dad.  
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Letter 20 (Translated from Hungarian by Katalin Gall, Sepember 2010) 
From: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 
 
 
Pongracz Janos 
2nd district Vermezo Street 6, 
Budapest, Hungary 
25 April 1940 
 

My dear son! 

Since sending our last letter we have only received the letter you addressed to Istvan on the 2nd of 
February. He will reply to that personally sooner or later however in order to clarify what he will write I 
want to advise you of the following things. Other than reading and enjoying the radio at the moment 
Istvan is primarily focused on his matriculation. He is not interested in anything unrelated to this. At 
the same time he is not making any effort to study; apparently he will study seriously just before exam 
time but I’m doubtful about this. Nevertheless both he and I have faith that he will get through it.  

Looking at it objectively, I must admit that the child knows a lot more than perhaps he himself realises. 
On top of that his tutor also agrees that failing is out of the question and that with a little effort Istvan 
could finish very well. Of course he will not make this effort. I myself will not nag the child. We ruined 
this when he was in elementary school. This time I will be very happy if he gets through. His 
confidence is based on the belief that if he fails than at least another 20 children would also have to 
fail, whereas the normal ratio is approximately 3-5 failures. Furthermore I hope that they will not fail a 
child who has completed eight years more or less well.  

Finally it is utmost relevance that Istvan was disciplined due to his foolish behaviour a few months ago 
but not for his academic work. Yet if you’re not academically disciplined then it’s unlikely that you will 
be failed at the exams and if you get through it then you can face the final ordeal. This is how we 
encourage each other and ourselves.  

If we get through all this then we can talk to the child about what happens after. The tutor, who as you 
know is also a teacher and psychologist, believes that Istvan shouldn’t be pushed to do anything he 
doesn’t want to do, but should be supported to follow up on his own plans, if they are not too silly. So 
far Istvan’s great wish is to train himself to be a perfect driver. If he sticks with this we will not stand in 
his way. After all, whatever he does, if it’s productive work, will be fine. In today’s absurd situation 
there are so many factors to consider, consequently there’s no father who can guide his child towards 
a career with complete confidence.  

At the same time we must consider that Istvan is slowly starting to mature in different ways and I trust 
that after matriculating and the following few weeks of vacation he will embark on practical work with 
ambition and seriousness which he did during last year’s vacation. Consequently he will learn English 
well.  We just have to take into account his capabilities and handle things so that he himself comes up 
with ideas.  

This is where I’m getting to the heart of the matter after a long-winded explanation. Both Mum and I 
are very grateful that you’re doing everything you can to enable Istvan’s trip there and I don’t doubt 
that one day Istvan will be grateful as well. Momentarily. However. Istvan sees all your inquiries about 
this matter as overbearing which makes him rebel, therefore – despite his objections – we have 
stopped discussing this issue with him completely. Also I’m running around following up on various 
documents, I’m preparing everything based on your instructions. You can keep going with the planned 
steps but in your letters which Piczu naturally reads, do not mention this topic, but discuss these on a 
separate piece of paper, which we will hide from Istvan. Don’t laugh at us about this childish matter as 
given the circumstances it is the right thing to do.  

By the way, even if everything is OK at your end it might take a long time before the travel plans can 
be seriously organised, as Istvan would need the permission from the Domestic and Defence 
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Ministry’s department for any travel. Based on this the renewal of his passport has already been 
rejected by the police. I have no idea how long it takes to get permission these days. Nevertheless I’ll 
send the documents you have requested next time.  

I hope there will come some news of you with tomorrow’s post. Until then we are anxious to know 
when you will go to Melbourne, how you will find it there and how you visualise your future and the 
new paper there.  

We are also very curious about how the radio play went and if there was any outcome. Of course we 
won’t know about this for quite some time. Thanks for asking about the doctor – I think he didn’t do 
anything.  

Here I will mention that the “Capital City” declared in the last few days that 500 milligrams of radium 
can be bought for 27 dollars. Keep my record for as long as you need to. Only send it back when you 
truly don’t need it, I have a copy. It’s very reassuring to know that you plan to take some steps for 
extending your own record. I have accepted your comments about the paintings. I spoke to Lorant the 
engineer about the tool desk. He says that the brief introduction was sufficient to begin the 
talks/negotiation, but now he can offer more material as well. However when I mentioned your 
comments, that the official organisations over there are more interested in things which are already 
being used in England, he said that it’s better to wait 2-3 months, because during this time things will 
be sorted in England. So at the right time he will return to the matter. We’ll see whether he can truly 
fix the matter in England. By the way he advises that in a similar situation don’t discuss things with the 
rail company but rather with a factory that manufactures tools, which can use the invention for the 
whole of Australia and afterwards would discuss things with the rail minister. I’m curious whether you 
have found anything interesting amongst the proposals.  

I have heard that one of the Sziklai couples are also relocating to Melbourne. Please let me know how 
you went with the contacts I have given you, whether you got in touch with them and with what 
results. I must be a referee for the relatives here. I kiss you my dear son a thousand times, Dad.  

 











Page 1 of 2 

Letter 22 (translated from Hungarian by Katalin Gaal, September 2010) 
From: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 
 
 
Pongracz Janos 
2nd district Vermezo Street 6, 
Budapest, Hungary 
9 May 1940 
 

 

My dear son! Your 12th letter /IV 19 – 24/ arrived yesterday and we are happy to know that Melbourne 
has made a good impression on you. God grant that everything continue well. If I remember correctly 
Gyuri wrote once that it rains a disproportionate amount of time in Melbourne but you must have 
already gotten used to that in London. The fact that the Albertis are there must make things better for 
you. Give them my greetings, especially to Zsuzsi, who if my memory is correct is an excellent 
walking partner.  

It is annoying that your new boss is sick and the start of the new paper has been delayed, but in the 
meantime I hope that everything will be all right and that the authorisation of your contract and 
settlement of your salary does not depend on the starting time.  

I don’t think it’s too tragic to call the venture “a wild cat scheme”. In today’s world whatever one does 
or does not do is a risk. You must trust in good luck. - By the way last time you wrote that you have 
more than one potential opportunities. I have no doubt that one of those will provide you with the 
opportunity for a stable income. I don’t believe the hearsay that one doesn’t have to do any hard work 
to be successful over there. It’s unimaginable in these days a country or occupation which doesn’t 
require very hard work. But if I look at the overall news of the world, I still believe that things are more 
favourable in that side of the world. I’m sure that Australia also has those individuals who will never 
amount to anything but the overwhelming number of these failures are in other parts of the world. The 
period of time you spend waiting before the start of the paper can be used constructively to follow up 
on other things. It’s already a great achievement to have published some articles in a paper, not so 
much for the fee, which I’m sure is modest, but for the creation and nurturing of connections.  

I’m sorry that I can’t read the articles you mentioned but I agree with you being cautious. By the way 
your article about the former Yugoslavia was attached to the letter sent by Gyuri which arrived 
yesterday which is very clear and easy to understand for a native student in the fourth year of tertiary 
studies. I don’t mean to demean your work at all, on the contrary it made me very happy to see that 
you have assessed and taken advantage of the obviously deficient circle of acquaintances over there. 
And if you were successful in writing such an informative article about Yugoslavia then no doubt you 
will be able to introduce many other things to the reading audience about other countries and topics. If 
perhaps you might need any tools, books, etc just say the word. – I will always send you interesting 
items anyway about current news from the newspapers. I’m also sending the “Zurich” which 
complements the “Weltwoche” very well as the latter focuses on generalities while “Zurich” provides 
interesting details.  

With regards to Istvan, I agree completely that it would be a waste to go to all that effort for him while 
his plans have not taken serious form. Nevertheless I will send you the records you have requested 
as I have already obtained them. Therefore I’m sending the medical and moral certificates as well as 
the photo with normal post. I think I will also get a little certificate for Istvan’s workshop activities from 
last year, I will send that later. Let these things be with you as if the need arises there won’t be any 
more delay.  

The school year ended the day before yesterday with the usual march after which part of the class 
met at Fruhschoppen in a restaurant called Gul Baba. It seems that the mood was excellent because 
the boys were told half officially that there won’t be a considerable number of fails in the class exams 
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which started yesterday, today and continue tomorrow. The written tests will be held during the same 
days next week, and three weeks later the orals. I’m certain that there won’t be any trouble. In the 
meantime Istvan has been very moody. He is often restless and in a good mood, and at other times 
he is drained and pessimistic, but this is usual just before matriculation and doesn’t cause any 
problems. Furthermore I can’t talk to the child about any future plans. This must be postponed.  

I’m glad you agree with us that Istvan can’t be forced to do anything as nothing good can come of 
force. It’s true that we risk him missing the opportunity to travel there, but as you say, that only makes 
sense if he’s enthusiastic about it. It’s not out of the question that this may happen one day, if the 
child understands all the obstacles that he will face at home when he starts anything. If he realises 
this too late – too bad. I can’t help it. Unfortunately Istvan realises everything too late; he doesn’t 
listen to what we or others say to him, only his own experiences. Even so he understands many 
things and when he’s not mucking around he shows signs of serious intelligence. I hope and trust that 
when the hated school system will no longer suppress him he will become a nice, intelligent and 
purposeful person.  

Thank you for your news about Dr Sandon and the relative from Malonya. I haven’t heard anything of 
Apor for a long time, I will try to inquire.  

As our first attempt to send books was successful I will periodically continue with sending it. I will send 
two volumes of Keynes with my next package of printed material. A letter arrived from Aurel yesterday 
in which he expresses his belief once again that after your conversation in London you will be 
successful in Australia. He has acknowledged the receipt of the letter from Auckland, but he doesn’t 
mention the lack of postage.  

Today I met the Fekete couple and their daughter. They couldn’t provide any news about Gabi. They 
are really hoping to get direct news from you. The little girl has become a big-boned woman and in a 
month she will marry a man from Papa who works with textiles. I’ll leave some space for Mum.  

I kiss you a thousand times, Dad.   



































Letter 30 - Short paragraph at end
(Translated from Hungarian by Katalin Gaal, September 2010) 
From: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 
 
My dear son! How strange life is! No matter how much one has experienced one comes to this 
realisation again and again. This statement is due to how much I should be concerned if your future 
boss E.G. proved to be an unreliable person. If he kept his word and placed you “well” in L. who 
knows what kinds of monstrous things you would have had to live through?. But as G. didn’t do 
anything he promised, now, thank God, according to all calculations, you are safe and secure! I hug 
you, my boy, Dad.  



Letter 30b (Translated from Hungarian by Katalin Gaal, September 2010) 
From: Istvan (Unk) in Budapest to Dad in Australia 
 
 
 
Pongracz Istvan 
Budapest  
10 September 1940 
 

 

Dear Bok, 

I hope that you have received news of my matriculation so that I don’t have to inform you about the 
exams. 

I have heard or rather I read that you are OK and everything is going well. Lots of people are inquiring 
after you in the club and other places which makes me angry as on some Sunday mornings I have to 
tell twenty guys the same story about you.  

During the summer after finishing exams I didn’t have enough fun: my only adventure was a banquet 
which was quite innocent and boring. The banquet was held at home, from there I went to the English 
Park with a guy and drove around all night with the little car. I arrived home about half-past four on 
foot, feeling exhausted, and couldn’t sleep in the end because it was already light. I got up at half -
past six and with the Molnars – without a minute of sleep – went on a boat to Szigetmonostor. We 
swam in the Danube all day – it hasn’t been that hot since. Later I fixed Molnar’s accommodation 
issues: it was terrible.  

During the night of the 20th of July I travelled to Miskolc in terrible conditions, from there I had a 
beautiful two-day trip by myself through Bukk/Balvany, I went down to Kacs to the Molnar-Sandor 
Boarding School. It was a great tour; Bukk is beautiful, I’ve never been there but it was incredibly hot 
and it was quite exhausting. I stayed at Kacsfurdo for two weeks, it was great fun as I was there as a 
carer rather than a patient.  

I came home for the 5th, for the Technological National Transport course. This lasted 5 weeks, I did 
my last exam on Saturday. I got a certificate and licence for driving personal and delivery cars as well 
as motorbikes. I drove different cars for the test including Ford, Opel Blitz and Jawa. In the meantime 
I also went to a photographer:  For weeks I wasn’t at home between 8 in the morning and 9 at night, I 
was running around and not eating. I won’t write about the course, rather I will send you information 
brochures about it.  

Erdely … I will not write about Erdely, as I’m sure you already know about the news/ but not 
final!!/borders from the newspapers and radio. I’m now listening to the bliss of the Kolozsvar march …  

I’m travelling to Sag now, then I will be an apprentice somewhere. Write! I’m very interested for 
example in how one finds friends in a strange place ... Is your machine good?  

Have fun, 

Istvan.  





Letter 30a (written in Hungarian by Stephen (Istvan) Powell/Unc to brother John Powell in 
Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010)  
 
Budapest           June 14 1940 
 

Dear Boksi, 

Thank you for your letter. I’m glad that you always manage to find some kind of work with good 
pay, but to be honest I don’t understand A’s work relations. Never mind. I have accepted it.  

Thanks for your fatherly advice, however you can’t really fool me. For instance, you write that I 
should choose an occupation which interests me. That’s clear. The only thing is that nothing 
interests me for more than two months.  

The things you write about friends are valid. I think the most important point about being 
friendless is whom one calls a friend. I myself am an idealist and interpret the word literally. This 
is obviously a mistake. Most people’s friends should be referred to as “a friend” … I used to say I 
only have one friend and even he/she is stupid. I think you know that I refer to Gero. By the way 
I’m really rooting for him: he’s sitting for his exams from the seventh [grade?] and if he fails now 
he won’t be able to go again. Back to the above topic, I think the main problem is that people – 
above the age of 25 – don’t use the term pal and instead call their drinking, sport and card-
playing partners friends. I have a lot of these sport/partners but I consider them to be only pals.  

What you write about the Amals is clear. Lately I’m starting to get active is this area too. First with 
Sarika - do you know her? Well, you will be amazed: Miska!! There was a ball, and a garden 
party with a girlfriend 2 weeks ago in Svab Hill. The table tennis table crashed. On the latter there 
was a boy who knows you from Pista Kaldor. If I suspect correctly his name is Istvan Kurti.  

Zamory/Krikler/ inquired warmly after you and sends you greetings.  

I matriculated successfully yesterday! I don’t know the results yet but it’s not impossible that it’s 
…(indecipherable word). Usually – at least with us – it’s weak. There are truly those whom I 
wouldn’t allow into fourth [grade] let alone myself. All up, there were perhaps two fails from l-l 
subject whereas at other times there are 10-12, you can imagine that I don’t mind it’s over and 
done with. Altogether I studied for three days, it would have been a waste to do more. From Mum 
{and Dad} I got a substantial sum, a cigarette holder, a beautiful, rattling pipe from Albert (he’s 
gone crazy!), again lots of money, from Aunt Livi some Ady ( poetry) and from Aunt Hedi (she’s 
gone mad!) a cigarette holder.  

I have a lot of plans for summer, tours etc. I have to learn to play tennis since I’ve never even 
held a racket. At the moment I’m trying to buy a camera, of serious quality and value. Why aren’t 
you willing to share some instructions about your little Rodenstock? Perhaps it’s having a rest? 

One of my photos about frying some ‘parizsi’ meat was published in the Chronicle. 

I’m not sure what I will be doing in autumn. I would really like to join the army but I don’t think 
anything will come of it. 

I don’t have anything else to write, therefore I wish you lots of luck and close my letter:  

Istvan 

PS. The most awkward thing about matriculating is all the congratulations. See Nando under the 
headword.  









Letter 32  
(1st  part, written in Hungarian by Grandpa in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 
 

Janos Pongracz, 
II. Vermezo Street 6., 
Budapest, Hungary       7 July 1940 

 

My dear son! We are sending two copies of this letter as well, one through Kitty and the other 
directly. I hope that the first trip will not take longer than a month, if it works at all.   

We still haven’t received a letter from you since May 23. In the meantime our acquaintances 
haven’t received anything either, except for Mrs Solt, who received a letter from her sister dated 
30 May and the Palestinian censor’s marks were evident. I imagine that some of your letters are 
floating around in some censor’s office and I hope that one fine day the post will deliver a number 
of your letters at once. Based on your lucky stars we are not at all worried and think that you are 
all right in all matters, only we are very curious whether you’ve become a journalist or a factory 
worker/bureaucrat.  

You don’t have to worry about us either; we are perfectly fine health wise and all other aspects. 
My impression is that there will not be a conflagration in this part of Europe. Of course the 
government will take all precautions, wisely, so that there are no surprises.  

Whether Mother can begin her holiday planned for the middle of the month in the Tatra 
Mountains is still uncertain but I don’t think there will be any obstacles. As Istvan’s planned 
walking trip to the Carpathian base has been cancelled he’s living in carefree idleness relative to 
his circumstances. For instance the other day he went on an expedition to explore the caves at 
Hars Hill with Gero, who recently completed his exams for VIIth grade as a private student and 
arrived home around about half past 1 at night with the satisfaction of a job well done.  

 After much persuading Istvan went to the Club. He hesitated for a while as he’s no longer a 
student and cannot row, and he also thought the normal membership fee was too much.  Well, 
yesterday he finally went. They were very kind to him and offered such an advantageous deal 
that he couldn’t refuse. They only want to charge him 10 pengos per month and waive the 
membership fee. Therefore we voted for the expense and the child is already happily rowing 
today. I’m also happy with this solution, as other than the sport aspect, it’s great for such a child, 
who finds it difficult to make friends, to have something to count on. 

There’s a very bad atmosphere at poor Baloghs. It looks as though the thing is completely 
hopeless. Financially they are also in bad shape as the official estimate is very low.   

After weeks of rain the weather is as it should be at this time year. 

God bless you, my son!  A thousand kisses 

Dad.  



 

(2nd part, written in Hungarian by Grandma in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 

(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 

 

My dear son, 

It would be good to talk, but it’s difficult to write from such a distance – if there’s another letter 
from you, it will become easier.  

There’s no special news, we’re living as normal, of course with increasing anticipation of the 
unknown future, but in total calm. Due to the army’s readiness some bus ways and train lines 
were closed down for a few days, but the majority have restarted and there were no delays in 
food delivery or other areas and all other areas of work are continuing.  

There are no letters at the moment from Cicus (Kitten) and her family but it seems that 
everything is alright with them though of course there is much excitement. There was a letter 
from Heinberg: nothing was sold from your things; business is very weak there too. Nevertheless 
the plan is to start a new paper: a daily paper which mostly provides entertainment and pictures, 
not much news! He thinks there will be a public for this as there are not many readers for other 
papers.  

 At the moment we are hardly doing anything; and for want of something better to do I have 
started to do knitting and darning, I would really like to knit a jumper for you!  

I hug you a thousand times, my dear son. 

Mum.    







Letter 34 (written in Hungarian by Grandpa in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal , October 2010) 
 

 

Janos Pongracz       24 July 1940 

II. Vermezo – Street 6 

Budapest, Hungary 

My dear son! It has been almost two months since we received news from you so you can 
imagine how happy we were when this morning’s post brought your letter dated May 23, no. 18. 
Numbers 16 and 17 are missing but perhaps they will still arrive.  

I’m happy to see that you continue to enjoy yourself in all aspects and the paper factory job looks 
permanent. I don’t doubt for a minute that you will be outstanding there as well, even though your 
position might be less interesting than it would have been at the unborn newspaper. Regardless, 
what you write about your job leads me to believe that you are in a good place.  

I hope that now that airmail has started we will be able to receive constant news from you. Your 
letters had the handmarks of an Egyptian censor. We can’t send letters through airmail yet to 
your part of the world, that’s why this letter is sent through Kitty.  A copy is coming through post 
as before.  

Mum travelled to Matlar on the 20th and I received news for the first time today. Everything is 
alright and she’s very satisfied. Only everything is slightly more expensive than last year.  Istvan 
began his trip to Miskolc the same evening, from where after a two-three day long walking tour 
he will arrive at the holiday resort supervised by his tutor, and he will go on further trips. The child 
has enrolled in a six- week government-funded driving course from the 5th of August. This was 
his great wish. After that I hope he will be able to find some work as a labourer in a company. He 
has great ambitions to earn something and currently there are no other opportunities.  

Everything is OK in the family. Only the poor [indecipherable word - probably Baloghs] have been 
through a lot of upheaval before reaching an agreement with the assignees which is more like a 
lost cause. Everything has to be renounced, only the castle and park remain, which of course is a 
great burden.  

Otherwise everything continues to be OK. All is quiet and peaceful in the country and the only 
thing to complain about is that everything is much more expensive.  I think that the next few days 
will bring great relief to south-eastern relations and the majority of those called in for service will 
return to their jobs.  However we await with great concern the developments in the North.  

It’s lovely to hear about the mood over there.  It can’t be assumed that things will be easier here 
regarding graphology and other matters. You have to drop these things or find another solution. 
Perhaps it would be more advisable to discuss graphology with a local relative there who might 
be able to propose something through a family member/acquaintance in Budapest which I 
wouldn’t be able to deliver.  

By the way the other day the guy gave me some news, which I will forward to you as a curiosity 
in normal post alongside a copy of this letter. The handwriting can’t really be understood. But all 
will become clear when I tell you that the book publisher doesn’t want to publish the academic 
work as a book but rather in the form of a file/record so that through new discoveries and 
familiarizations the buyer is able to expand and develop it further through their own contribution.  



I have forwarded the letter addressed to Vera. The wedding took place recently. Vera was cute 
and attractive but looked like a school girl. The groom also looks like a thin, underdeveloped 
fellow. Other than that nothing but the best can be heard about him.  

You will be interested to know that your friend Toni Czigler has recently gotten married. It was so 
sudden that even Aunt Ilonka who is one of Cz-s most intimate friends found out through the 
newspaper. The husband: Lajos Gadoros, an architect, a Kraut boy. Toni studies with him and a 
great love developed over a long period of time. Perhaps the parents weren’t overly happy about 
it. The fact is that no one knew about it. Last week the boy came home for a few days to have a 
holiday from the army and Toni took advantage of this time to suddenly get married. 

The Nandors haven’t received news from Gyuri during the whole time, not even today, therefore 
they were very happy to hear based on your news that you are in touch with him.  

The other day the wife of Dr Fischer called and I found out from her that three families came 
together in a cumulative rush -  the answer is paid for, altogether 72 P. They inquired about the 
wellbeing of their children over there. It’s a shame that they didn’t think in time of asking us to 
participate.  All said, write a few words in every letter about your acquaintances over there, if you 
know anything about them.  It’s a great thing to be able to call friends/acquaintances to say that 
you have heard something of those living abroad.  

Istvan is sure to write to you again, if he returns home.  He will tell you all about how 
enthusiastically he visits the Club where they obviously treat him well.  

I have no need of my records/documents. Don’t let these become a problem for you.  However I 
would like to know whether you have used the documents at the Embassy. I believe that 
appropriate action will be very important for the future.   

Congratulations on your latest success as a journalist. I imagine that Ch. E. is a serious journal 
and it’s quite remarkable for someone with no background in chemistry to have written such a 
high quality article. I think the offer from Au. Qu. is very respectable. I hope it also means some 
money.  Perhaps you can send these articles one day.   

I kiss you my son a thousand times, 

 Dad. 

 









Letter 36 (Written in Hungarian by Grandpa in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 
 

Janos Pongracz       16 August 1940 

II. Vermezo-Street 6, 

Budapest, Hungary 

 

My dear son! I wrote to you at the end of August through Kitty. Since then there hasn’t been 
much to report, and I waited for news about you either directly or through Kitty. But so far there’s 
been nothing. Even though the post is obviously functioning well, since others, for instance the 
Nandors, have since received a letter. But I’m not concerned and hope that the long silence is 
pure coincidence. Of course I would very much like to know that everything continues to be ok 
regarding your job, etc.   

There’s really not much news at home. The mood is quite calm though just today there’s some 
excitement over the Hungarian-Romanian talks.  Everyone commiserates with the misfortune of 
the Australian ministers which has been commemorated in today’s paper. 

I’m fine except for my foot? (partly illegible) which as you recall has caused me a lot of pain four 
years ago. It’s not serious but unpleasant, and its treatment is boring and costly. But I’m already 
getting better. 

Mum arrives home tomorrow. According to her letters it did her wonders to spend some time in 
the Tatra Mountains and she really enjoyed going on day trips. In September she will go to Sag 
Hill. Perhaps I will go too.  

Istvan is behaving well. He’s friendly and works hard. He works at the photography workshop 
from 9 in the morning until noon, then he does practical work at a driving course. In the evenings 
he learns theory. I don’t see him all day.  I’m still not sure what happens with the child after the 
course, but doubtless he will be able to work as an apprentice in a serious industrial business.  
He can’t wait for this as he wants to start earning money.  

Palko has been home for a holiday, he’s been a soldier for months. He has mild jaundice again 
but is in good shape, friendly and in a good mood. Spending some time here has done him good.  

 Your letter addressed to Vera [illegible]. … I send these few lines through Kitty, and the copy 
through normal post.  

I kiss you my son a thousand times, Dad.  

 









Letter 39 (1st part, written in Hungarian by Grandpa in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 
 

Janos Pongracz      1 September 1940 

II. Vermezo – Street 6. 

Budapest, Hungary 

My dear son,  

One copy of this letter is being sent to you through Kitty and the other one is being used as an 
experiment. Please let me know exactly when this second copy arrived and whether it arrived 
through airmail or normal post. 

At the beginning of last week two of your letters arrived on the same day, no. 17 dated June 15 
and no. 21 dated July 28. The latter only travelled for four weeks which is good given today’s 
circumstances. Both letters contained many interesting things. First and foremost we were 
interested in what you wrote about your job and we’re happy to know that your job has been 
made permanent, that you can save something from your salary and that you will receive a 
pension in approximately 37 years etc. The fact that you enjoy your work is a blessing and I’m 
beginning to suspect that the Hollerith situation must be fascinating. I did some research and 
found some information in an encyclopedia.  I also found out that there is an electronic 
bookkeeping company which represents the Holleriths. I have received some documents from 
this company so I’m beginning to suspect what this is all about. Of course how this matter 
functions in reality is beyond my knowledge.  

That’s why I visited the Maks, to see things, but unfortunately your information was incorrect: 
they don’t work with this system. They are using some sort of system, but this is much less 
comprehensive. Apparently there is Hollerith at the Mavs’. But it’s difficult to get any insight into 
any of the public offices you mentioned here, the same as over there, so I have to be satisfied 
with a few illustrations which I found amongst the KFT publications.  

What you wrote about old Aurel is very entertaining. It seems that he’s become completely 
antiquated in every way, except of course his occupation.  

We’re happy to know that occasionally you’re able to incorporate some entertainment into your 
schedule. I hope you have some company to share this with. After all. there are girls there too.  

As for other businesses it’s futile to think about them now, because of the postal service for one 
thing.  

It’s a shame that your boss doesn’t like the idea of paper manufacturing. This would be the only 
thing that could be corresponded about with Sao Paolo. Otherwise the other day I was talking to 
old Murányi who was so excited about his son’s achievements in South and Central America that 
I thought it advisable not to close matters regarding him. If these successes are indeed true then 
your contacts/people might revisit this matter. The old M. said that his son will write to you 
directly.  

Istvan works very hard. He leaves at 8 in the morning and returns at 9 in the evening. He hardly 
has to time to row as usually he doesn’t have time to discuss the Sunday tours. Today it was 
finally possible to join a tour.  He will complete the course this coming weekend and after that he 
will go to Sag with Mum and me. It will be enough for me to stay there for a week but they will 
stay longer.  



Do you know Imre Székely? He was the vice president of the phone company until one-two years 
ago the government asked him to urgently leave his job because of the Jewish Policy. Afterwards 
– he’s a rich man – he established a smaller factory in which he mostly manufactures auto 
candles and offers car service. The wife of my old acquaintance was good friends with Mum, and 
went on holiday to Matlar. They were together again this year and a warm friendship developed 
between the ladies which has resulted in Mrs Székely wanting to help us in any way possible. 
Therefore she is supporting Istvan so that from 1 October the child will begin an apprenticeship in 
her husband’s factory, the address is “Technical Automobile and Metal Caster Factory”, Kerepesi 
Street 26. I’m very happy about this as it’s a small business so Istvan can learn more, especially 
as Szekely has ensured that the child sees as much as possible. Furthermore the factory is not 
far and a lot of time will not be spent on commuting so Istvan can have time to learn other things. 
He would have preferred to work in a motor factory, but he will accept the situation.   

There were many guests at Sag during the summer and the house will be full again. The poor 
things are trying to forget about problems, which is difficult as the trial is continuing. In summary 
it seems that three-quarters of the property will need be passed on to small landowners from 
October 1, who will only rent it and will pay a moderate rate. The rest can be sold privately within 
a year at the latest. The castle and park will stay but this of course is only a burden which can be 
difficult to get rid of.  

 Altogether the decision in Vienna brought in more than the public would have expected but it’s 
true that some parts of the country which we were counting on have been lost. Everyone is 
happy that there will not be a war.  It will be all the more difficult of course to solve the thousands 
and thousands of problems faced by a country that has grown. Not to mention other things, 1 
million Romanians and more than 100 000 Jewish people returning. This is plenty of trouble! I will 
send you some documents and newspaper cuttings from which you can familiarise yourself with 
events, even though you may receive them a bit late.  

Luckily my foot has healed almost completely. Everyone else is alright and as we have gotten 
used to only thinking of tomorrow at most without thinking of the day after, I can say that we’re 
fine. The fact that we can observe events with such calm can be primarily attributed to seeing 
you in a secure and good position and knowing that you’re content. Continue to keep us going 
with good news. Every letter you send is a source of great happiness for us.  

I kiss you, my dear son, 

 Dad.  

 



 

(2nd part, written in Hungarian by Grandma in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 

(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 

 

My dear son!  

Dad has already written the most important things so I will only add a few things. I’m very happy 
that I can finally form some idea of your activities and day- to-day life. Of course I’m interested in 
many other things. For instance, how are you with clothes and underwear? Have you had to do 
any shopping? What are prices like in this area? How are you going with washing and fixing 
things? Who cleans? Mrs M or yourself? I’m interested in these kinds of silly things.  

Though Istvan used your ski gear last year if there’s an opportunity we will send it to you – 
though in today’s political situation, don’t expect it too soon!  

We got 23 beautiful photos from the National Travel Association which we are likely to use 
though at the moment all the magazines here are preoccupied with Transylvania and little is sold 
through foreigners, but a few things go through.  I thanked them; if something gets published I 
will send you the proof copy, to show them.  The following articles - Greek monastery, Snail race, 
Silent Levente - of course ours were placed by Lorant; I don’t need a proof copy; but if you see 
something like this let me know for any possible future check-up. You could however send one or 
two issues of the Radio Times, I would be interested in your article. I only asked about the 
Graham-bread because I read in one of the articles you sent me that Sir Herbert grinds wheat 
with his own hands from which he makes bread for himself  I thought instead of this he could try 
bran Graham-bread which is made through the same health recipe Maybe he will like it more – 
but perhaps he likes to grind wheat – best to leave it alone! 

 I saw “The Barretts of Wimpole Street” four years ago at Wienerwald, but I read in Variety – 
Gorrick is very diligent – that you get newer films, for instance “Grapes of Wrath” which we only 
know through the book. I’m curious what you think of it? It’s a dark but extremely well-written 
book; in America many are vehemently denying its allegations.  

Did you write a few lines to Kitty acknowledging that you have received our letter? For the time 
being we will continue to use her as it’s doubtful how well direct post operates. 

I hug you a thousand times, my dear son, 

 Mum.  













Letter 42 (1st part, written in Hungarian by Grandpa in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 
(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 
 

Janos Pongracz          11 October 1940 

II. Vermezo-Street 6, 

Budapest, Hungary 

My dear son!  

Your letter no. 24 dated September 8-10 arrived fairly quickly after 3 and a half weeks and like 
previous letters caused us so much happiness. Just the fact that we receive news from you 
makes us happy. What you write about your job creates much calmness for us. I wonder when 
you will be able to tell us in person what your job consists of?  

It’s very nice of you to write about the rowing club and of course Istvan didn’t miss the chance to 
provide all the details to his own Club. Finally we have great weather and Istvan rowes as much 
as possible but also participates in Club functions, therefore he very much enjoyed a recent 
social evening where they fried bacon.  Meanwhile the child awaits his notice to attend one of the 
ama services, at which he is likely to be called in as an apprentice. I hope that things will settle in 
one or another place. In your time it wasn’t an easy thing to get an appointment as an 
official/clerk. Today it’s even harder to get in somewhere as an apprentice.  

Istvan started to learn English this week. Last year or in the spring (word is cut off) we met a nice 
but somewhat strange English person. I think I wrote to you about it when we spent a week 
together in Sag. He is actually an opera singer with a deep baritone voice, but he hasn’t 
performed in front of an audience for a long time. He lives here in Pest because he’s in love with 
the city and the residents of Pest. I think he had some income from home. Now that he doesn’t 
receive money from abroad he has become a language teacher. I’m not sure what he’s like as a 
teacher but he is a pleasant, nice and in his own way amusing man and Istvan likes him from the 
initial contact. I think learning about Jack Emerson will heighten Piczu’s interest. The rascal 
knows much more than one would think and happily babbles.  

We have lived in very anxious times for quite some time now, but neither we nor friends are 
affected more than necessary. This means that we don’t think beyond tomorrow and try to make 
the most of today. There’s written proof of this, if you receive it at all, in the postcard signed by 
Aunt Roza, the Nandors, the Albertis and ourselves from the Hangli pub/eatery one or two weeks 
ago. The opportunity allowed Aunt Roza, who is 78 years old and had a terminal illness last year 
but pulled herself together, to happily participate in the fun. So on the day the Albertis took her to 
the movies, then to the restaurant I mentioned where as a surprise alongside the Nandors we 
came along as well. It was a pleasure to see how much the lady enjoyed the environment, the 
excellent food, the beer and she even smoked a cigarette. Of course we took her home early, but 
we enjoyed ourselves so much that the rest of us went to the Pommery Bar. This is a new 
establishment, which was started in one part of the nearby Buda Castle Coffee Shop and gets its 
somewhat unusual name from the owner who is called Pomegyerszky. The enjoyments offered 
were more a reflection of this name rather than the famous brand of champagne. It’s been at 
least 15 years since I’ve been in a bar and based on this experience I think it will be at least the 
same amount of time before I visit a similar establishment. Though the people, who mostly 
consisted of Szena-Square-Country small business representatives, obviously had a good time, 
putting aside any religious differences. I’m mentioning all this in these circumstances for you to 
see that, thank God, the above-mentioned difficult circumstances for the time being do not affect 
our everyday lives.   



There are two things in particular that are highly relevant. One is the Romanian question, of 
which perhaps you have read one or two things in English papers. The matter concerns the 
reunited parts of Transylvania where the Hungarian administration works flawlessly and the 
Government has insisted that the returning Romanians must be treated well and there’s no place 
for creating any barriers, as we want complete national peace. With this not only do we want to 
achieve internal peace but also ensure that Romanians treat remaining Hungarians with 
kindness. Unfortunately the exact opposite has happened. The Romanians are harassing the 
remaining Hungarians in Transylvania to a great extent, the likes of which has not been seen 
since the 1919 example. Tens of thousands of Hungarians are being chased out from their 
country, destitute and tortured. On top of this they have the nerve to accuse our army of the 
worst atrocities through official news and radio channels. Therefore the situation is very tense 
and there’s no way of knowing where it will lead.  

The second serious concern is the Minister’s announcement of the Jewish Policy No. III,  which 
will be put in front of Parliament.  No one knows what it will contain but the Minister said that 
based on the inconsistencies and weaknesses of Policy No. II this will be a radical, short and 
clear [new] Law/Policy. The laxity in question refers to the inconsistencies and contradictions 
between the Government and the Parliamentary Court regarding who can be considered Jewish.  
I think the new policy will be severely tightened in this area. As our belonging unfortunately has 
never been in question this problem doesn’t concern us. Of course we will see what else this law 
will contain. Of course the carrying out of these kinds of laws is a very difficult thing. The best 
proof is that Aunt Ilonka’s land is still theirs even though the Government has already published 
that it’s been confiscated. The claimants still don’t know where they stand in this regard, neither 
do Ilona and her family, but of course until then every job must be completed and all burdens 
must be endured. 

Personal news: Palko is significantly better, but it will take weeks before he recovers completely. 

The other day I got a very nice letter from your friend Lindner who asked me to tell him about 
your things and the situation over there. We invited him for a coffee and told him everything we 
know about you. As you might know he received his permit right before the outbreak of the war 
but couldn’t take advantage of it. As soon as there’s an opportunity he wants to restart the 
matter. That’s why he’s so curious about things over there. We agreed that he will give us a letter 
he wrote to you which I could attach to this letter, but so far I haven’t received it. Maybe he will 
write directly.  I thought he’s a very nice, likeable and intelligent boy.  

The other days Mrs Vikar was taken to a sanatorium with serious poisoning. It seems to be a 
suicide attempt and I’m inclined to think the announcement of the above- mentioned Policy no. III 
must have provided the impulse. I have heard that there’s hope she will get better.  

Joska Badics’ mother has died in the last few days. Perhaps it would be right for you to write a 
few lines to him.  

I haven’t heard anything about Aurel for months. If perhaps he happens to write to you mention 
that we think of him all the time and perhaps he could send some sign of life through you. I wrote 
to him about two months ago but [it seems] or indeed he hasn’t received my letter. 

I kiss you my son, a thousand times,  

Dad.  

 



 
(2nd part, written in Hungarian by Grandma in Budapest to son John in Melbourne) 

(Translated by Katalin Gaal, October 2010) 

 

My dear son,  

Dad left very little space for me and as I don’t want to create frequent expenses for Kitty and as 
far as I can tell our letters sent through normal post arrive in a mere 10-12 weeks, so I will send a 
longer letter  through the next post. Though current events lose their relevance in three-four 
weeks, I know how happy I am to receive a letter from you regardless of its age – I’m sure you’re 
the same.  

Now that the shadow of war appears closer to your hemisphere I’m scared that you will realize 
that relations are not normal, but I believe and hope that it will continue to be from afar and not 
through its immediate effect. I’m concerned again that we will lose contact but let’s write to each 
other diligently for as long as possible. Letter no. 23 which you evidently wrote at the end of 
August is missing from amongst your letters, but no one else received letters from there. This is 
probably where you signaled your interest in participating in a radio play, which as you write did 
not eventuate.  

I’m glad you’re rowing. Your old club is not the same either: The other day there was a farewell 
function with beer, sausages and bacon frying as they said goodbye to the season – despite this 
they happily continue to row in the beautiful autumn weather – also every Tuesday there’s a big 
gramophone concert through the radio, enriched by a classical program and pool playing. Istvan 
participated enthusiastically, in fact the other day he went to listen to Sandor Sved. By the way, 
he has made his room into a photo lab, but his pictures develop quite slowly.  

I heard from the Lindners that poor Fonagy is in the Janos Hospital again; his old illness returned 
but he’s getting better. Both Bekeny boys are in labour camp, many others as well, but now only 
the younger ones and most can tolerate it well.  

There continues to be good news about the Sandors through telegraphs, they currently live in 
Harrow and placed the workshop there as well.  

Next time there will be more; I hug you, my dear son, a thousand times,  

Mum.     
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LETTER 50 (3 parts) (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, Aug 
2010) 

Part A: Istvan in Budapest to Dad (brother) in Australia 

Pongracz Istvan 
Budapest II Vermezo Street 6 
Budapest 
Happy New Year 
1941 Jan 1 

Dear Bok, 

We read your letter with great interest, I’m very jealous about the free concert, but not so 
much about the alcohol ban. Why do you refuse to discuss your camera? Mine works well, 
though I hardly use it. Although I have a lot of negatives, they are awaiting for me to enlarge 
them and they can wait for some time for that … 

I also have a concert pass for the city: an orchestral master pass. The program is very good, 
the soloists and conductors are first class. I await the upcoming concerts with great 
enthusiasm, the 9th symphony is coming up conducted by Mengelberg. 

Christmas was spent relatively well, but I did something silly: last year’s shoulder sprain 
flared up again so I had a fall after a week of skiing! 

Yesterday I had a great New Year’s party. I went to two places, I got home at 7.15 in the 
morning – tomorrow this time I will be sitting on the tram on my way to work – and it was a 
quarter to before I got to bed. Of course I can’t sleep in the morning so I got up after two 
hours, I’m not sleepy at all. I’m sure I will be at work tomorrow. 

I completed a seven-week mechanics course and according to the certificate of completion I 
learned about “commercial and economic petrol, natural oil, lighting gas and generator, as 
well as personal and commercial vehicles, buses, electronic ploughs, tractors and motorised 
boats and the structure and use of multiple cylindered petrol and natural oil motors”.  

I love the dawn. 

(Handwritten note): With this I await your letters, I wish you all the best. Fekete Gabi says 
hello: you could write to her.  

Istvan. 
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LETTER 50  

Part B: Grandma in Budapest to Dad in Australia  

My dear son, 

I ‘m continuing with the letter as Istvan’s arm is still store and has been strained due to 
typing. It was with great pleasure that we received your letter no. 28 dated November 3 on 
the second day of Christmas, sent through Kitty – it was lovely to once again receive news 
from you even though it was sent a while ago. The delay was due to Atlantic Clipper’s post 
lateness, obviously due to bad weather and the strain on them. I hope you receive our letters 
sent directly to you: the main post office says that direct post should arrive without delay and 
if it’s indeed true at least it’s faster than the other option. I’m really keen to get your next 
letter, for one thing you should be able to confirm our directly sent letters.  

Yesterday on New Year’s Eve we thought of you even more than usual, we were wondering 
where you will spend this evening and with whom, and were hoping that you are enjoying 
yourself as much as we are. While Istvan was taking care of the above-mentioned program, 
Livi and I went to – of all places – the Obuda Kisfaludy Theatre where they played ‘Sybill’. 
It was strange and touching to revisit ‘Sybill’ amongst this environment, with an orchestra 
consisting of five people, worn decorations, dirty costumes and a foreign audience, but 
considering the circumstances they created a very competent production, without leaving out 
a single note or letter and thanks to one of the performers who was part of the first “great” old 
band, they were true to the original’s 27-year-old tradition in the direction. It felt nice to see 
the play being performed faithfully and the enjoyment of the audience. Afterwards we went 
to the Tarjan restaurant for dinner, we had a bottle of champagne to your health and a few 
other things and we were home at one. God grant us to celebrate next New Year’s Eve with 
as much joy – preferably for more reasons! 

We are happy to see from your letter that you enjoy the occasional theatre performance, 
concert  and other things. I hope that you went somewhere for Christmas and relaxed and had 
a good time. This year we go to the theatre less often, partly as there are no main rehearsals, 
partly because I can’t get tickets and as the synopsis service is pretty slack, I don’t see it as 
my responsibility to see every performance. It’s interesting that most theatres are doing well, 
generated by the National which alongside the Chamber Theatre had some great 
successes/writers Bokay and Marai.  

Once again I have some work as a translator. Roboz commissioned me to translate Heltai’s 
beautiful, poetic, clever play called ‘One Penny’ which is currently playing in the Comedy 
Theatre.  

As we are talking about theatre, I will explain that ‘Girl Trade’ will be made into a Hungarian 
film; we signed the agreement in the last few days. Of course it won’t mean much money, but 
like the above-mentioned ‘Sybill’ I’m very happy about this as well – I’m glad it will be in 
circulation particularly in today’s world. The narrative will be significantly altered but 
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according  to our agreement the music can’t be changed. If it’s true they will start shooting in 
the spring, but of course something can come up.  

Otherwise there’s no special news about the family or friends. Schwitzer sent a few of us a 
telegraph at Christmas which we collectively replied to but I don’t know whether Kurt is 
there. Livi asked Kitty to find out some news about our friends /the Huddlestones and 
Palmers/ but so far there’s no reply. We don’t know about the Steiners either. There was a 
June letter from Aurel recently. I will leave some space for Dad as well and hug you my dear 
son, lots of good wishes and all my love, Mum.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Page 4 of 4 

LETTER NO 50 

Part C: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

 

My dear son! 

If the new year brings all we wish for then it will also bring closer the day on which we can 
be together again. I know that this is definitely far away, partly because of financial reasons, 
but at least we can wait for its fulfilment. Until then we have to compensate with letters. If 
only they came more frequently. I don’t mean to blame you and I have to admit that it’s good 
of it (the post service) to function at all. As with all bad things, this also has a good side: it 
gives meaning for tomorrow. Perhaps a letter will arrive tomorrow!  

There’s no great news for the moment other than the above-mentioned. I only want to reply 
to your recent question about the house on Attila Street. Thank God, everything is fine there. 
The tenants are fairly stable, and there hasn’t been a need for greater repairs so far. Of course 
we are faced with the construction of the government-enforced bunker/air-raid shelter which 
will be definitely expensive. But we haven’t received final instructions from the appropriate 
persons so there’s no task to be done yet in this regard.  

The little shutter/blind business is performing better; one wouldn’t think so, though there’s no 
significant money from there as of yet.  

Of course everyone I meet is constantly asking about you. I won’t tell you their names 
individually, but know that everyone we keep in touch with remembers you. You may not be 
touched by this, but it makes me feel good. I kiss you a thousand times my son,  

Dad 

(Handwritten) I would very much like a more recent photo of you! 
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LETTER 53  (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, Aug 2010) 

From: Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

Pongracz  Janos 
2nd district, Vermezo Street 6, 
Budapest, Hungary 
25 January 1941 

My dear son!  

Our last letter was hardly sent before we greeted with joy your Christmas present. We were 
terribly happy about it as a nice memento as well as for reading. The subject is very 
interesting, a very well-written book through which we have already fallen in love with Old 
River Murray. 

We would be both prepared to spend our old age with which we are faced in Mildura or 
Renmark, in the fruit and grape gardens. The landscape must truly be lovely there and it 
seems the people living there as well. On our way however we would happily spend a few 
years with you in Melbourne. It’s good to dream about these things.  

Today your 30th letter has arrived dated 8th of November.  It had the necessary effect.  The 
same effect all your letters seem to have. We know and feel that you’re in the best possible 
place, that you have a good life and your opportunities for the future are promising.  

We are happy to hear of your news about moving. It’s great that you can afford to live 
without having to worry about petty domestic chores and waste your time and energy on 
those things. We are also glad to hear that you have decided to have a little Christmas break. 
After reading about the above mentioned little estates I assume that we regardless of which 
little village you decided to visit, you found everything there which you can expect to find in 
a daytrip. We await your report with great curiosity.  

Back to your new place, I draw your attention to – at the risk that you already know – that 
your landlord has a very famous name. One of the greatest representatives of the great French 
school of Impressionism / Corot, Manet etc./ was called Sisley. The person was of English 
heritage and as the name is not very common, it may be that your landlady is related to the 
painter.  

We are greatly satisfied that that our Christmas present arrived safely and in one piece and it 
proving to be useful. By the way, coffee is one of the luxury items which is plentiful for us. 
Other than the occasional espresso, on Sundays after lunch we have our usual coffee, which 
Istvan is a great fan of. Quality wise everything is fine, except of course it’s very expensive. 
Unlike tea, which you can also buy in high quality, however it’s price is prohibitive, so that 
for months now we have been drinking planta tea which is a homemade mixture made from 
various leaves. But we have gotten used to it and wouldn’t dream of taking up your offer.  
Don’t even think of sending us tea as the customs tax needs to be paid even if it’s for 
personal reasons.  
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I hope after a time you have overcome your work overload. Your previous trouble is perhaps 
not as unpleasant and perhaps can mean a few good points on your list of tasks. I would so 
love for you to familiarise me with the mysteries of Hollerich! I imagine the machine’s 
purposeful use to be fascinating. 

We await all your photos attached to your letter with great curiosity.  When the opportunity 
arises send photos which show Amal.  Thanks for the information from Gero which we have 
forwarded, to the great relief of the Solts who have not received direct news for a long time.  

 I can only report good things about us. All three of us are in top condition, which must be 
said with caution as there’s a severe flu virus in the city. Fortunately there are no serious 
cases of illness. The course of the illness only takes a few days. Nevertheless Mum and I 
were just discussing today that as a precautionary measure she may visit Kekes for one or two 
weeks or a similar place, which is not too expensive in this season. If Mum ( end of letter).   
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LETTER 56 (2 parts) (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, Aug 
2010) 

Part A:  From Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

J. P. Powell Esq Pongrazc Janos
Flat No 1, 39 Airlie Street 2nd district 
South Yarra Vermezo Street 6
Vic Budapest Hungary
 

14 March 1941 

My dear son!  

After many weeks of silence, the silence has finally broken, when your letter no. 33 and no. 
34 arrived on the same day. No. 31 and no. 32 are missing to this day, and perhaps will arrive 
some time. The former obviously contained your good wishes for your mother’s upcoming 
birthday. Your mother is convinced of the warm gentleness [of these letters] even if they 
haven’t arrived in the same way that I greeted your congratulations towards me with 
happiness in your letter no. 33. 

Thank God, we face these respective anniversaries with health, without a broken body and 
soul. We face any problems, some small hardships etc, that destiny assigned to us with a 
positive attitude, which is not difficult if we think of the many, many millions of people who 
truly have difficulty in all the five continents.  

Far from these [continents] yours has the least trouble and it fills us with great happiness that 
due to the whims of fate you find yourself there. Of course we are terribly interested in what 
you write about your lifestyle, work etc ; it suggests that you’re on your way to a happy, 
interesting and completely consolidated future.  

It’s very reassuring to know that others agree with me who are not aware of your current 
circumstances and predict an outstanding future based purely on your personality. For 
instance, the other day I met with Biro Balint, who commented with great conviction that you 
are predestined to achieve great things, something a father could not say better. Even though 
B.B. is a fairly cynical and selfish man and reluctant to say good things about other people. 
Perhaps you might be interested that his son has transferred from London to a film school in 
East England to study.  

You have probably received my letter in which I confirmed receipt of your Christmas present 
and wrote how much we are interested in the book. I suggest that “Pix” will be equally 
interesting reading as long as they all arrive.  

Mum spoke with Mrs Kaldor. After a long break she also received a few letters and a 
telegraph. She was very happy that you thought of her. The Nandors received letters at the 
same time as us.  
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Istvan, as Aurel would say, works diligently and has gotten used to getting up early. At the 
same time he enjoys it very much when the opportunity provides one or two days of sleep ins, 
even if he has to pay for it with the occasional discomfort. In the last few days a large piece 
of metal fell on his hand which damaged two of his fingers. He has recovered almost 
completely, has been working for the last two days, but had two days when he could have 
time off, for sleep.  

Thanks so much for the photos. You seem to be in good health based on them and your 
attitude seems very positive. It’s good to hear that you’re still happy with your place and 
we’re also happy that you decided against taking up a demanding evening course. Your office 
job is undoubtedly draining, and, knowing you, we are certain that without formal study you 
still find a way of learning many things in your spare time. I think that women are more or 
less the same in the whole world so I can imagine what it’s like to supervise 12 girls. It must 
a veritable army of women! (Perhaps you have heard news of an operetta with a similar 
name.)  

There’s only one thing which has tainted our lives for the last few weeks, and that is 
searching for accommodation. There are very few available places, and most are expensive. 
On top of that the real estate agents’ offices are like a veritable jungle. In the end we will find 
something, I’m just sorry that I can’t give you an address yet. We will only make a 
compromise with ourselves in the last minute which will enable us to choose a direction. We 
kiss you a thousand times, my son.  

Dad   
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Part B: From Grandma in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

My dear son!  

Your letters caused great happiness, but I really hope the missing ones will arrive in time – I 
would be very sorry if we would miss your recount of the Christmas season and your little 
holiday. We are especially happy that you have a nice room with comfortable boarding 
among nice people. It’s good thing to be able to cook and clean but it’s better not to have a 
need for it – and you have plenty to do without that.  

Thanks for your news about the sold pictures and articles. The article about the ‘gypsy king’ 
is undoubtedly ours and Lorant placed it – it’s been with him for years. Of course we don’t 
have any contact with him for years. The letters from London have arrived four or five 
months late; if someone has something to add they get in touch through a telegraph. Mrs Livi 
recently received – of course still older – news about the Huddlestones and other 
acquaintances, but we don’t know anything about the Palmers.  

Tolman sent three wall calendars with Istvan and diligently sends copies of the `Rotarian’ 
paper, but we haven’t received your letter from him for a long time. I myself am forced to 
send him new stamps to maintain our friendship.    

 Family and friends wise there’s no particular news, other than the death of Mrs Bekeny 2 
weeks ago. The poor thing has been seriously ill with a heart condition for years. We sent our 
condolences to their son in writing; it crossed our mind that they will move out of their house 
which may becomes available for rent and we would return to the old Trumpet house, but I 
hear that they will keep the property. Gyurka must be thinking of opening his medical 
practice there soon, if possible.  

I’m attaching Istvan’s little letter, which he wrote about ten days ago, before receiving yours.  
The Badics children have grown and are quite funny and lively. Livia is attending school – 
though she misses more than she attends as she has missed a lot due to measles and the flu, 
but she has learned everything she needs to, she can even read and write in English 
somewhat. Eva was just here and made me promise that I send you her greetings as she thinks 
of you a great deal. This can be said for many others.  

I’m very happy about Pix and hope it will arrive – sooner or later almost everything arrives. 
Thank you, my dear son and I hug you countless times.  

Mum.   
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LETTER 56a (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, Aug 2010) 

From: Istvan in Budapest to Dad (brother) in Australia 

February 25 

Dear Bok, 

I have finally decided to write to you, though I have nothing noteworthy to report. I don’t 
particularly want to ask you anything, except again to ask that your machine … 

As you have probably been informed by Mum, I work at Csepel as a tool mechanic on a one- 
year contract. My salary equates to approximately minus 60 filler per day: that’s how much 
the transport costs.  I have to get up about 5- quarter past 5, I get home around a quarter past 
4 in the afternoon, I have lunch then I have a wash.  

I don’t go out much though I went to a lovely concert for Dohanyi’s Beethoven piano 
evening .I have also attended some beautiful poetry recitals at the Academy of Music. It’s 
now the end of the ball season: I only attended the Matyas (Matthew) Ball, but I don’t really 
like these kinds of things. 

Unfortunately the ski season is over. I only went about 12 times due to my Christmas sprain. 
I’m still utterly enjoying the Svab mountains even though I can run down on either side with 
eyes closed. The most wonderful territories of Karpat and Erdely were regained, but 
unfortunately I can’t go anywhere due to lack of money and my job. 

Regrettably, there’s not much time left for reading, though today I’m reading books with my 
old enthusiasm. I have just put down a remarkable work: The cultural history of human 
stupidity. The creator is Bat – Vegh. 

I don’t have much time for photography either, let alone energy though my new machine is 
working  very well. My film development tank awaits any film with great excitement and I 
could have a lot of photos to enlarge, for instance about Sag. 

Other than that, as you can see I’m merely ‘playing with words’ because I don’t have 
anything serious to say. In consequence of that I close my letter and hope that you will 
provide me with more enjoyable tidbits.  

Istvan 
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LETTER 60 (2 parts) (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, August 
2010) 

Part A: From Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia 

1941 April 25 

My dear son!  

Your 32nd letter through normal mail and your 37th sent in airmail arrived at the same time. 
Both project a positive calm tone as the others. It makes incredibly peaceful to know that you 
continue to have every opportunity for a good, interesting and pleasant life over there; you 
will agree that it’s worth working very hard for it. We hope that the current state of the world 
with its surprising, unexpected often dramatic events will not change your situation.  

We are happy to see that you respond to our questions and therefore will encouraged to keep 
asking them. What I would like to find out now is have you been able to meet a friend with 
whom you can have honest talks about possible problems? I know that even at home you 
were never to intimate with your friends. However you were able to talk about important 
things with Mum and I. Not so that you would randomly accept our advice but to discuss it.  
Do you have an opportunity for this there? It occurred to me that before you accepted this 
position, your boss was so nice with you and invited you to his house. Did this relationship 
continue? 

Health wise I can only report the best about us. Emotionally however we are very concerned 
about the events happening to the city and the world. But we continue to make the most of 
every moment. I continue to enjoy the occasional card party at the National Coffee House and 
mum enjoys the frequent get togethers to play bridge, especially with Ilonka, as the food and 
drink compensate for the mistakes of foreign players. Istvan occasionally returns from 
concerts in such an enthusiastic mood that the enthralling effect of music never ceases to 
amaze me.  By the way the child is working well in again the factory.  He is not much more 
talkative than you were so I don’t exactly know about what he does or studies. But sometimes 
he’s in the mood to talk and I’m happy to see that he can concentrate, observe and think.  

Mum and I are purely focused on moving and the things associated with that. Of course as 
usual Mum is taking care of the majority of things as she prefers to do most things herself. 
Sometimes it’s hard to stop her from doing everything. From the beginning of the week the 
apartment has looked very messy, especially the delivery man has flooded us with boxes this 
afternoon. We will leave Vermezo Street a week from tomorrow. Our belongings will be 
taken to the delivery company’s address in enclosed vehicles and will be stored there for 
approximately a month when we can move to the new place. In the meantime mum will live 
at Livia’s and I will be the guest of Ilonka. We haven’t decided yet about Istvan’s 
accommodation. At the moment we prefer the Wieners who will have a vacated room, as they 
are forced to rent two rooms due to the produce business’s current situation.  

 Of course as we are moving to a significantly smaller place we will have to leave many 
things behind. A few pieces of furniture and 150 or 200 bric-a-brac objects. We will try to 
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sell them. There’s a market especially for the latter and we hope that in the beginning of the 
new month at the Ernszt auction we will be able to get a price which will give us a sum of 
surplus money on top of the expense of moving  which first of all will allow us to make a 
bigger contribution to the purchase of Istvan’s motorbike. The bike is not a luxury item when 
you consider the time and expense of travelling to work especially from the new home. 

Besides the things we plan to sell, we plan to get rid of a lot of other things, especially books 
and records. Of course we will keep important things but out of date things, old letters and 
similar things will have to be destroyed as we don’t have the space to store them. Many of 
your things will have to be sacrificed which we hope you approve of. For instance, a part of 
your photos, copies of Metallor, study materials and similar have been taken to the boiler – 
your books on  economy and your various essays however will be kept. Perhaps one day we 
can send these to you 

Yesterday I went to the shooting of the film “Leanyvasar” (The Marriage Market). According 
to the interested parties it will be an outstanding film, but what I have seen did not point to 
this. Furthermore, it’s hard to believe that it will be ever completed based on the fact that 
during the 1.5 hours I spent there they only shot material worth 1.5 minutes. But they say it’s 
always like this and the layman is always as doubtful as I was.  

Martos Ivan took me to the studio and brought with him his colleague and friend Kalman 
Bandit as well, who of course warmly inquired after you. I heard from him that poor Fonagy 
Miki is still sick  and currently in the Janos Hospital.  

Mum has just warned me that on the previous page I have used one or two non-literary 
phrases which can be traced back to often hearing these things from Istvan. I hope the censor 
will not get stuck on these things; in any case in the future I will be more careful not to divert 
away from literary language. I will send 2 copies of this letter. The second will be sent in 
normal post. I kiss you a thousand times my son, Dad.  
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Part B: From Grandma in Budapest to Dad in Australia  

Dear son, 

Don’t think that I’m as troubled by the move as Dad writes, I’m more concerned with 
directing organising/directing things: I’m bossing around old Rezi and other helpers, and I try 
to figure out where to put the furniture together with Karo, who has created small models of 
the furniture by cutting them out from paper and we push these around on our drawn plan. So 
luckily our thoughts are kept busy by the move which is not a bad thing. In the meantime I 
will consider the stay at Gellert Hill as a holiday and I think it will be very pleasant. The 
Budakesz apartment will be very nice in the summer; our small balcony, if not as big as the 
current one, at least overlooks green trees, two large pine trees stand guard around it and the 
air is very good, not urban. We wouldn’t have found a more appropriate place, maybe not as 
good as this. The investments embarked on while you were still here have gained momentum 
since then. There are two giant holiday resorts style houses built on Svab Hill and they 
continue to build newer and newer ones. There’s a whole new side of town being built at 
Lagymanys, four are being built in Csalogany Street, a lot on Rose Hill (Rozsadomb) and 
elsewhere as well – of course with correspondingly raised prices as construction/building 
prices in general have become terribly inflated. Pali is again speculating whether to create 
something similar on our plot in Filler Street; of course it’s very difficult due to lack of 
transport.  

The peaches, thank for your inquiry, were catastrophically bad last year, which was made all 
the more painful because there was an excellent peach harvest throughout the country; this 
year it’s flowering beautifully, but what will happen until the harvest is another question. The 
stewed fruit was still wonderful this year, we had the last one yesterday evening. But it would 
be better if condos were growing on our plot, that’s for sure. 

I’m glad that you were able to find a home for the Duna photos and your praise regarding the 
article also felt good. Of course at the moment we are not doing anything; I have things to do 
today, Bandi is very busy with his new photography business, the  investments into the 
pictures, photo folders etc. have not come to fruition due to the current  uncertain conditions 
of money transfer. I would be prepared to make some investment in the home of future 
return, especially regarding work, but Bandi won’t – perhaps he is right, especially as he can 
momentarily profit from his job. Anyway, when things are sorted with the accommodation 
we will see consider the situation and the opportunities.  

God bless you, my dear son, I hug you a thousand times and I really, really hope that things 
will continue to go well for you. Mum 

We can never tell when one or two letters might get lost so I will again write our future 
address: 12th district, Budakeszi Street 14/F.  
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LETTER 63 (2 parts)  (TRANSLATED FROM HUNGARIAN by Katalin Gaal, August 
2010) 

Part A: From Grandpa in Budapest to Dad in Australia  

Pongracz Janos  
2nd district. Garas Street 5. 
Budapest, Hungary 
1941 May 13 

My dear son! It’s already been three weeks since we have heard from you, the Nandors also 
didn’t get anything since then, but I understand that there has been some post from Australia. 
It’s all very unpredictable. The letters are all over the place even from the US.  

In the meantime our lives are pretty eventful. As you can see from our letter – if you had 
access to it – we left Vermezo Street on the 3rd of this month. Mum lives at Somlo Street, 
Istvan with the Wieners on Vilmos-Csaszar Street, and I live at the above address. All three 
of us are happy with our respective hosts. And it seems that the satisfaction is mutual.   

Mum and I can meet quite often, we see less of Istvan. Mum wrote to you that after a long 
search we more or less found a suitable new place on Budakeszi Street, which is still being 
built and will be available to move in at the end of the month. In the meantime we tried to 
plan the placement of furniture on paper and we had the unpleasant surprise of discovering 
that it’s difficult to fit our large pieces of furniture. As we became a bit disillusioned about 
the apartment, we started to take note of the rest of the circumstances. When we rented the 
place we tried to forget the fact that it’s too far away, relatively expensive and may 
occasionally get wet etc. Therefore we didn’t stop looking and – even if not full speed ahead 
– we kept on searching. Two options became a possibility but were dismissed, until finally 
three days ago in the same house where the Nandors live and which is looked after by Uncle 
Pali,  a great apartment became vacant, or rather will become vacant on June 15. It’s truly 
grea, in almost all ways and as our various hosts are happy to extend their hospitality until the 
said date, we rented it.  

T he place consists of three rooms, a hall and a ‘winter garden’. The spaces are large and airy. 
Transport wise it’s also remarkable and on top of all things it’s cheaper than the 
accommodation on Budakeszi Street. Therefore both Mum and I are very happy about this 
solution. The only comical things is that for decades I promised not to live in a house with 
relatives, and now I’m caught. But we will get on just fine.  

The excitement is not completely over yet as we still have to sell or return the Budakesz 
Street place. The first step in this regard have already been taken. This should all be worked 
out. 

We think that perhaps you have already written to the B. Street address. When the house 
becomes habitable or when the janitor moves in we will ask them to send any letters arriving 
from you to our true address. As there have been many complications,  I imagine there will 
be more, for instance that the old tenant may not move out on the 15th etc, or that we may 
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find something better, I don’t consider this address final until we actually move in. So until 
finalising things, address your letters to 2nd district, Margit Boulevard 5 but write underneath 
addressee Nandor Pal. That way we will definitely get it.  

I must write about something painful. The poor head doctor  has died suddenly. His illness 
started about five months ago in the form of a flu, then became persistent bronchitis, then the 
doctors talked of chronic pneumonia. In the meantime the poor thing lost a lot of weight and 
was constantly complaining about weakness etc. Nobody in the family took this seriously and 
all of us teased poor Rotter that he believed he was so sick. But last week it was obvious that 
there’s something seriously wrong and four days later the end came surprisingly [quick]. 
That’s when the doctors told is that they knew from the beginning that the poor thing had 
lung cancer and was terminal. Through their warm friendship and acuity they were able to 
keep the truth from the patient, and the environment which was good for everyone. Auntie 
Piczus endures this adversity with her usual calmness and wisdom. The condolence that was 
given was also touching. Can you write to her a few lines as well? ( Mrs Rotter Henrik (Dr) 
2nd district, Olasz Avenue 51). Mum and I are honestly sorry,  

(rest of  letter missing) 
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Part B: From Grandma to Dad in Australia 

(First part of letter missing) 

 

…she asks news about his well being. As far as I know the boy is a photographer and 
according to his relatives living here he is doing well. His stepfather is Auntie Borbas Stefi’s 
brother , consequently he is Dad’s distant relative and he was very helpful in placing Istvan 
as a car mechanic, so I would be very happy if I can return the favour by providing news to 
his wife – who is lovely – about their son.  

Otherwise our days flow in the usual channels. One can see much trouble, problems and 
seriously changed life conditions already, there’s even more fear about future trouble but so 
far there’s little change in our immediate circle of family and friends. We have very good 
news about Cicus but many are facing serious hardship over there.  

Yesterday afternoon six women played bridge at my place with such persistence that two of 
them stayed until midnight. I’m not complaining - only telling you so you can see that we are 
happily getting by. It’s true that due to some players’ unstable financial position our stakes 
are so low that we can hardly count the small pieces of filler but I think you will approve of 
this. Otherwise our days are spent well as I had some translation work, and Dad was typing 
the written document as quickly as possible; if one has urgent tasks to complete they are 
likely to think less, which is a great blessing.  

I think about you a great deal and I try to imagine what you do, how the room and office look 
where you spend the majority of your time (I can imagine the river as I saw it on film!), what 
your colleagues are like and the people you have daily contact with; what you read, your 
thoughts and future plans, how you see the future, all things which I am unlikely to get 
answers for, but it feels good to play around with these thoughts. I confess that at bed time, 
before I fall asleep, I imagine such a beautiful fairytale about you which I imagined for years 
in my childhood about an imagined family; I imagined that in a modified and idealised form 
similar things happened as to us.  

The Australian pictures haven’t been published anywhere yet, at the moment the papers are 
filled with other things. It’s interesting that in the middle of the war Jacobi Jolan’s book in 
the field of psychoanalysis which was published last year in Switzerland has been signed up 
by six countries and the English edition is already being printed! In contrast no one seems to 
want Sonja Kovalevska. 

I hug you, my dear son, a thousand times 

Mum 




























