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ECONOMIC PLANNING IN GHANA
by

J Ó Z S E F  B O G N Á R

L ast summer Dr. Kwame Nkrumah, President of the Republic of 
Ghana, paid a visit to Hungary. During the course of his stay in 
Budapest he read my study, “Planned Economy in Hungary” 
(published in English by the Pannónia Press, Budapest). He ex
pressed his appreciation in the form of a highly complimentary invitation: 

he asked me to participate in the preparation of Ghana’s new State Plan. 
I was glad to accept the invitation and readily undertook to find a solution 
(perhaps I ought rather to say an approach) to what promised to be an ex
tremely fascinating problem.

In order, however, to be able to make a better approach to my assignment, 
I had to undertake some preparatory work. I therefore decided not to set 
out for Ghana until the beginning of January and to devote the four months’ 
time which I had thus gained to a study of the questions which would 
require concrete answers in the Plan, as furnished in the definition of its 
aims and the choice of its means.

Various procedures may be followed in preparations of this kind— 
depending on the goals, the nature and the scientific views of the investigator. 
All these combinative procedures may ultimately be reduced to induction 
and deduction. The inductive course would in the present case have meant 
beginning the analysis with a direct and concrete examination of Ghana’s 
economic and social problems, then proceeding step by step to the broader 
and more comprehensive set of problems involved in the general question 
of the economically underdeveloped countries.

The deductive course, on the other hand, would have meant beginning by 
studying the problems of the economically underdeveloped countries and 
attempting to define their criteria and characteristic features, and the prob
lem of Ghana would than be considered as a part, a particular case (furnished 
with certain individual traits) of this larger group of questions.
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In practice, of course, there are no clear-cut cases and it is necessary to 

adopt a combinative procedure, for in the case of an inductive treatment 
it would not be feasible to neglect the conclusions and findings which inter
national scientific research has so far yielded, while a deductive approach 
would still not permit us to do without an examination of the concrete 
and singular problems involved. In actual fact, therefore, we are concerned 
not with the inflexible confrontation of two methods but with weighting, 
having to decide which procedure should receive greater emphasis in the 
combination.

In accordance with the aims which arose from my assignment and the 
scientific conviction I have acquired in the course of experience, I laid 
greater stress on the inductive type of procedure.

Thus proceeding from the concrete to the general in my preparations, 
I studied the following groups of questions:

1) Ghana's natural, social and economic features, as reflected in the avail
able figures, reports and analyses. Special attention had to be devoted to 
the dynamics of the social transformation and economic development carried 
out since the achievement of independence. The approach to this complex 
of problems involved scanning a large fund of international literature and 
detailed statistical reports. With the help of the available figures and reports 
it was possible to deduce conclusions (to serve as first hypotheses), while 
the hiatuses permitted the aims of further research to be established.

2) Ghana's international situation, her links with the industrially devel
oped western States (particularly Great Britain), with the socialist countries 
and with the liberated African peoples and those now struggling for their 
independence, and the effect of these links on Ghana’s economic develop
ment. Further questions here include the country’s international obligations, 
the probable trend of development of her international relations, and its 
effect on the Government’s economic policies.

3) The general problem of the economically underdeveloped countries. 
Involved here are the criteria in and the cumulative and subsidiary effects 
of underdevelopment, the possible methods of eliminating underdevelop
ment, the difficulties and present proportions of internal capital formation, 
the problem of foreign credits, economic growth and equilibrium, the 
centripetal factors of growth, achievement of the optimum distribution of 
productive accumulation for rapid increase of the national income, and the 
part played by international organizations.

An evaluation of the available literature and statistical material permitted 
a clear picture to be formed, even in the preparatory stage, of many of the 
problems of Ghana’s economic life. In some cases (such as questions of
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ECONOMIC PLANNING IN GHANA 5
organization of the State and the administration), obsolete information in 
the available literature made it necessary to decide on detailed local investi
gation. Finally, in certain matters cognizance had to be taken of the fact 
that lack of essential statistical information (there are, for instance, no 
statistics on areas under cultivation or on births, deaths and marriages) 
would make it necessary to overcome grave uncertainties in planning. It is 
to be hoped that further expansion of statistical services will lead to a 
decrease in these uncertainties in the future.

Careful preparations made it possible to reduce considerably the amount 
of on-the-spot fact-gathering. It was not, of course, possible to avoid local 
checking of the figures that could be compiled from the various sources, 
to discover possible discrepancies or to omit a detailed study of those 
problems with respect to which no literature was available or the sources 
had—because of the rapid development of events—become obsolete. Finally, 
I made recommendations to the Ghanaian Statistical Service on the gradual 
elaboration (to be undertaken mainly by representative methods) of those 
facts and figures which are indispensable from the point of view of planning.

Social and economic situation

In the second phase of the project it was necessary, in order to obtain 
a correct point of departure, to establish the main features of Ghana’s 
present social and economic situation. A brief summary of these features 
is, of course, difficult to achieve, but it is a precondition for the establish
ment of correct economic policies.

Ghana won her national independence a few years ago. Independence is 
not an ultimate aim but a precondition for a people to be able to shape 
their own lives freely, with dignity, and guided by the principles of moral 
responsibility. The structure of social and economic life cannot, however, 
be changed from one day to the next. The consequences of colonialism may 
therefore still be encountered in the social and economic life of the country. 
When colonialism arrived, social conditions were present that had remained 
immobile for centuries in the African countries.

Under conditions of developing monopoly capitalism it was not worth
while for capital to establish highly developed processing industries on a 
continent where manpower was still unskilled. Opportunities were therefore 
created only for the production of raw materials and of foodstuffs which 
were important to the developed countries, while the colony was regarded 
as a market for the colonizing country’s own products. This situation, in



which the colony had a one-sided economy for producing raw materials 
and foodstuffs, resulted in grave political and economic dependence.

As a result of the unilateral production of raw materials, the mass of the 
country’s manpower remained unskilled, a vast chasm yawned between the 
living standards and way of life of the Europeans and those of the local 
population, and therefore cultural influences—insofar as they existed at all— 
were confined to a very small part of the population.

The colonizers wanted order and security of the kind that would best 
suit their interests. They therefore promoted the strengthening of the privi
leged classes rooted in the ancient social forms—the caste system, tribal 
system, feudalism—defending privilege, the ancient forms of exploitation, 
and the atavistic social order against the masses of the people and the 
awakening progressive movements. Consequently the struggle for independ
ence also established a basis for national democratic revolutions.

In the case of Ghana too, this briefly outlined political and economic 
development over a period of several decades led to a one-sided economic 
structure in accordance with the interests of monopoly capital.

Agriculture is monocultural, and although cocoa accounts for 60 per cent 
of the country’s exports it is not able to provide for the needs of the 
rapidly growing home population (there is a natural increase of 3 per cent 
annually). As a result, more and more foodstuffs have to be imported 
every year.

Industry produces raw materials almost exclusively. This circumstance 
increases the country’s dependence on the world market, for the monocultural 
nature and the backwardness of domestic production force the country to 
import a great deal. The share of foreign trade in the national income 
(the sum of exports and imports as a percentage of the over-all new value 
produced in one year) is around 59 or 60 per cent.

This figure is itself fairly high, and considering Ghana’s present level 
of economy and organization it is especially so. However, yet another 
circumstance has to be considered in its evaluation.

In an economically developed and differentiated country, the sum of 
exports and imports may, without further ado, be compared to the total 
of new values produced during the current year, because the overwhelming 
majority of the goods produced in the national economy become commodi
ties. In an economically underdeveloped country, however, the units of 
natural economy remain almost completely outside the economic circulation. 
For this reason it seems more correct, when appraising the preponderance 
of foreign trade, to compare the sum of exports and imports with the prod
uct-quantity in economic circulation.
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The proportion of foreign trade as a percentage of the product-quantity 

in economic circulation is—even according to the most cautious calculations 
—75 to 77 per cent!

Under such circumstances foreign trade will, for a relatively long time 
to come, play a determining and limiting part in the economy. These diffi
culties are augmented by the fact that during recent years the terms of 
trade have changed to the detriment of the raw-material-producing coun
tries. It is in any case impossible to balance a comprehensive scale of imports, 
comprising mainly finished goods, with seven articles of export, all of which 
are raw materials or foodstuffs. As a logical consequence of this situation 
exports can hardly be increased, nor can a rise in imports be prevented.

Because of the low level of training and the poor nutrition of the working 
population and also because of deficiencies in its organization, the produc
tivity of labour is very low. It will take a long time and require considerable 
financial sacrifices to bring about a change in this situation.

The process of getting rid of the heritage of the colonialist period began 
with the achievement of national independence. The centralized, anti-colo
nialist State power is the most dynamic factor in putting an end to the 
atavistic social heritage and creating the necessary conditions for economic 
development.

The Government, which is striving to establish a unified State and to 
prevent particularist, tribal trends from developing, is also endeavouring 
through political measures to accelerate economic development. Unfortu
nately there is little political tradition, and the State administration is not 
yet sufficiently experienced. Consequently the Government is frequently not 
able to take advantage of the available opportunities.

The policies of the Government are aimed at eliminating the country’s 
unilateral economic dependence. In this endeavour it frequently clashes with 
those representatives of monopoly capitalism who have so far profited from 
the situation and are trying to turn public opinion in the former colonialist 
countries against the new independent States. Evidence of such activities 
may, precisely in the case of Ghana, be seen almost every day in the British 
press. The lack of understanding is aggravated by the fact that the repre
sentatives of monopoly capitalism have contacts mainly with the former 
privileged groups in the new States. These groups are themselves under
standably afraid of change and endeavour to infect others with their own 
uncertainties.

In addition, it should be pointed out that the States interested in main
taining the status quo generally stick together and do not give sufficient 
aid to the new countries.
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The most prominent part in the creation of the new State and the organi
zation of the people is that played by national-democratic ideals.

Nationalism is, of course, by no means able to solve all the complex 
social and economic problems connected with the establishment of the new 
independent State. Nor can it be denied that its exaggerated growth is 
accompanied by certain dangers. It is obvious, however, to those versed in 
history and accustomed to scientific standards of thought, that ideas which 
mobilize and shape masses of people do not originate just when they appear 
on the surface. The main factor determining the origin and character of 
this nationalism has been colonial oppression—on the one hand, the contin
ual affronts to the dignity of the individual and the community, the feeling 
of suppression and backwardness, and, on the other, the growing conscious
ness of solidarity born of a common fate and common suffering. In the 
present situation, nationalism has become one of the decisive motive forces 
in the formation of a unified State and, thus, the main cement in the build
ing of the country.

Incidentally, the area over which this nationalism will exert its influence 
cannot yet be determined. One thing can be considered almost certain: 
it might well extend to larger geographic regions and ethnic groups than 
those of the present State boundaries. The latter, it should be borne in 
mind, were formed according to neither geographic nor ethnic considerations 
but to which great power colonized the particular area or ethnic group.

The character and role of this nationalism is primarily determined by 
the fact that in order to secure progress the State has to carry out a whole 
series of democratic reforms with a revolutionary content. The basic prob
lem of all economic development is to raise the productivity of labour, but 
in the case of Ghana and other African countries there are social obstacles 
to this process. In the 20th century the productivity of labour cannot be 
increased in the midst of feudal or pre-feudal conditions. The social impedi
ments to economic progress must therefore be removed. In Ghana there is 
no “national” capital and there is no bourgeoisie in the European sense of 
the word. The State itself is instrumental in the formation of a considerable 
part of the capital and thus inhibits the growth of a bourgeoisie and the 
development of the grave social inequalities that necessarily accompany the 
accumulation of private capital.

Foreign private capital has so far taken a large part of its profits out of 
the country. It is, however, impermissible for capital to be exported from 
a country which is itself short of it, and the Government has therefore 
obliged foreign firms to invest 60 per cent of their net returns within the 
country. The national and democratic strivings are characteristically inter

THE NEW HUNGARIAN QUARTERLY
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twined in this wise and equitable measure, for the utilization of 60 per cent 
of net profits within Ghana is in the country’s national interests, and at 
the same time it has become possible to exercise national control over the 
activities of foreign capital. These measures do not jeopardize the utilization 
of foreign capital within a limited scope and in accordance with the coun
try's interests, although the movement of private capital on an international 
scale has manifestly tended to diminish during the past ten years.

Certain economists are wont, by way of analogy, to compare the economic 
role of the new States with that of the so-called “oppressor State” which 
preceded the age of liberalism.

The “ oppressor State,” it is pointed out, also played an important part 
in the achievement of primitive accumulation. Yet the similarity between 
the two types of state is only formal, in that both vigorously intervene in 
economic life. The task of the “oppressor State,” however, is to provide 
the rich with privileges and protection against the poor, since the primitive 
accumulation of capital could only take place under such circumstances.

The State organization established in the new independent States not 
only expresses national aspirations but also carries out revolutionary demo
cratic reforms which serve the interests of the masses, and is in the van of 
the struggle for social justice and equality.

In Ghana these national-democratic and social endeavours are fused into 
a harmonious union, as expressed in the political concepts and statecraft of 
Dr. Kwame Nkrumah.

The problem of economic growth

Many readers may wonder why it should be necessary, in the discussion 
of a plan for economic development, to devote so much attention to the 
problems and factors which economists call “non-economic” or “ extra- 
economic.” The treatment of a plan of economic development should surely 
be mainly concerned with such problems as how to increase the national 
income, what percentage of capital formation is needed to achieve a one 
per cent rise in national income, how investment resources must be appor
tioned between the various sectors of the economy, to what extent industrial 
output can be raised, and how the international balance of payments is to 
develop.

It is, however, my conviction as a scientist that every problem must be 
treated according to how it actually arises. There can be no doubt that the 
social and political problems I have mentioned arise together and simul
taneously with the basic economic problems. Nor can it be denied that



groups of questions which were formerly regarded as “non-economic” 
(sometimes called exogenous^ have become so closely intertwined with eco
nomic problems in the narrower sense of the word (sometimes called endo
genous) that, in practice, they can hardly be separated from one another. 
That, in order to obtain a better knowledge of the specific laws of motion 
of the economy, individual phenomena are also examined in abstraction 
from their social und political background and determining factors, is another 
question. This is undoubtedly a justified and correct procedure, for other
wise it would be impossible to distinguish between general social phenomena 
and economic ones. At the level of government decisions and action, how
ever, economic problems are inseparable from their background and their 
determining factors—the social and political problems. A government deci
sion is not taken in a vacuum, and therefore all the circumstances have 
to be considered in the course of its adoption. An economic concept which 
is correct and sound in itself but which cannot be carried out because of 
the political and social circumstances which actually obtain is of no value 
at all.

Reference has already been made to the fact that the base and precondition 
of all economic development is an increase in labour productivity.

In societies where the trends and aims of economic activity have been 
shaped by tradition and privilege, the incentive to raising productivity is 
lacking; therefore an increase in productivity, as an economic aim, may be 
achieved and the conditions for economic growth secured only if the obsolete 
social conditions are replaced by new ones.

For these reasons I am convinced that the treatment I have adopted makes 
the approach to the problem not more general but more concrete—it leads 
us not further from but closer to reality. If the social and economic life 
of a country has become stagnant over a period of time and then developed 
in a distorted fashion as dictated by foreign interests, then the factors that 
cause the stagnation must be faced first. It is only after the discovery, analysis 
and appreciation of these factors that the aims, trends and possibilities of 
development can be determined. The majority of bourgeois economic theo
ries developed in the past hundred years have fought shy of an examination 
of social and political circumstances and have upheld the so-called purely 
economic approach. Consideration of the development problems of the 
economically underdeveloped countries is, however, leading to changes in 
this respect. The predominant view in western economic thought has not 
yet changed, but there are by now a fair number of economists who have 
recognized the importance of “non-economic factors.” It will suffice here 
to refer to Gunnar Myrdal, who in his excellent work, “Economic Theory
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ECONOMIC PLANNING IN GHANA ii

and Underdeveloped Regions,” opposes the orthodox views which neglect 
factors extraneous to the economy.

The first question which has to be answered in the course of planning 
is that of the methods and means that make it possible to secure the 
development, i. e., the growth, of the economy. By putting the question 
in this way, an answer has also been given to the old dilemma of which is 
more important: balanced economy or growth.

Up to the Second World War bourgeois economic thought centred on 
the problem of balance, while Marxist theory, citing the example of the 
Soviet Union, has given prominence to the problems of growth (develop
ment)—in some phases even to the detriment of balance. Western critics 
have often asked how one can speak of planned economy in the absence of 
balance. It has indeed often been lacking and has expressed itself sometimes 
in a disturbed balance of payments, sometimes in the ratio of commodity 
supplies to purchasing power. Nevertheless, over the past 40 years the 
Soviet Union has become, from what was in the European sense an economi
cally underdeveloped country, the world’s second greatest industrial power. 
The economies of the People’s Democracies have also expanded rapidly. 
After such preliminaries, western economic thought has also begun to con
cern itself more intensively with the factors securing or influencing growth 
and with the rate of development.

Now in the economically underdeveloped countries it is again growth 
that is the basic question. It seems obvious that rapid growth must be 
achieved, even, if need be, to the detriment of balance.

To consider growth as the main issue in economic thought does not mean 
that no great significance is attributed to the problem of balance—treated 
not as a static but as a dynamic problem. Under certain circumstances 
getting off to a start from a stage of stagnation is more important than the 
short-term balance. In my opinion the importance on a world scale of the 
problem of the economically underdeveloped countries—at present 46 per 
cent of the world’s population live in these countries, but the proportion 
is still rising—requires that the main emphasis of international economic 
research should be centred on the factors of economic growth.

The basis and precondition for all economic growth is the raising of the 
productivity of labour. The question is, by what means can this be brought 
about?

Mention has already been made of one factor, so I shall now only briefly 
refer to the necessity of establishing social and political circumstances amid 
which the productivity of labour becomes an issue of decisive importance. 
I f  this is not done, stagnation will continue, since correct initiatives on
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the part of the Government will enter a medium (e.g. a natural economy 
or large feudal estates) in which they are not able to induce a response or 
evoke beneficial activity.

Once the social preconditions exist or have been established, the pro
ductivity of labour may be increased by means of investments—primarily 
productive investments. The prerequisite for carrying out productive invest
ments is accumulation (capital formation). A considerable proportion of 
the national income must be taken away from other purposes (mainly from 
consumption) and devoted to increasing and expanding production capacities.

Technical development, which is at present taking place at a tempestuous 
rate, helps increase the productivity of labour. Technologies, therefore— 
both as regards the implementation of productive investment and the 
replacement of obsolete production equipment—must be chosen to comply 
with modern requirements.

Increased productivity is, of course, also promoted by constantly improv
ing the methods of economic administration and planning. The development 
of economic management is rendered possible by the application of up-to- 
date scientific research methods and results to the sphere of production, in 
the broader sense of the word.

Finally, the development of productivity is influenced by the skill and 
general education of the labour force. It is a familiar fact that the advance 
in agricultural productivity is closely linked with better schooling of the 
peasantry and that the growth in industrial productivity has also been given 
a new impetus by raising the educational standards of the working class.

These factors in increasing the productivity of labour are closely linked 
and supplement each other. But the greatest importance attaches to accu
mulation (capital formation), which must take place in every society, though 
its sources and the methods of implementation may be very different. 
The way in which accumulation is realized accurately reflects the entire 
nature of a particular social and economic system.

THE NEW HUNGARIAN QUARTERLY

Methods oj accumulation

Two types may be distinguished in the process of accumulation—the 
capitalist and the socialist methods.

We cannot here enumerate all the criteria and features of the two 
methods (patterns) of accumulation. In order, however, to cast light on the 
specific situation of the economically underdeveloped countries, an attempt 
must be made to summarize briefly the main features and differences.
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The sources of accumulation in capitalist development were as follows:
1. Industrial profits derived from the exploitation of the indigenous work

ing class and of the colonies.
2. Industrial and agricultural profits derived from ruining small busi

nesses and a part of the peasantry.
3. Profit made in other ways, such as financial and bank manoeuvres 

and trade.
4. Movement of capital from more-developed to less-developed countries 

as a result of unequal development, under the influence of the centrif
ugal factors of economic growth.

The formation of capital and the expansion of productive capacities was 
mainly carried out by the bourgeoisie, with effective help of the “oppressor 
State.”

It should be pointed out that after the development of monopoly capi
talism the centrifugal factors of economic growth (the spread-effect) de
creased, because it was not in the interest of the monopolies—especially 
where a greater element of risk was involved—to set up factories manufactur
ing their own products; the capital invested in the colonies was confined 
almost exclusively to the production of raw materials and foodstuffs, for 
the cheap and—in some cases—particularly high-quality raw materials 
strengthened the position of the monopolist on the market. The decrease in 
intensity of the spread-effect, under the conditions of monopoly capitalism, 
augmented the negative aspects of colonization and led to grave distortions 
in the economies of the underdeveloped countries.

The socialist type of accumulation differs radically from the above in 
respect to both its sources and the social consequences.

Its basic condition has been the nationalization of industry and a reform 
in land ownership carried out under the leadership of a strong, centralized 
and democratic Government.

The nationalization of industry made it possible to secure and to utilize 
the overwhelming part of accumulation on behalf of the unified national 
economy.

The agrarian reform made it possible for the peasantry also to contribute 
to accumulation.

Thus, a major role in accumulation has been played by the working 
people’s State, which has not only prevented new social inequalities from 
arising but also eliminated most of the old ones.

Accumulation took place exclusively from internal sources, which means 
that there was no colonial exploitation. Foreign capital, moreover, played 
no part in the development of accumulation.
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Following on this outline account of what have hitherto been the two 
basic types of accumulation, we must examine the problem of what sources 
and methods of accumulation can be utilized in the economically under
developed countries.

To begin with, it is obvious that the centralized State power here plays a 
leading part in economic life as contrasted with development under liberal 
capitalism. More and more countries are striving—in line with their own 
interests—to plan their economic development.

Second, it is equally obvious that in many African countries we cannot 
speak at all of “bourgeoisie” in the European sense of the word and that 
in other countries the economic role of the internal bourgeoisie is not 
significant in comparison with that of foreign capital. (While in some coun
tries the influence exercised by the bourgeoisie through the State and the 
army is great, this circumstance only indirectly influences accumulation.)

Third, nationalization and the control of foreign and internal capital, 
prevention of payment of over-great profits, and utilization of the greater 
part of the net profits within the country, are necessarily and always topical. 
Nor indeed may a Government which is guided by the interests of the 
country and the people avoid facing this question, for it is hardly permis
sible, with—or despite—the limited accumulation opportunities available, 
for foreign capital to export the profits made in the country.

Fourth, the spontaneous movement of international private capital, the 
intensity of whose spread-effect has diminished, is minimal and the oppor
tunities for its utilization under controlled circumstances are slight.

Finally, if an end is put to the large feudal estates and agricultural property 
relations in general evolve favourably, the peasantry can contribute in con
siderable measure to internal accumulation.

Considering the sources of accumulation in the economically underde
veloped countries and the attendant social circumstances, it may be stated 
that the capitalist type of accumulation is not practicable in their case. 
Rather, the various factors of the process of accumulation—the part played 
by the State, nationalization (even though its scope may as yet be narrow), 
and the contribution of the peasantry (where the development of agricul
tural property relations has been favourable) are all reminiscent of the 
process of accumulation in the socialist countries.

On the other hand, as distinct from the socialist type of accumulation, 
in these countries foreign credits play a very great part in ensuring econom
ic growth. These foreign credits are derived from the Governments partly 
of the capitalist and partly of the socialist countries and are extended 
on the basis of bilateral inter-state agreements. The socialist countries, both
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in the past and now, have extended credits to the Government. In the case 
of Ghana, the greater part of the credits from capitalist countries are also 
extended by Governments, or at least with Government guarantees, to the 
Government. These credits, in so far as they are extended without polit
ical conditions and do not strive by roundabout ways to change the trend 
of social development, may play a positive part in promoting the economic 
development of these countries.

The supreme aim of economic planning is to ensure economic develop
ment of a kind that will come close to fulfilling the requirements of a 
dynamic balance. The method of economic planning originated and devel
oped in the Soviet Union, but at present it has gained ground over a far 
wider area. Most economically backward countries have development plans 
of their own.

Under the conditions of peaceful economic competition the economically 
advanced western countries have also been compelled to attempt to direct 
their economic growth. They undertake widespread economic calculations, 
set up prognoses, develop the system of balances for their national econ
omy, decide on carrying out certain tasks and attempt to shape economic 
circumstances in accordance with them. In some countries there is explicit 
talk of planning; in others the enumerated activities are more carefully 
circumscribed.

In the economically underdeveloped countries planning takes place amid 
particularly difficult circumstances. I will mention only the two most im
portant of these difficulties: the lack of reliable (statistical) base figures 
and the lack of machinery for planning. In Ghana, for instance, a number 
of statistical figures which are indispensable for planning, e. g., areas sown 
to crops or complete industrial census, are lacking. The demographic fig
ures, moreover, are not fully reliable because there is no registrar’s service. 
Beyond this, not only is there no planning machinery in the narrower 
sense but there are actually very few qualified economists.

Several persons in Ghana have voiced doubts on whether it is worth
while or realistic, in such circumstances, to prepare a development plan. 
Indeed, a number of foreign experts have also mooted their benevolent 
misgivings in this respect.

For my own part, I have unequivocally supported the preparation of a 
development plan, for while planning can be halted life does not stop. 
Put more concretely, this means that the Government is obliged day by 
day to adopt a stand on numerous economic problems, to take the initiative 
or to stop something—in general, to make decisions. It may then be pre
sumed that the possession of a coherent concept in regard to economic poli
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cies will render these decisions far better than they would be without. 
Because of the deficiencies in available facts and the lack of experience with 
the planning machinery, larger margins of error will occur than in other 
countries. These drawbacks, however, serve only to render it more difficult 
to formulate a correct concept for economic policy; they do not make it 
impossible. In other words, the margins of error at the level of Govern
ment decision-making that are due to the lack of a unified conception 
of economic policies are far greater than the margins of error necessarily 
arising from the unreliability of the figures and the lack of experience 
-of the planning staff.

The objects and possibilities of planning in Ghana

Under the given circumstances planning thus became a necessity. The 
next problem was to decide what can be planned and how, in Ghana and 
in similar countries.

Obviously, planning cannot extend, and need not in fact extend, to so 
many factors and interconnections as in the socialist countries. It is also 
reasonable to anticipate later expansion of the scope of planning at a rate 
depending on the development of the statistical services and the acquisition 
of experience with the planning machinery.

It is, however, a conditio sine qua non that planning should, even in the 
first period, embrace these factors:

1. Sources and order of magnitude of accumulation.
2. Distribution of accumulation among the various sectors and tasks and 

-determination of priorities.
3. Maintenance of a dynamic economic balance (international balance 

of payments, balance of the commodity fund and purchasing power and 
of the budget, and coordination of the physical and monetary tasks).

4. Formulation of the most important output directives and figures in 
industry and agriculture.

5. Requirements in and the training of labour power, with special re
spect to a high-level manpower.

6. Expansion and improvement of the health service.
7. Measures, reforms and means of exerting influence regarding 

economic policy with a view to securing or promoting realization of the 
plan.

8. Status of the various regions during the period of the plan: future 
distribution of the population among the regions, problems of migration, 
urbanization, municipal services and economic activities.
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The social and political background to the problem of accumulation has 

already been discussed. Now the more concrete economic possibilities must 
be explored.

The main problem of every economically underdeveloped country is 
increase in interior accumulation. This task is, however, extremely dif
ficult, for industry is almost exclusively of an extractive character and the 
greater part is controlled by foreign capital. (This foreign capital has re
mained from the period of colonization and took the “classical” form of 
expansion at the time—that of direct investment. Its activities were 
intertwined on a broad front with the political power then existing, for it 
was able in most cases to secure even the exclusion of other capital.)

A part of agriculture is still bound up with natural economy and there
fore cannot yet contribute to accumulation.

There is no appreciable amount of internal capital in Ghana, only essen
tially petty capital of limited potential.

The State does not yet possess profitable enterprises. Its revenues are 
derived overwhelmingly from direct and indirect taxation, and there are 
important limits to raising tax revenues in economically underdeveloped 
countries. In the months preceding my visit to Ghana, for instance, the 
Government had raised the purchase-tax rates on numerous commodities. 
As a result the turnover of these articles decreased and the State revenues fell.

From what, then, does interior accumulation arise under such circum
stances?

First, it derives from the contribution of the peasantry and other work
ing people to the economic development of the country in the form of 
compulsory savings. In the case of the peasantry, the deduction is made 
from the purchase prices, in that of the workers and administrative person
nel, from their pay according to pledges on the part of various organizations 
and offices.

Second, it is augmented by the 60 per cent of the profits of foreign- 
owned firms that must be invested within Ghana.

Third, foreign credits are being used to establish State enterprises which 
will be profitable and will pay for their costs within a short time. How
ever, the profits of the State enterprises cannot be an appreciable source of 
accumulation within the next five years.

Fourth, the State obtains considerable revenue from the purchase tax 
on various consumer goods, but these revenues could only be increased if 
the turnover, i. e., imports, were raised. Then too, an increase in imports 
imposes a further burden on the balance of payments, which is already neg
ative.



Account must also be taken of the fact that the recurrent expenditures 
of the budget are relatively high, as a result of which there is not much 
left for the development of the economy.

Ghana has, it is true, realized a considerable amount of accumulation 
during the past few years, but this was at the expense of the foreign cur
rency reserves and of the budget. This path may, if there is no other 
choice, be followed for some time, but no firm accumulation policy can 
be established on such a basis.

It is, I think, obvious from this situation that Ghana needs credits based 
on bilateral agreements and furnished, or at least guaranteed, by the Govern
ments of capitalist and socialist countries, in the interests of her economic 
growth. She also needs credits extended on favourable terms by various 
international organizations. In determing the conditions, the expiring dates 
and the interests on these credits, however, the specific problems of the 
economically underdeveloped countries must be considered. The interna
tional credit practices that have evolved in transactions between the ad
vanced capitalist countries are an intolerable burden for the economically 
underdeveloped States. In the case of western credits, the rate of interest 
is on the average 5.5 per cent, the payment of interest must begin in the 
second year, and the repayment of capital in the third. It is my firm con
viction that the economically underdeveloped countries can only begin the 
repayment of credits at a time when the object built with the credit has 
begun to operate and produce.

Would it be asking too much of certain international organizations, such 
as the World Bank, that they should show a constructive example in the 
determination of credit conditions?

It must also be borne in mind that in the case of investments from foreign 
credits, the infrastructure (roads, water, communal and health institutions, 
the solution of educational problems) must be provided by Ghana herself. 
This obligation means that the country must contribute £ 1.5 million to 
every £ 1 million of foreign credits. Apart from the fact that so large a 
contribution cannot be raised from the accumulation resources that have 
been enumerated, the various effects and consequences of building the 
infrastructure on other fields of economic life must also be considered. 
The building of the infrastructure is throughout the world, and particularly 
in Ghana, a process that requires large wage expenditures. If we examine 
the other side of economic circulation, wages appear as purchasing power. 
In order to absorb the purchasing power which thus arises, it is necessary 
to import further consumer goods. According to my calculations the build
ing of an infrastructure to the value of £ 1.5 million (on the assumption of
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foreign credits of £ I million) leads to the appearance of £ 0.8 million of 
additional purchasing power. But it is impossible to import more, for Ghana 
has only seven export articles—foodstuffs and raw materials whose price 
is relatively low and for which the terms of trade are unfavourable—while 
every possible kind of finished article must be imported.

This line of thought may be summed up in the seemingly paradoxical 
statement that an increase of foreign credits extended in investment goods 
causes a grave deficit in the current balance of foreign trade. Economic 
growth therefore results not in small, short-term disturbances of equilib
rium but in grave, long-term difficulties which are at certain points of 
time insuperable.

It follows that Ghana needs credits of such construction that, in addition 
to increasing production capacities (this is a condition of all economic ad
vance), they facilitate an increase in internal accumulation and serve to 
prevent the growth in imports which is attendant on an increase in invest
ment activities.

Economic growth and balance are, to some extent, contradictory con
cepts and may become especially so in the course of practical economic 
policies. In the case of the economically underdeveloped countries, however, 
particular care must be taken to see that a form of growth is chosen which 
does not cause large and long-term disturbances of the equilibrium. Many 
people consider that a relatively underdeveloped economy is able to survive 
more disturbances than a more differentiated one. This is true only in the 
“vegetative sense” of the word, not in the case of growth.

It is necessary to distinguish between the vegetative and the dynamic 
(growth) sensitivities of different national economies. The vegetative sen
sitivity of advanced economies is great, for in a complex system of mutual 
dependence and inter-relations even disturbances of short duration can para
lyse economic life. Their dynamic sensitivity on the other hand is small, 
because there is a considerable amount of accumulation reserve which may be 
used to balance rapidly the disturbances that may arise.

In the economically underdeveloped countries, the situation is reversed. 
The economy can, in the vegetative sense, weather disturbances even of 
prolonged duration, while a break or possible decline in the tempo of 
growth may be catastrophic for development, since there are no accumula
tion reserves with which a new impetus could be provided. Moreover, 
when a defective economic cycle has once more begun, it is harder to 
find a way out of it than it was on the first occasion—not to mention the 
fact that if there are difficulties in the process of growth it is harder to 
obtain foreign credits.



Hence, what is needed are foreign credits so constructed as to contain 
production equipment and, simultaneously, consumer goods that can be 
sold on the Ghanaian market. These consumer goods must be sold on the 
domestic market and the returns thus obtained collected in a single fund 
from which the Ghanaian contribution has to be financed. At the same 
time the consumer goods make it possible to prevent an increase in im
ports and, if  circumstances are favourable, even to achieve a reduction. 
This practice must be continued until the internal accummulation oppor
tunities have improved, and the construction of a more diversified home 
economy permits a considerable part of the consumer goods to be produced 
in the country.

It would be desirable for study groups to be set up by the international 
organizations to submit proposals for credit conditions and constructions 
that would best promote the development of the backward countries.

After the opportunities for accumulation had been investigated, an an
swer also had to be furnished to the question of what minimum increase 
in national income must be achieved in order to maintain the upward trend 
of economic activity. The rate of growth of the population is at least 3 per 
cent, which means that with an annual rise of 3 per cent in the national 
income (presuming no change in per capita consumption) there is not really 
any opportunity for increasing the accumulation fund. For this reason we 
must accept as a postulate that in order to augment the formation of capi
tal a minimum annual rise of 5 per cent in the national income must be 
achieved.

Continuing the series of logical deductions, we next had to examine the 
problem of what percentage of investment could secure a one per cent rise 
in the national income. The ratio of increase in the national income to the 
magnitude of the necessary investments is generally more favourable in the 
economically advanced countries, varying from 1 : 3 to x : 3.5. In the 
economically underdeveloped countries, because of the greater requirements 
with respect to the infrastructure, the ratio is less favourable. In the case of 
Ghana, according to rough calculations based on not entirely reliable 
figures, the ratio is about 1 : 4 or x : 4.5. This means that a one per cent 
growth in the national income can be achieved by an accumulation of 4 
to 4.5 per cent.

A 5 per cent annual increase in the national income as a postulate may 
therefore, because of the large infrastructure requirements of investments, 
only be secured if an accumulation rate of 20 to 22.5 per cent can (with 
the help of internal accumulation and foreign credits) be achieved without 
too greatly endangering the dynamic balance of the economy.
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The obvious answer would be an increase in the ratio of productive in
vestments to the detriment of the infrastructure or an attempt to increase 
accumulation at the expense of consumption. Neither is a popular econom
ic policy, but their application is hard to avoid in some cases, particularly 
at the beginning of the period of growth (the take-off period). It should 
be pointed out, however, that in Ghana (and presumably in other economi
cally underdeveloped countries), training in skills, raising of the level of 
training of the labour force, and improvements in health conditions and 
in nutrition are part of the preconditions for raising the productivity of 
labour. I have been strengthened in this conviction not only by various 
economic calculations but also by my personal impressions. The greater 
part of the labour force is subject to fatigue because of poor nutrition, and 
incapable of concentration because of the low level of skill.

Having determined the order of magnitude and sources of accumulation 
and worked out the measures and rules to secure it, we came to the second 
great dilemma of planning and economic policies, namely, how the accu
mulated resources are to be divided among the various tasks and objectives. 
The situation in practice is that the demand for investments is far greater 
than the actual possibilities, which are limited not only by the financial 
resources available but also by the degree and effectiveness of economic 
organization.

There is an optimum magnitude of investments: the quantity of 
material resources (expressed in monetary terms) which can be economi
cally utilized at the given level of organization of the national economy. 
Investment requirements, on the other hand, are practically unlimited, 
because the available material resources can, if viewed in themselves, be 
invested usefully in every sector of the economy.

Though the demand for investments is greater than the possibilities in 
every healthy economy, in the economically underdeveloped countries the 
tension and contradiction are far greater.

The order of precedence—the determination of priorities for investment 
projects—is therefore one of the basic problems of all economic policies 
and when viewed in practice permits a very good assessment to be made 
of the objectives and endeavours of a particular economic policy.

The accumulation must first of all be divided up between productive 
and non-productive investments. Reference has already been made to the 
fact that the productivity of labour is directly increased by productive in
vestments. I have also mentioned that in Ghana, as in many other econom
ically underdeveloped countries, the proportion of unproductive invest
ments is very high. This situation, which is unfavourable from the point of
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view of rapidly increasing the national income, may for the most part be 
attributed to unavoidable objective causes. Education, health services and 
communal investments engage large amounts of State resources. The costs 
of establishing and operating the new State organization must also be taken 
into account. A strong, centralized State power is needed, for tribal parti
cularism is still strong and unifying traditions are still few. In addition, 
the new State power is the most dynamic factor of development and, from 
the first day of its existence, has had to cope with problems that Govern
ments of the advanced western countries do not have to deal with. There 
are not enough experts, so that many problems must be solved by the em
ployment of large but inefficient staffs. New Government buildings must 
be erected, and offices and ministries organized. One or another of the 
new buildings may, under the emotional influence of the country’s new 
status, have been furnished with extravagant luxury. Unjustifiedly expen
sive projects in the field of education may occasionally be encountered. 
The ratio of unproductive investments will, however, remain high even 
after these conspicuous features have been eliminated.

In allocating financial resources attention must also be paid to the pro
portion of investments with long-term and short-term amortization. It is 
necessary to examine this proportion in every country, but especially in 
economically underdeveloped countries. If much of the investment is financed 
by foreign credits, then the relation between the deadline for repayment 
of the credits and the date of amortization is very important. The need for 
investments with slow amortization is obvious, particularly in the fields of 
power and raw-material production.

Because of the high proportion of unproductive investments, and the 
fact that it is impossible to avoid building certain expensive objects where 
amortization is slow, increased care must be taken to see that the other 
productive investments may pay for themselves quickly and with high 
profits. If the opposite occurs, the level of accumulation will fall within 
a few years.

Finally, it must be borne in mind that productive capacity can only 
be increased by developing the sectors of industry which manufacture in
struments of production. This aim can be realized in a variety of ways and 
in several phases. The socialist countries have chosen the direct approach 
in this regard. In essence, this means that the country concerned invests 
the bulk of its available accumulation resources in these sectors of industry 
and constructs directly the necessary enterprises.

The preconditions for adopting the direct approach in the socialist coun
tries have been as follows:
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1. Availability of the greater part of the necessary raw materials in 
adequate amounts secured over a long-range period (by means of 
development of the country’s own raw-material bases or through 
international cooperation).

2. Presence of sufficient diversification in the economy to enable satis
faction of increased demand for consumer goods without a significant 
rise in imports.

3. Possibility of securing markets (through international cooperation) for 
the products of the new industry.

4. Presence of sufficiently high general intellectual standards to enable 
relatively quick elimination of the unavoidable shortage of experts.

Obviously these conditions are not available in the economically under
developed countries. For this reason it is necessary to apply indirect methods 
in the course of developing the sectors of industry which manufacture instru
ments of production. The “indirect method” means that the financial re
sources must be invested in such a way as to make it possible 1) to increase 
exports or improve the terms of trade and 2) to reduce imports. Next, the 
foreign trade returns thus obtained must be devoted to the purchase of 
instruments of production of the kind that will permit the indigenous 
raw materials to be processed as finished goods. During the preparatory 
stage provision must also be made for guaranteed markets for the finished 
products, since home demand will be limited for a time. In Ghana, more
over, and in many other economically underdeveloped countries, the exploi
tation of the country’s natural resources has only just begun.

There are considerably greater opportunities for decreasing imports (if a 
more diversified domestic economy is gradually established) than for increas
ing exports. The scope of articles at present imported is so broad that each 
new plant which strives to satisfy the basic needs of the population will 
make it possible to achieve a substantial saving in imports. In agriculture 
too an effort ought to be made—at least in theory—both to increase exports 
and to save on imports. However, Ghana’s main export article does not 
permit of elasticity: per capita consumption of cocoa throughout the world 
has been the same for decades, the supply has year by year been greater 
than the demand, and the price has fallen lower each year. Exports could 
be increased by establishment of new cultures, such as rubber, but the 
position of rubber on the world market has not been stable since the ad
vance of synthetic rubber, and the old rubber-producing countries are in a 
more advantageous position because of greater experience and of existing 
trade contacts. Another circumstance which compels caution is that Ghana’s 
dependence on the world market would increase still further—and that in a
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country whose share of foreign trade in the national income already amounts 
to 59—60 per cent!

At the same time, however, the import of agricultural goods has risen 
sharply over the past few years. This increase may be attributed partly to 
growth of the population, partly to stagnation in the production of agri
cultural commodities for domestic consumption. If the effects of the rapid 
growth of the population are considered with respect to the import of 
foodstuffs, by 1970 (presuming no changes in per capita consumption or in 
agricultural-commodity production for domestic purposes) the import of 
foodstuffs will be three times what it now is. On the basis of this hypoth
esis, agricultural imports will begin to exceed exports by 1967.

These calculations further substantiate our view that in Ghana there are 
greater opportunities for reducing imports than for increasing exports.

In the first phase of the country’s economic development, therefore, the 
available internal accumulation and foreign credits must be used to construct 
a diversified economy which 1) is capable of reducing imports, 2) provides 
greater accumulation opportunities for the State, 3) renders investments 
cheaper, 4) organically accumulates the resources necessary for the second 
phase of economic development.

In order to save on imports and increase accumulation, productive in
vestments should therefore be devoted to the development of agricultural 
production for domestic purposes and the establishment of light industries, 
particularly textiles. Moreover, to render investments cheaper it is neces
sary to develop the building-materials industry, including the cement in
dustry. And, finally, to provide the groundwork for the second phase of 
economic development it is necessary to develop power production (Volta 
project), to increase the domestic output of raw materials, raising the level 
of their processing, and to extend greatly the network of transport and 
ports.

It should be emphasized that the great majority of the leading personnel 
in the economically underdeveloped countries are apt to undertake spec
tacular projects which exceed the resources of their country and do not im
prove the productivity of labour. Thus there is particularly great signifi
cance in their adoption of a concept of economic policy based on the deter
mination of priorities. Priorities, of course, tell you not only what invest
ments can be undertaken but also that the rest must be shelved.

The plants to be built while the plan is being fulfilled cannot at the 
outset produce for sale at competitive prices. Some will—not for long, 
it is hoped—be operated at a loss, but in dealing with a national economy 
it is no use to think like an industrial capitalist. Every new plant will have
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numerous additional effects, for example, reduction of imports, increase of 
State revenues, improvement of economic circulation, increase in the num
ber of skilled workers, provision of more purchasing power for the popula
tion, improvement of health conditions and promotion of the development 
of modern social conditions.

Mention has already been made of the greatest drawback in Ghana’s 
foreign-trade situation—that exports cannot be increased at the rate at 
which imports must rise. Therefore, the most important aim has been de
fined as the reduction of imports by diversification of the domestic econ
omy. In exports, the main task for the time being is improvement of the 
terms of trade by increasing the extent to which the commodities are pro
cessed.

Of course the terms of trade have, during the past ten years, shifted, to 
the detriment of the raw-material-producing countries. In the case of 
Ghana this means that, if both the export and import prices for 1954 are 
taken to be 100, in i960 the index of export prices was 53 and that of 
imports 103 ! It is obvious that under such circumstances a grave deficit 
had to ensue in foreign trade. The decrease in the prices of foodstuffs and 
raw materials is, according to all the indications, a lasting trend. The 
reasons for this trend are the following:

First, the agriculture of the economically advanced countries has devel
oped rapidly, while their consumption of foodstuffs is inelastic.

Second, technical development has brought about a decrease in weight 
of machinery and a considerable increase in capacity per machine unit 
(an extreme example is in the armaments industry).

Third, the economically underdeveloped countries are vigorously expand
ing their output, and a surfeit of numerous foodstuffs and raw materials has 
resulted.

Fourth, the synthetic materials produced by the chemical industry are 
gaining prominence throughout the world.

Fifth, the modernity of the products offered for sale is playing an increas- 
ingly greater part in the formation of prices on the world market.

Under these circumstances Ghana must strive to obtain guaranteed 
prices, particularly within the Sterling Zone.

At the same time the country’s economic contacts must be extended in 
every direction and alternative markets obtained, so that its unilateral de
pendence on the big monopolies may be reduced.

Special attention should be paid—and the African Economic Commit
tee of the United Nations seems an appropriate forum for the purpose— 
to increasing the mutual trade between the African states and to the prob-
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lem of the inter-African division of labour. As a result of the historically 
evolved division of labour and the traditional relations based on it, trade 
between the African countries is still in its infancy. An augmentation of 
the division of labour in Africa is a complex task, for these countries have 
very similar economic structures and it is therefore difficult for them to 
buy from or sell to their immediate neighbours.

Yet there will be an ever greater need for a division of labour, since all 
these countries are striving to develop, but all are deficient in capital and 
have limited internal markets. The division of tasks within a larger econom
ic unit seems very much to the point.

Some methods of influencing the economically underdeveloped countries

The plan drawn up for Ghana contains not only aims of economic policies 
but also their means and methods. It is not sufficient to determine correct 
aims for an economic policy; the circumstances must also be shaped and, 
if necessary, altered to assist more appropriately in realizing the aims.

Even the majority of the bourgeois economists now admit that, as op
posed to the classical theory, there is no automatic regulator of economic 
and social systems. The free play of forces on the market, moreover, does 
not help but hinders the growth of the economically underdeveloped coun
tries. Certain economic methods and impulses, if applied in an expert man
ner, will promote the growth of the economically underdeveloped countries.

To begin with, price policies should be mentioned as playing a great 
part in the development of State revenues, in consolidation of indigenous 
industries and in distribution of incomes.

Reference must also be made to the familiar circumstance that the mar
ket of Ghana, as in many similar countries, is full of foreign commodities. 
Slowly, however, the products of the country’s own industries are appearing 
on the internal market and, as historical examples show, it becomes neces
sary to adopt a policy of “protectionism.” The home industries are, of 
course, not yet able to produce at competitive prices and the quality of 
the products lags behind that of the foreign commodities. The customary 
comparisons naturally do not take into account the additional considera
tions which I mentioned earlier. Protection of the home industries takes 
place for the most part through prices. In this way—and for Ghana this 
is a point of very great significance—it is also possible to reduce imports.

A Government which directs economic life must exercise control over 
credits and foreign trade, particularly over imports, for all industrialization
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involves a gradual transformation of the pattern of foreign trade and a 
temporary growth of imports. A reduction must therefore be made in im
ports of luxury goods, for instance, while at the same time care should be 
taken to see that the items of equipment featured in the investment plan 
are imported.

It is of decisive importance that the responsible officials in the economi
cally underdeveloped countries should learn how to apply these means and 
methods. At present there are still cases of voluntarism. Particular decrees 
by the Government on economic matters are frequently expected to work 
wonders, without anything being done to examine the means and methods 
that would make it possible to carry them out. There is, as yet, little expe
rience available in this respect. “Things will get worse before they get bet
ter,” as the saying goes.

It is to be hoped that, with increased experience, the stare machinery 
will use those methods which permit increasingly better fulfillment of the 
aims of economic policy. At the same time, the courage, resolution and 
self-confidence of those responsible will increase.

Some thoughts on the advisory activities of the UN

I would like very briefly to summarize some of my experiences with 
respect to the advisory activities of international organizations, particularly 
the UN.

In the activities of the UN there are an increasing number of examples 
of interest in the problems of economically underdeveloped countries and 
research on appropriate methods of aiding these countries. Evidence of such 
interest must be welcomed, for the development of these countries is one 
of the most important problems of our age and of mankind.

Well-known are the worries and reservations which come up among 
progressive persons in connection with the UN advisory activities—and 
this on the basis of some regrettable experiences. I will not go into detail 
about these problems of a political nature, because I would like to treat 
the technique and methods of counselling and not its content and direction. 
Nevertheless, I would like to mention that the majority of the UN advis
ors working in Ghana, coming as they do from the most diverse geographic
al and political parts of the world, are not only outstanding experts but 
humanists as well. This statement should be interpreted to mean that the 
individuals do not completely identify themselves with the institutions in 
which their activities are centered and, on the other hand, that the insti
tutions are stronger than the individuals working in them. There is a good
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number of excellent human beings working in institutions about whose 
functioning we have our reservations; but the sense and consequences of 
the work of such individuals is defined by the institutions behind them.

In summing up my experiences, as well as while making my observa
tions, I have been guided by the desire to help improve the advisory system 
and thus make some contribution to the development of these countries.

Three questions, closely related to one another, come up in connection 
with all advisory work on economic matters:

First, on what group of problems (in what special field) must advice be 
given, and is advice also being offered in the adjacent fields?

Second, to whom—persons or institutions—is advice to be given, and 
will the proposals reach those actually concerned?

Third, do the decision-making bodies take note of the recommendations, 
and is the advice in a state of “readiness for action” ?

In regard to the first question, the present system of advisory activity is 
rather narrowly specialized, because of the contemporary specialization of 
experts. Every good and conscientious expert is, of course, able to offer 
useful advice on his own special field. Let us presume that it is desired to 
put this advice into effect. It will then be necessary to set certain econom
ic factors into motion whose subsidiary effects are of great importance. 
Moreover, the measures taken will have their full value only if comple
mentary decisions are made in the adjacent fields—otherwise the situation 
will resemble that in a mine where the coal is worked with cutter-loaders 
and transported to the surface by draught animals. Under such circum
stances the capacity of the mine is determined not by the amount of coal 
which can be hewed but that which can be transported to the surface.

Thus the scope of advisory activity should extend to ways of solving all 
the contiguous problems and supplementary effects beyond the specific 
sphere of inquiry.

This aim can be achieved in one of two ways: through experts with 
broader training, or by advice that extends to all the related fields.

At present there are many technical experts who are not versed in the 
problems of economics and many economists who do not have a sufficient 
knowledge of the problems of agriculture. In the developed countries, no 
particular harm comes of this, since a “complementary” expert will be 
available next door or in the next building. In the economically under
developed countries, the situation is different, and more comprehensive 
advice covering a broader scope is necessary.

As regards the other two closely related questions, the essential issue may 
be put as follows: The experts in the various fields make recommendations
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which are in themselves correct, wise and apposite. But which of the many 
correct proposals is the Government to accept? Suppose—ideally—that 
the recommendations are not at variance with each other (though this is 
hard to imagine); even so, they would compete with one another—for 
example, the financial resources already assigned to one investment cannot 
be used for another. In other words, a decision on priorities must be made. 
If, however, the delivery of expert advice is not unified by—and crowned 
with—general advice on a similar plane delivered at the level of the Govern
ment, then how can the priorities be correctly determined? General advice 
of a scientific nature on economic policies at the Government level is, after 
all, indispensable even in those countries where several hundred years’ ad
ministrative experience has accumulated.

If  the statement that the State—the Government—represents the most 
dynamic factor of development in the new countries is accepted, then 
methods and forms for giving advice must be sought that will meet the 
main aim of achieving correct Government decisions. It is not enough 
for excellent pieces of advice to be handed out at a level far removed from 
Government action, for, while successes of a local character may be achieved 
in some questions of detail, the actual formulation of economic decisions 
will nor be affected. Yet it is these decisions, made at the Government level, 
that clearly have the greatest and most comprehensive influence on the 
development of the national economy and the fate of the country.

In this context, the problems that arise must be examined by taking the 
Government level as the point of departure and must be worked out in 
such a way as to be ready for decision and action. There is not much use 
in compiling lengthy documents and reports that no one reads.

Of course, many persons, especially those scholars and experts who do 
not have much knowledge of life, will ask why they are not read. But any
one who is acquainted with the burdens devolving on members of Govern
ments, the extent to which they are occupied, and the nature of their work 
will appreciate that they do not generally* have the time to read or the 
opportunity for thoroughly studying every voluminous document submit
ted to them.

Whether we like it or not, this is the situation to which we must adapt 
ourselves whenever we tender advice.

* I would like in this context to point out that the President o f the Republic, Dr. Kwame 
Nkrumah, read a report of about n o  pages on the guiding principles of the Seven-Year Plan in the 
space of 48 hours. However, this achievement, which was due to the President’s extraordinary 
intellectual powers, his conscientiousness and expeditious nature, cannot be regarded as the norm, or 
as the practice of the near future even in the economically advanced countries. (Author’s note.)
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If the advisor’s desire is to help, rather than to carry through ideas that 

he has been nurturing for a long time, then he will be able to adapt him
self to this situation. I should point out that the problem of what science 
is able to let the active statesman have in order for his decisions to benefit 
the community has cropped up not only in the economically underdevel
oped countries but even in the most highly developed ones. We are every
where searching for and trying to explore the answer. Science and action are 
not yet the same thing. It is possible, however, that the ways, the methods 
and forms needed to establish this unity may most readily be discovered 
precisely in the economically underdeveloped countries. In the advanced 
countries the contacts between the statesman and the scholar take place 
through a whole system of complicated institutions and organizations, 
while in the economically underdeveloped countries they are direct. This 
does not, of course, imply that in the economically advanced countries 
the statesmen and scientists do not meet personally. Nevertheless, the 
directness of their intellectual encounter is diminished by the above-men
tioned system through which the ideas of the statesman usually reach the 
scientist and the recommendations of the latter are forwarded to the 
statesman.

Various international organizations and individual States have already 
given much help to the economically underdeveloped countries. This help 
could be increased in its scope and intensified in effect if the problems of 
content and form were more profoundly and concretely analysed from the 
point of view of requirements and needs, making use of the experiences of 
those who have already worked in ihese countries.

It may seem immodest for me to have tried to generalize my slight ex
perience to such an extent. I have nevertheless felt it my duty to make 
these observations, for they are concerned with an area where no one has 
had too much experience, and even the little that I have is significant.

#

The former Gold Coast—the new Ghana—has great political, social and 
economic achievements to its credit since it won its independence. There 
has been much arguing as to when a people are sufficiently “mature” for 
independence and how the new nation is born. Dr. Kwame Nkrumah 
expressed the belief and conviction of the entire Ghanaian people when 
he said in the National Assembly: “The right of a people to decide their 
own destiny, to make their way in freedom, is not to be measured by the 
yardstick of colour or degree of social development.. .  Never in the his-
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tory of the world has an alien ruler granted self-rule to a people on a silver 
platter. Therefore, I say that a people’s readiness and willingness to assume 
the responsibilities of self-rule is the single criterion of their preparedness 
to undertake those reponsibilities.” *

The people of Ghana have, both through their persistent, courageous 
and circumspect struggle for independence and their achievements since 
that time, proved that they are valuable members of the great family of 
peoples.

The new State must, with the devoted help and enthusiastic support of 
the people, solve tremendous tasks. They must set a society and an economy 
that, as a result of colonialism, were immobile for centuries and then de
veloped in a distorted fashion, on the path of a rapid, healthy and well- 
founded advance. However, the way to social progress and economic growth 
is paved not only with achievements and results but also with problems and 
difficulties. Even though numerous worries and problems now belong to 
the past, there are always new ones to be faced.

In many respects the struggle is becoming more and more difficult and 
complicated, for it is with heavier heart that one faces one’s own mistakes— 
alive and present as the products of historical development—than the foreign 
oppressors. Yet progress demands this struggle against faults and weak
nesses, even though the friends and fellow fighters of yesterday may, as a 
result, drop behind.

The revolutionary enthusiasm that carried the people with it in the 
struggle for independence must be linked with constructive work, voluntary 
discipline, and the level-headed administration of an economic life based 
on rational standards. I am convinced that the people of Ghana are able 
to overcome the great difficulties in front of them and, through organized, 
tenacious work, to construct a highly developed society and a diversified, 
modern economy.

The achievement of progress is the responsibility and the task of the 
whole people and of the Government. It is also a matter of common con
cern for all progressive mankind.

4 The autobiography of Kwame Nkrumah. Edinburgh, Thomas Nelson and Sons Ltd., p. 159.



DOING BRITAIN WITH A GIRAFFE, II.
(Concluding pages of a diary)* 

by

IV Á N  B O L D IZ S Á R

My birthday. London, October goth

The telephone rang at seven a. m. The young lady at the hotel 
switchboard, of whose helpfulness I have been taking advantage 
for four weeks now, was sorry to have rung so early. “A call from 
Budapest,” she announced. While she was putting it through 
she found time—oh land of politeness and consideration—to murmur, “I 

hope there’s nothing wrong.”
No, thank you, there was nothing wrong except that I had grown a 

year older. My wife and children wished me many happy returns. I 
thanked them, delighted to have the call. My wife had only to begin the 
sentence: “Do you remember—?” She was referring to the first and so far 
the only birthday that we had not spent together. I t was in 1942. We had 
been married for a year and one month, and the birthday happened to be 
my thirtieth. The tone of her letters to the front had been even more anxious 
than usual. Only later did I find out that it was a silly fortune-telling game 
which had made her afraid of this day. At about the same time of day as 
the present telephone call we had in fact undergone an extremely heavy 
artillery bombardment. It had still been dark beside the Don that morning. 
Twenty minutes later some scattered fragments of benches were all that 
remained of our quarters, the former school.

I felt like singing into the phone. A pity we are not together, but life 
is so beautiful! During the past few weeks life has been so concentrated 
and intense that every hour has consisted of a hundred and twenty minutes, 
each minute has had something to offer.

“What are you doing today, Dad?” asked my elder son.
“I’m being received in Parliament,” I answered.
“Not a bad birthday present. Did they know it was today?”
“O f course. And they have put out the flags on the buildings.”
* See No. 5 (January-March) o f The New Hungarian Quarterly.
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“Quite right. I t’s the least they could do,” replied my eldest, voicing 

the sentiments of the family. Then he told me that by way of a birthday 
present they would now hang up, because I would have to pay for the call 
when I came home.

Hardly had I replaced the receiver when the telephone rang again. It 
was a deep, hoarse, slowly speaking voice, with a slight roll of the “r”-s 
recalling a past even more remote than that bombardment. Z. Sz., who 
now called me, had been the Pollux of the child and the adolescent Castor 
that I once was—we experienced together the first poem, first short story, 
first love affair, first piece of published writing, first disillusionment, the 
literary magazine we founded together, the first journey we undertook to 
the villages which we were to discover, the first temptations, vacillations 
and recoveries, the first trials, failures and successes. And after the many 
“firsts” that we would never forget, how many more common undertakings, 
struggles and ordeals there had been, and how few successes we had had. 
Twenty years earlier no one would have thought, least of all the two of us, 
that by the time we reached the zenith of our manhood we would be so 
distant from one another, both in miles and in the circumstances of our 
lives. He has been a Londoner for over twelve years. When we first met 
again in London. . .  But that is a subject about which we ought only to 
write jointly. Why jointly? In the old days we never did that with anything 
we wrote, but frequently we used each other’s names because we knew 
that the other would write the same thing. Since we shall never write jointly 
in the future either, the story of how we met again will remain untold. 
Let’s have dinner together, Z. proposed, and the thought suddenly came 
to my mind that as we would sit together, in the somewhat elated atmos
phere of a birthday dinner, as we would survey the past—for both of us 
were in the last year before our fiftieth—I would tell him that I had chosen 
his life as a looking glass and that I had never had such peace of mind as 
when I looked into that mirror.

He had put down the receiver but I rang him again, for I did not want 
to be his debtor in friendly remembrances: “I am hardly likely to be here 
at the beginning of June. Let me wish you many happy returns in advance.” 
We both laughed, but it was “as though I felt some bitterness in the wine.” 
So long, then. So long. I wondered if he too recalled Arany’s ballad in 
which old Márkus suddenly tasted a bitterness in his mouth. The compari
son is bad, for the hero of the ballad had borne false witness—how on earth 
could it have crossed my mind? It was obviously not the contents of the 
poem that this experience cast up from the oceanic depths of memory but 
the words, the laughter that suddenly tasted b itte r. If I  had now been at
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home I would have rung him up a second time and we would have had a 
good chat about the purely verbal magic of words.

I had to hurry now, for at eleven I had a date with the man from the 
Central Information Office who was to take me to Parliament. Before I met 
him I was to buy myself a birthday present, this was my wife’s wish, she 
had written that I should and had also reminded me over the phone. I spent 
some time flirting with a light-weight suitcase in Southampton Row that 
had hangers in it for one’s suits. Finally I made do with a clothes-brush 
gadget the bristles of which can be made to disappear by means of a clever 
device. It is like a flat, rectangular hedgehog. W ith the money I had saved 
I rushed off to Regent Street and went into a pullover shop by the name 
of Huppert. The price of the black lady’s twin-set was pretty steep, but 
I could not go elsewhere because I have been racked by curiosity for the 
last three weeks as to whether this Huppert had come from Budapest. 
Once I had the bill in my hand I felt I had earned the right to put my 
indiscrete question. The owner smiled. “No, I ’m afraid not. Nor am I 
Kulcsár.”

My mouth dropped open in wonder. How could he have divined that 
I had supposed he was from Budapest because the name of Huppert had 
instantly become associated in my mind with the famous dry-cleaners of 
my youth, the firm of Kulcsár and Huppert, with branches all over the 
city?

“ Many Hungarians have asked me, you know, and I owe many a good 
client to my namesake. Are you going back to Budapest? If  you happen to 
know Mr. Huppert or Mr. Kulcsár, please give them my best regards.”

(I have done so, and this was all the easier as Mr. Huppert’s son still 
has a small dry-cleaning shop near the Opera and is the cleaner for the 
theatre and literary world. And to round the story off, Mr. Huppert Jr. 
has heard of his namesake in London and has even dry-cleaned a pullover 
that was bought there.)

The smart, feather-weight parcel—no one would have thought it con
tained both a pullover and a cardigan-—dangled from my finger all day. It 
greatly contributed to bolstering up my birthday spirits. I went on wander
ing about town a little. This is what I have had least time to do in London. 
It is a good thing when kind and active hosts compile a rich program, but 
you have to have some hours, indeed half-holidays, when you don’t do 
anything in particular but just lie back on the waters of the city and let 
the waves rock and carry you. I felt a strong ocean current trying to whirl 
me from the knitwear shop towards Piccadilly Circus, but I turned away 
because I wanted at last to have a leisurely look at the gentle and elegantly
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curved sweep of Regent Street. Moreover, I had once read of an English 
actress who had given chase to the head-waiter at the Café Royal with a 
long hat-pin, and I really could not return from London without having 
inspected the scene of this incident. I had forgotten the name of the actress. 
And Regent Street is also the site of a host of shops and stores whose names 
I know well, from detective stories if nothing else. It was time, before 
bidding farewell to London, for my fancies and their objects to meet in 
my mind.

But for the time being I was at Piccadilly Circus, the world’s most 
confused square. I think that is exactly why Londoners are so fond of it. 
There are elsewhere places with such proportion and charm in this immeas
urably vast city that the topsy-turvy square was probably created to sa
tisfy human nature’s need of a wilderness. Indeed, all I can recall are walls. 
And when I stood at one of the corners—the whole place is all corners, as 
irregular as a forest clearing—I was still unable to see anything but walls, 
rendered uglier still by the glaring advertisements all over them. “Quite 
Italian, isn’t it?” asked M., with whom I walked this way the day after 
my arrival. I had then let the remark pass, because I thought he was joking. 
Now I began to suspect what M. was driving at—the square is so irregular 
that even the disciplined Londoner becomes unruly here. A lad ran down 
the steps to the underground, shoving people aside as he went. A man of 
my own age bumped against my shoulder and did not say he was sorry. 
A hot-dog vendor snapped at a young customer. Two cars almost brushed 
against each other, and one of the drivers yelled angrily. All these were 
outbreaks of temper such as I have not seen anywhere else for nearly a 
month now, only on this round square which indeed almost seems to qual
ify for what we in Hungary mean by the word “circus.”

The British, and the Hungarians who have become Londoners, do in 
fact appear to have a certain yearning for things Italian. It is now, nearly 
half a year after my visit, that I see this plainly from the London papers, 
which are full of schemes for the new lay-out of the square. They plan to 
have a Piccadilly Piazza, with a fountain in the centre surrounded by a 
small basin, just as in Florence, only very much larger—in fact, they intend 
to skate on it in the winter. The statue of Eros, which serves the same pur
pose for Londoners with a date as the clock outside the National Theatre 
in Budapest, would stand on the edge of the basin. The statue has become 
transubstantiated into a symbol. I passed by it several times — although 
unfortunately, I did not happen at any of those times to have a date with 
anyone — but rack my brains as I will, I cannot for the life of me comment 
on it as a statue.
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I gazed away for half an hour at the people, the cars, the movement. 
The Quadrant of Regent Street offers a fine view from here. Since the occa
sion on the first day of my stay, when I happened during a walk to come 
across Park Crescent in Regent’s Park and had allowed myself to be rocked 
on the gondola of its irresistible beauty (in this case it was the tender 
delicacy that was Italian and not the colours and turmoil as in Piccadilly 
Circus), I have found out how this Crescent, this terrestrial new moon, 
and its companion, the Quadrant, came to be built. I had no need to delve 
into libraries, for that has been done, on my behalf and on behalf of all 
Londoners and foreigners who love the city’s stones, by Nikolaus Pevsner, 
the British equivalent of our Genthon. His two volumes on London are 
dedicated to those public librarians of the city without whose help he 
could not have written his book and whom we now no longer need to pester 
for various works.

Pevsner is marvellous, he knows everything, but keeps on grumbling, and 
nothing in London is good enough for him the way it is or the way it has 
developed. He is severe in his descriptions of streets, squares, buildings, 
styles and the changes inflicted on them, but he cannot refrain at the same 
time from including in both his volumes a bit of parenthesized gossip 
about John Nash, the architect of the Regent Street Quadrant and of Park 
Crescent. It so happens that the story of the building of Regent Street is 
told in the first volume, while that of Park Crescent is described in the 
second. Both events took place during the period of the Prince Regent, 
later to become the capricious King George IV, whose rather extravagant 
ambition was to have a via triumphalis built for himself. There was consid
erable delay over the elaboration of the plans, and finally Nash was com
missioned to draw them up. But why he? He was the greatest architect of the 
period, and this may have been cause for esteem, but this was apparently 
not sufficient, for in the first volume Pevsner says that Nash’s wife, twenty- 
one years younger than he, had had an affair with the Regent before he 
married her, while in the second volume he refers to “intimate private 
reasons.” As I look at his schoolboy’s head on the flap of his voluminous 
“London,” he seems to wink at the reader from behind his old-fashioned 
wire-framed spectacles and to chuckle to himself over how much more 
he knows about London and Londoners, the dead—and probably also the 
quick—than what he has put down in these respectably terse books. Since 
my return, Pevsner’s books on my writing table have allowed me to re
live London. It was no use thumbing through them before I went—the 
real joy is that of rediscovery.
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Nevertheless it was not in Pevsner that I read of the actress who gave 
chase to the headwaiter. Let’s find this Café Royal, or I ’ll miss it again. 
There it is, only a few paces from the Circus, a capital N with a crown over 
it above the entrance, and the date 1865. Surely not in honour of Napoleon 
III? In Paris I would look in vain for such persistent honour to a historical 
memory. I only went to the Grill Room, for that was where the head- 
waiter had had to run for it. He had plenty of room—it is an elongated 
quadrangle with tables in the middle, and if they were in the same place 
in the nineties the two of them must have had a pretty game of tag.

“I t’s a little early, sir, but if you want a quick lunch I’ll show you to 
the other room.” Standing before me was the present-day successor of the 
head-waiter who had been chased. “Or did you order a table in advance? 
Your name, sir?”

I was suddenly overcome by the unbridled birthday exuberance I had 
felt in the morning.

“Look, sir,” I answered, “my name is such and such, but I have not 
ordered a table. What I ’m after, however, is someone else’s name.”

His face assumed a stony rigidity. What on earth could this foreigner 
be wanting?

“You see, it’s my birthday today.”
“My most sincere congratulations, sir.” His expression was more im

passive than that of a minister being asked an awkward question in the 
House. (I hoped I would not be late for Parliament.)

“I would like to give myself a birthday treat by refreshing my memory. 
That is what I need the name for. . . ”

“Very glad to oblige, sir, but you probably realize that without our 
guests’ consent.. . ”

“I know. But this guest used to come here in our grandfathers’ days. 
Do you happen to have heard of one of y ou r.. .  how shall I put i t . . . 
your predecessors and the long hat-pin. . . ” I had to stop because I was 
afraid I would burst out laughing. I felt as though I were playing a part 
in the British film burlesque, “Carry on, Admiral!”

The headwaiter still did not bat an eyelid.
“I am acquainted with the case. An actress insulted him with a hat-pin.”
“That’s right. I ’ve read about it and I would like to know the name of 

the actress.”
“At your service, sir. Marie Lloyd. Marie, not with a y  but spelt i, e, 

sir.”
I was very grateful. And all of a sudden I was overcome with confusion. 

I had hardly been more courteous than the guest with the hat-pin.



“I must presume,” I said, “that the actress was wrong.”
At last his larva-like features moved.
“By no means, sir.”
I had to say something more.
“A nd .. .  and could you possibly tell me the name of the headwaiter?”
His face darkened, but this was no longer a mask. In fact he came a 

trifle nearer and bent slightly forward.
“No, sir. I'm  very sorry indeed, sir. You’re right, I ought to find out.” 

He was smiling by now. “Maybe I’ll ask the librarian in my union to look 
it up in the contemporary papers. Thank you very much for the good idea, 
sir.” *

I had to gallop now. It has been that way during the whole of my stay 
in London. My program has been as dense as a forest and I have had no 
time for the trees. But the forest has been beautiful and exciting. I could 
not afford to do more than look at the windows of stores whose very names 
were concepts in themselves. The fact that there is a shop called Jaeger’s, 
which really sells woollen underwear, was almost as great a surprise as 
when I found out that pri^nic was not a Hungarian adaptation of the Ger
man word for compress but was named after a Dr. Priesnitz. The two 
words happen, by the way, to be close neighbours in my recollections— 
when as a kid I had a cold, my mother would put a compress on my throat 
and I had to put on the underwear that we called jéger. I had always thought 
that it was the kind worn by huntsmen (Jäger in German) and that that 
was how it had obtained its name.

I hurried off to Northumberland Street, where I was to meet young 
David Avery, a Cambridge law graduate. (Heaven help me if my memory 
deceives me and Avery is not a Cambridge man but an Oxonian, for then 
I have made a faux pas whose gravity would be hard to extenuate in Britain 
and impossible to explain in Hungary.) The choice obviously fell on this 
restaurant in Northumberland Street because it was near Parliament. The 
name of the inn is “Sherlock Holmes,” the Central Information man ex
plained over the phone.

“You’ve heard of it, haven’t  you?”
“No, not this inn.”
“No, of course not, but the name.”
On these occasions I always had to gasp for breath. What can be the 

image that a British civil servant, a hotel clerk, or a simple civilian enter
tains of us, if he is able to presume that a Continental visitor has never 
heard of Sherlock Holmes? Or was this merely another piece of automatic
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politeness, intended to give your partner an opportunity to boast of his 
erudition?

The British do not know Frigyes Karinthy—this is one of their very 
few educational and conversational deficiencies—so that I could not ask the 
polite person on the telephone to recall Karinthy’s well-known little devil, 
a miniature image of his ego, who whispers funny jokes in his ear during 
a visit of condolence to his aunt. All I could do, therefore, was answer my 
questioner by saying:

“Sherlock Holmes? No, I ’ve never heard the name. I would be most 
obliged if you could tell me who he was. When did he live?”

At this last wicked sally I thought I heard a slight giggle at the other 
end. But a moment later the once again disciplined voice solemnly an
nounced :

“ Mr. Avery will give you full information on all your questions, includ
ing of course the last one.”

Life, unfortunately, is cruel and deprives one of the most delightful 
moments. While I waited for the bus (with a feeling of admiration for the 
frequency of our much-maligned No. 12 in Budapest and finally deciding 
to foot it), I conjured up the picture of the conversation that must have 
taken place between my interlocutor on the phone and Mr. Avery. The 
young man from Oxbridge (I dare not take risks in matters so sacred) had 
known me for about a fortnight. How did he manage, I wondered, in his 
expression and in his “wells” to combine a gloat over the way his colleague 
had swallowed the bait, with his Camford-bred polite endeavour not to let 
him feel it, on being tactfully told to enlighten me as to when Sherlock 
Holmes had lived?

I was only ten minutes late at the “Sherlock Holmes,” but young Avery 
was waiting stoically—as I say, he has known me for a fortnight. We shook 
hands, stood at the bar as we drank the usual gin and tonic—a beverage that 
has suffused the whole of my stay in Britain with a mild but persistent 
pink mist—and then I was made to realize that they must have had a bet
ter laugh at me this morning than I at them. For Avery now suggested that, 
as I had quarter of an hour to spare, I might care to have a look at Sherlock 
Holmes’ room, it was just upstairs. I tacitly gave him full marks for his 
poker face, and we went up the wooden stairs.

One half of the space upstairs is a small dining room, but separated from 
it by a glass partition is Sherlock Holmes’ room, just as his friend, chronic
ler and court jester, Dr. Watson, described it. The room is, of course, lit 
by a shaded petrol lamp, the “window” provided a view of Baker Street, 
and on the writing table are the thousand and one items with which the
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master detective plied his craft—a row of magnifying glasses, an old- 
fashioned microscope, a concertina camera—I don’t remember his ever taking 
any photographs, but I have probably not read all the Sherlock Holmes 
stories. In the corner is his bold-checked cape, beside it the peaked monkey
cap, the collection of intricate sticks and canes, on the floor a stand carry
ing a globe. There are travelling rugs on the couch, clasp-bound end-of- 
century portmanteaux, and books and manuscripts littered all over the 
place—a scene of masterly chaos to the uninitiated but of thoroughly con
sidered strategy to addicts of the Sherlock Holmes craze. Something.. .  
something, however, appeared to be missing—ah, yes, the dressing gown 
in which he would receive Dr. Watson and lecture him, and which he could 
discard so swiftly when the moment for decision had come. Avery drew 
my attention to the hypodermic syringe—a prop that Conan Doyle had 
transferred to his novels from his own surgery. If it had not been for this, 
Conan Doyle would never have occurred to m e: I had been there five min
utes, but I was already thinking of Sherlock Holmes as a real person.

What is this—a plaything, a literary hobbyhorse, a clever publicity 
stunt, a tourists’ attraction? At first I was inclined to say it was a bit of 
each, but then, sitting by the glass partition with a fine slice of salmon, 
a dish to which Sherlock Holmes had himself been partial, I decided it 
was none of these things. I t is something for which you have to have the 
British climate, or rather—I must apologize—it is a Shakespeare that you 
need, a Midsummer Night’s Dream, Macbeth’s witches on the heath, a 
reading public with a heritage of three and a half centuries behind it, in 
whose minds the boundaries between reality and fiction readily disappear, 
and where the detective novel is not a literary slum-dweller but a member 
of the Athenaeum.

In the meantime it turned out that is was not at 12 but only at 1 that 
we were supposed to be in Parliament. Avery may have read law, but he 
is a born tourist’s guide, though he is not too keen on this job—the first 
rung of his career as a civil servant. He asked me whether I wanted to look 
at the place whose minions Sh. H. always outwitted. I must admit I was 
more surprised at Scotland Yard’s really being a building, though I had 
known it was, than at Sh. H .’s having a room in London. The Yard is ex
actly what the deprecating remarks of the master detectives in the thrillers 
would have one think—a bleak brick building, fortress-like, but reminis
cent of the romantic knights’ castles on Bavarian picture postcards. I would 
gladly have seen all of Sh. H .'s adversaries while I was about it, but even 
Avery could not tell me Prof. Moriarty’s present place of residence.
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We strolled slowly down Whitehall. All of a sudden I saw the name 
“Downing Street.” Why have I always imagined that this was a broad, 
important street with a great deal of traffic? It is no wider than our tiny 
Szép utca in Budapest, but I am sure it is even shorter. Avery told me it 
was not worth going in, I would not be able to see anything if we did, the 
whole place was being rebuilt, and Mr. Macmillan himself was living in 
the Admiralty House. The short little street was indeed full of scaffold
ing, dumpers and conveyor belts, as though I had landed in Kazincbarcika *. 
Workers were sitting at the foot of the scaffolding, eating bacon and pap
rika—what’s this I’m saying?—it was fried fish and chips from pieces of 
newspaper, probably for my sake, so I should at last see this famous fare 
being eaten as it should be. I had seen the doorway to No. 10, Downing 
Street in the magazines, but I would never have dared imagine it to be 
so small and insignificant. Nikolaus Pevsner knows everything about 
London, and he knew in advance that I would be disappointed. When I 
looked at his book this evening, I found this remark there: “ . . .  but that 
appearance is deceptive. It deceives 99 out of a hundred who stand and 
stare at the humble house of Britain’s Prime Minister.”

The reason why that appearance is deceptive is that No. 10 forms a 
unit with the neighbouring houses and stretches far back towards the 
gardens. Now it is all being rebuilt and refurbished with such thorough
ness that the famous, modest doorway has not even a wall left over it at 
the moment. Thought associations keep crowding through my mind. 
What, I wonder, has happened to our Sándor Palace on Castle Hill in 
Budapest—our former 1 o, Downing Street, which may not have particularly 
glorious memories attached to it but is architecturally more beautiful. 
All of a sudden I am assailed by a wave of homesickness. It is not so much 
that I would like to see whether there is any building going on in the 
palazzo on Szent György Square, but I simply don’t know what has hap
pened to it. Yet less than two months have passed since I sauntered about 
on Buda Castle Hill and felt almost a lover’s satisfaction while register
ing the reconstruction of this or that old house. I stopped on Szent György 
Square as well—of that I am certain. But I cannot remember anything 
more. And now I recall the phone call early this morning. What does it 
feel like, when after one, three, eight or fourteen years you cannot recall 
the name of Haris Passage in Pest and whether there are benches along 
the lower embankment of the Danube? I don’t know. I am glad I shall be 
home in a week’s time.

* A new industrial city still in the process of construction. See the author’s essay “ The Adolescence 
of a Town”  in Vol. II. No. 2. of The New Hungarian Quarterly. — The Editor



It was a very good idea to enter the Parliament buildings through West
minster Hall. A hundred out of every hundred of Pevsner’s foreigners who 
stand about and gaze at the sights do not, in their minds, sort out all the 
many London buildings bearing the surname of Westminster; at best 
they will distinguish the Abbey and the Palace, that is the Houses of Par
liament. I had read about Westminster Hall, I had even seen the magnifi
cently assembled beams of its ceiling, but I had thought. . .  In fact, I had 
not thought anything, I had not really known of its existence. It was the 
kind Mrs. MacLeod who, in the course of our first walks of discovery 
in London, had suggested having a look at it, but the spare half hour that 
I now had was never available. Yet how enthusiastically she had told me 
how those beams had in the nick of time been saved from destruction dur
ing the course of the German air raids. When Parliament was set aflame 
by incendiary bombs, all the firemen concentrated on trying to rescue the 
debating chambers and they did not notice that meanwhile the flames 
had penetrated into Westminster Hall, which stands beside the typically 
nineteenth century buildings of Parliament but was itself built almost 
nine hundred years ago. It was a Scottish MP who noticed the fire, Mrs. 
MacLeod told me, laying particular stress on the word Scottish as she 
glanced at me. I gave a silent and understanding nod. “Save this, it’s 
irreplacable!” he shouted, but it took all his powers of persuasion to get 
the firemen to turn their hoses. That was how Europe’s finest timbered 
ceiling and largest Roman-style hall came to be saved.

(Why am I recording all this, when the greater part of the readers of 
this diary will be British, and most of them Londoners? They probably 
know it a hundred times better than the hurried foreigner. If I neverthe
less put it down, it is because Westminster Hall belongs not only to them 
but to everyone. Just as the incendiary bomb from which it had such a 
narrow escape was, in a reverse sense, everyone’s too. And another reason 
why I am writing about Westminster Hall is that it is also mine and that 
I am anxious about the possibility of a future, different bomb, when not 
even the most eloquent Scottish Member’s pleas would save the magnifi
cent timber-beam ceiling.)

The time had come at last for us to enter Parliament. Avery, on my 
behalf as well, filled in one of those renowned “green forms” with which 
a constituent can ask his Member to come out to him from the Debating 
Chamber. We asked for Mr. Godfrey Lagden M. P., because, although 
we are not his constituents, he is chairman of the British-Hungarian Par
liamentary Group and had gladly undertaken to receive us and show us 
round. The House was not in session and the honourable Member was
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working in the Library, but he soon came out to the Central Lobby, 
together with two fellow Members whose names I failed to catch. To 
greet me he delivered a fine, well-rounded speech in which he mentioned 
the Quarterly. I did not doubt that he had read it, but in the course of 
our subsequent conversation I nevertheless put some cross-questions. He 
noticed this and asked me whether I was testing him. No, I replied, only 
I like to obtain repeated proof that my giraffe is really alive. It was at 
this point that Mr. Lagden promised to write an article, which has since 
appeared.

For the time being, however, we stood facing each other in the Central 
Lobby, which is the equivalent of the Cupola Hall in the Budapest Par
liament, and said nice things to each other. I stressed that while as a non
member in my country I was not entitled to be received with such honours, 
it was nevertheless very gratifying. Fortunately we were both brief, the 
other two Members asked to be excused, and Lagden took me by the arm 
to show me the Mother of Parliaments.

In the Debating Chamber, Mr. Lagden asked me whether I didn’t 
want to sit down in Churchill’s place. No one, it is true, not even the 
Ministers, have permanent places here, in theory any Member can sit 
anywhere he likes, but, Mr. Lagden explained, this seat at the end of a 
long bench is Churchill’s. When he enters the House any Member who 
chances to have sat down here gets up. Churchill goes to his seat, looks 
around, sees that the House is crowded but this particular seat vacant, 
and before sitting down always exclaims “How extraordinary.”

(The day before I left, a breathless herald came to announce that I had 
a ticket to the Visitor’s Gallery of the House of Commons, the debate 
on the Queen’s speech was in full swing, and would I care to go. When 
I arrived Mr. Heath, the Minister concerned, was just speaking on the 
problems of Britain and the Common Market. Suddenly whispering and 
commotion could be heard from the Floor, and everyone in the Gallery 
bent forward. Churchill had come in. He bore a startling resemblance 
to himself—I mean to the abstraction that has evolved in every newspaper- 
reader through the decades of descriptions and photographs of him, not 
to mention all the caricatures. Walking with a slight stoop, but by no 
means like an old man, he covered the few paces that separate the glass 
door from the front third of the long Chamber. There he stopped for a 
moment and, like any Member, bowed towards the Speaker. Then he 
went on. By the time he reached his place, it was of course vacant. I could 
not hear him up in the Gallery, but from the movement of his mouth I 
saw that he was murmuring something.)



If  you compare the photographs of the London and Budapest Parliament 
Buildings, the similarity of their riverside location and neo-Gothic style 
is the first thing that strikes you. However, I only appreciated the actual 
extent to which the work of Barry and Pugin had inspired Imre Steindl 
when I had seen it from within. This startling identity applies especially 
to the atmosphere of the Gothic petty hardware, the ink-wells, coat-hang
ers, door-handles, cupboard latches, of the wooden carvings and the 
panelling, and to the air of the corridors and the narrow back stairs. The 
interior of the building on the banks of the Danube is lighter, the cor
ridors are more spacious, but the Gothic details of the one by the Thames 
are more authentic, for Pugin did not have to go far for his models—for 
gargoyles, convolvuluses and flowers.

My walk had exhausted me more than I thought it would. Mr. Lagden 
noticed this, and I muttered something to the effect that my days had 
been very crowded. He suggested that we go to the lavatory where I could 
rinse my face with a little fresh water. The lavatory is also Gothic; I be
lieve even the water-taps end in dragon-mouthed spouts and the pattern 
on the tiles is a pointed arch. I passed a comment on this to Mr. Lagden, 
whereupon he asked whether he might tell me a slightly salacious Chur
chill anecdote. “All right,” I said, “but I’ll publish it.” He laughed. 
“You won’t be the first.”

One day when Churchill used this lavatory he noticed a little old man 
rubbing and polishing the tiles with a rag. He asked him how long he 
had been doing this. The old chap went on working as he answered: forty 
years. Churchill shook his head. That was a very long time. Had he not 
grown tired of it? No, he said, he liked this work. Churchill was amazed. 
What was it he liked about it? That he could have a real good think while 
he was doing it. The answer pleased Churchill, and he went on inter
rogating his coeval. What was the most important thought that had 
occurred to him here? The little old chap still would not put down his 
rag, but he turned round and said: “That this is the only place in this 
House where the Members know what they want.”

We had a good laugh. I had to reassure Mr. Lagden that I was not at 
all shocked by his story. Nor at the fact that there were so many anec
dotes about Churchill? Naturally I returned a no to this as well. By this 
time we had reached one of the doors to the Debating Chamber. Mr. 
Lagden stopped before it and—perhaps for the sake of counteracting the 
previous story—had me look at one of the arches, which differed from 
the rest. Indeed, among the smooth new stones there were some rougher 
old limestone carvings, some of which look as though they had been
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scorched. “This is the Churchill arch,” said Mr. Lagden. It had been 
Churchill’s wish that when the Debating Chamber of the House of Com
mons was rebuilt, some bomb-damaged pieces of the original arch should 
be built into the masonry.

We went out on the terrace overlooking the Thames. We had no coats, 
for there was warm sunshine, but a shiver passed through me. My host 
invited me to the Members’ saloon. We sat down on chairs with high, 
Gothic backs, drank lukewarm Guinness and talked of the things that link 
the two Parliaments and countries, and not of those that separate them. 
A few other M. P.’s were sitting nearby, and Mr. Lagden nodded this 
way and that. The bench next to us was occupied by a lean man of vener
able age with close-cropped grey hair, of whom I thought when I first set 
eyes on him that he was our Prof. Dezső Pais, the veteran linguist. He 
laughed: “Another resemblance, you see.”

I had brought Godfrey Lagden a copy of No. 3 of the Quarterly, which 
had caught up with me in London. It lay beside us on a chair. The old 
gentleman observed it from a distance for some time, then asked if he 
might have a look at it. We handed it over, and he thumbed through the 
pages. After a while he stood up, turned towards me and, speaking a clear, 
articulated and correctly stressed Hungarian, said what I might re-trans
late as:

“This appears being very good paper. Accept my more sincere con
gratulations.”

I also got up, took the hand he proffered me, but could not utter a 
word for wonder. Mr. Lagden was quicker to recover.

“What’s this, David? Do you speak Hungarian?”
“O f course I do. Campbell’s the name.”
I still could not manage to assemble an intelligent sentence, but God

frey Lagden had already pounced on Mr. Campbell. “And you’re not a 
member of the British-Hungarian Parliamentary Group? What do you 
mean by that?” The old gentleman promised to join.

“Where did you learn such excellent Hungarian?” I finally asked.
“In Budapest, of course,” he answered, still in Hungarian. “Lived 

Hotel Ritz. Fine!”
“U nfortunately  th e  H o te l R itz  no longer exists, i t  was b u rn t to  the  

ground on th e  last day o f  the  siege o f  Budapest in  1945 .”
Mr. Campbell knew. He had been in Budapest for a year and a half 

after the First World War, as a member of the British Mission. It was 
the miracle of an extraordinary memory, or perhaps that of old age, that 
had prevented his forgetting his Hungarian.



“I would like to subscribe to the Quarterly,” he said.
I immediately put down his name.
“Write ten years, while you’re about it,” he added, again in Hun

garian, but then he continued more comfortably in English. “Then I’ll 
be sure to live another ten years.” In the meantime he produced his purse 
and, I could hardly prevent him from paying into my hands his subscription 
dues for ten years.

#

Miss Brenda Tripp, head of a department at the British Council, had 
invited me to have a birthday lunch at Simpson’s in the Strand. At our 
very first talk after my arrival it had turned out that I was to spend this 
day in London. I t was very kind of her not to have forgotten, and indeed 
she referred to it in her written invitation. Simpson’s was an added at
traction. Some say this is London’s most elegant restaurant, according to 
others it is the most interesting, but at all events it is the most English. 
From my first day in Britain everyone—both the British and the Hun
garians who live here—has been cautioning me against eating English food. 
Except for my visit to York, Miss Tripp has been the first to invite me 
to an English restaurant; for the rest I have eaten in French, Spanish, 
Greek, Italian and Danish ones. Not that I want to pay compliments to 
my hosts, but it is a fact that I liked the cooking at York best. Miss 
Tripp assured me that in that case I would enjoy Simpson’s very much 
too, but unfortunately I did not get as far as making up my mind on this 
point.

Yet what a restaurant this is! Every dish is pushed to the guest on 
a trolley, in most cases first in the raw, and it is only prepared once a nod 
of approval has been obtained. As far as my constantly mounting indis
position permitted me to observe, the leg of mutton is roasted on a grill 
in front of the guest. This was what I too was to have eaten, but a fit of 
cold shivers came over me before I was through with the broth. I was 
still able to smile when my hostess congratulated me over the first glass 
of wine and handed me a lovely ornamental album: “The Treasures of 
the British Museum.” The wrapping was tied with a tricolour ribbon— 
the Hungarian red-white-green—and the enclosed visiting card repeated 
the good wishes of which I was increasingly in need. I confessed that I 
could not swallow so much as a mouthful of food, but that there was 
nothing the matter with me and on no account should we rise from table.

I watched the progress of a meal of historic proportions. My liver hurt 
with increasing intensity, and I now knew what was wrong—it was a
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war memento, my typhus of yore, doing its bit of peace propaganda. 
I had brought some Sulphoguanidine with me; it would put me right in 
no time. Toward the end of lunch, in the clairvoyance of the fever that 
had overtaken me, I had a great fright—I could clearly see my little med
icine chest on the mantlepiece of my mother-in-law’s home in Paris. 
It had stayed there, I had failed at the last moment to put it in my suit
case.

For the moment a Pyramidon also did good service; we talked length
ily and cheerfully, as though the whole thing had passed. At the end 
of lunch I mentioned the medicine I had not brought with me. We got 
up, went down the Strand and into the first chemist’s. They had 
Sulphoguanidine, but where was our prescription? My hostess’s argu
ments were in vain, the cold shivers that again began to run through me 
were of no avail, even in London regulations is regulations.

Miss Tripp decided not to argue any further. She called a taxi, we got 
in and went “next door” to Chelsea, a mere nine or ten miles from the 
Strand. There I waited in a beautiful, early-nineteenth-century square 
while Miss Tripp went up to her place, found some Sulphoguanidine in 
her own medicine chest and brought it down to me. Despite all my pro
testations she took me to my hotel, and—as I found out afterwards—as 
soon as I had disappeared in the lift she told the porter I was ill. Five 
minutes later the hotel doctor appeared, took my temperature and said 
it was almost a hundred. I knew he meant Fahrenheit, but how much 
that is I still do not know.

Visiting London s Galleries, November 1st

On this first day of November the weather was gracious and had the 
kindness to give us some fine early spring sunshine. Mr. F. Cromwell 
Cooke telephoned from the Information Centre to ask whether I had 
really recovered, and whether I would be able to do the galleries on foot. 
We decided to meet in Leicester Square, as I wanted to have a little walk, 
because if he came to fetch me he would bring a car or else mercilessly 
begin by calling for a taxi. The warm weather made me feel good. I had 
a sensation of lightness and I must obviously really have been lighter by 
a pound or two. To commemorate my recovery I quickly bought a copy 
of E. M. Forster’s selected short stories in a Penguin edition for two and 
six, because I do not know this author and he is mentioned with the great
est reverence in every second conversation I come across.
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Mr. F. Szakách Kossuth—my translation into Hungarian of F. Crom
well Cooke, where the archaic ch of Szakách symbolizes the final e of 
Cooke—had been waiting at our meeting place for a few minutes, but 
he showed no annoyance. I envied him for the nonchalance with which 
he—almost my own age—dares to wear a red rosebud in his button-hole. 
This was not our first meeting, but the rosebud had never been missing. 
His checked suit, the somewhat drooping moustache that people in my 
country would certainly regard as typically Hungarian, the lightness of 
his gait—though he is almost my companion in weight—and his mouth 
with lines at the corners that indicate a constant readiness to smile, all 
these have made him an ideal partner for conversation, a stroll or an argu
ment. Back in ancient times, four weeks ago, at the first discussion of 
my program, I mentioned that I would like to have a look at the shows 
of one or two present-day painters. The others all glanced at him, and 
one of them exhorted me to take cold provisions and possibly also a sleep
ing bag with me, for I could never tell when I would be able to get away 
once I had set off with Mr. Cooke. At that time I was not yet aware that 
he was himself a painter and had actually spent two years teaching painting 
at an American university.

“If it’s all the same to you, we’ll take a cab,” he said, and had already 
whistled to one. We traversed a distance of about that between Vörös
marty Square and Párizsi Street—perhaps a couple of hundred yards. 
We entered some well-ventilated shop premises with strong, scattered 
light on the ceiling and nothing on the walls. The last show had closed 
yesterday, and the new one was now being arranged. The artist, and 
with him two girls made up to look highly Parisian, were measuring the 
spaces, while a fastidiously elegant gentleman with a diamond ring on 
his outstretched finger kept giving them instructions. Three more young 
men with beards broke out of a rear room (it stands to reason that the 
artist also had a waving full beard). They brought out two more pictures, 
shoved the rest aside and began hanging them. It was a lovely scene. The 
diamond-ringed man first made a Caligulán gesture to silence Cooke, 
continued for a little while to savour and to dispose, then turned round, 
recognized the guest, or pretended only now to recognize him, and with broad, 
Italian movements but very fine cockney halfsounds asked to be pardoned.

“Your friend’s an artist, don’t  bother to introduce him, I can see it,
I can feel it from his aura,” he said, lifting his nose, sniffing at the air 
and then shaking my hand. “From your figure I thought you were a 
sculptor,” he went on, “but now I see from your hand that you’re a 
draughtsman.” At this he raised my palm and all but sniffed at it.
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“Very nearly,” said Cooke politely and introduced me.
Diamond Ring did not bat an eyelid. “Didn’t I say so? Very glad to 

meet you.” But he immediately sought an opportunity to retreat: “And 
didn’t you ever do any drawing?” He shook his head and looked at me 
reprovingly. “You ought to try it. I ’ll guarantee you won’t be sorry.”

I promised, while Cooke laughed and remarked that after such en
couragement and such a promise a Paris art dealer would immediately 
produce his cheque-book and pay an advance. They both had such a good 
laugh that for a moment I had an uneasy feeling that they were acting a 
part, that this was their habitual stunt when they met, and that the best 
part of it as far as they were concerned was to watch the new boy while 
they were at it. On such occasions the best idea is to translate literally 
one of our allusive Hungarian expressions, and thus immediately bring the 
ball back to your feet.

“Let’s see the bear,” I said.
Suddenly they all stopped talking, the bearded lads and the lasses in 

corduroy slacks included, and stared at me. Cooke stroked his red rose; 
this was obviously a sign of confusion. “The bear,” I said. “B-E-A-R.” 
Yes, they had understood that much all right, but I was not going to help 
them. It was up to them to ask what bear. Everyone looked expectantly 
at Cooke, as much as to say it was for him to ask. After some choice 
Oxford or Cambridge er’s and aw’s (I am not yet able to tell the differ
ence) he finally did so.

“The paintings,” I replied. “Isn’t  that why we came?”
“Ah, yes, of course, naturally. But. . . if you’ll excuse me, what sort 

of bear were you thinking of?”
“The same as the old peasant when he was taken to the theatre for 

the first time in his life. Up to then he had never seen anything more 
than showmen at the fair. That was why he insisted at the end of the 
first act on seeing the bear.”

One of the girls, her eyes a-glint, asked: “Do you still have bear-danc
ing in Hungary?”

The question was justified. I ought perhaps to have answered with a 
trifle less certainty—I might have recruited some tourists for IBUSZ, 
our Hungarian travel agency. “The story’s over a hundred years old,” 
I said. “We don’t have bear-dancing any more.” At the sight of the dis
appointment in her expression, I added: “I t’s a pity, though.”

“It is a pity,” echoed both girls and also one of the bearded men. The 
latter pursued the subject. “Technical civilization, sir, kills the simple 
pleasures of life.”

4
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“That’s your mania,” said the artist turning round. “That’s why you 
can’t paint.”

I was beginning to feel at home.
“I can’t, eh?” drawled the man with the mania and the beard.
“You could, but you don’t ,” said the thinner of the girls.
“A good bear’s better than a bad play,” remarked Cooke to appease 

them by returning to the Hungarian anecdote.
“What bear? What play? We’re talking of paintings, aren’t we?”
Soon two circles formed. The painters and the girls were in one, and 

I was unfortunately obliged to be part of the other, though theirs was the 
argument to which I would have liked to listen. Never mind, I ’ll hear it 
in Budapest in M ’s or Cs’s studio or in one of the nooks at the spring show.

Cooke had really brought me to this little gallery on account of the 
pictures of Kyfrin Williams. It was these that were taken down yesterday, 
but Diamond Ring gladly had some of them brought out from the back 
rooms. He is a very well known Welsh painter, aged forty-five. He mainly 
paints landscapes.. .  Oh, if it were all as simple as that! What Williams 
is trying to see is how much light the colour black will bear, or rather 
whether black is really a colour at all. It is as conjunctive tissue to this 
endeavour that he will use a hillside, a meadow, a garden or some unde
fined surface, whose upper part is lighter, while at about the middle it 
is rent in two by a line which is here horizontal in both senses of the 
word. This man with the odd Christian name (or did I jot it down wrong?) 
is a real painter, a very distant relative of our own Barcsay, not in his 
solutions but in his visions and his severity.

I would also have liked to see the pictures of the artist or artists who 
were present, but they protested. They were all jumbled up now; more
over, the chubbier of the girls told me, after Williams their work would 
be like eating fish after the roast beef. I bowed my head—this would in
deed be one of the seven capital sins. But would I not care to visit them in 
their studio? I promised, and we exchanged telephone numbers, but the 
visit will have to be held over till my next journey to London, this time 
I hope without another twenty-eight years in between.

We were on the way out when I noticed an Epstein drawing in the 
window of the gallery. Eighty guineas. I whistled at the tidy sum. The 
drawing was a typical sculptor’s sketch, not particularly attractive, and it 
was obviously only for the name that someone was going to pay several 
thousand forints—if indeed a customer was found for it. In Cooke’s 
opinion the picture was very cheap; even the almost unknown Williams 
would get that much for a painting.
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“If he can sell it,” I added incredulously.
We went back and asked. All but two of his pictures had been bought. 

Cooke had not been far wrong, the highest price had been 48 guineas. 
However, ten minutes later he was able to point with reticent triumph 
at a figure with a red ring round it in the catalogue of another gallery: 
250 guineas. That had been the price at which Anthony Whishaw had 
sold his painting of “Three sleeping figures,” and another three went for 
the same pretty sum. Whishaw, so I found out from the preface to the 
catalogue, is thirty years old, studied at the Royal College, and his pic
tures have been bought by the museums of Coventry and Leicester. I was 
at a loss, because the managers of the gallery spoke of the young artist 
with such hushed and awesome admiration that I was unable to conceal 
my opinion behind the smoke-screen of one of those English “well”s. 
I marvelled at my friend Cooke’s obliging and inscrutable smile and tried 
to observe the voice, tone and duration of his various “well”s. This is 
something that we should learn from the British—to be able to pronounce 
an opinion without expressing anything, letting our partner believe, if 
he wishes, that we agree with him or, if not, then the contrary. Or is 
this among the many features that deserve imitation, something that it 
is no longer worth learning? I think the world is advancing towards more 
explicit speech. I consider that there is more modernity about the Buda
pest university student who will call a painting by a four-letter word, 
which also has four letters in Hungarian, possibly even in the presence 
of the painter, but is then willing to discuss it and even to back down 
from his extreme views because in stating his opinion frankly he has 
shown that he is not spineless.

These are complex processes, and I tried to explain them to Cooke, for 
at our last meeting he had questioned me about Hungarian youth, saying 
he would at last like to understand 1956. He had not understood at the 
first go, and now I again noticed that he was “well”-ing with me too, 
that he did not really understand why a Budapest lad should think it 
good to express his opinion whatever it was, even if he might alter it 
subsequently. Mr. Cooke—I suggested—should bear in mind that for 
many long years people did not express their opinions.

“Because they weren’t allowed to,” interrupted Mr. Cooke, not really 
interrogatively, but enunciating his statement as though it were a Papal 
Bull.

I sighed. This too was not as simple as all that. We sat down under 
one of Anthony Whishaw’s monumental pictures, the “Two Oxen” (cata
logue Number 1, oil, painted on boards, 60 by 84 ins., 1961, sold for

4*
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250 guineas), and I recalled the late forties and the first half of the fifties, 
when the expression of opinions suffered a bilateral atrophy. On the one 
hand they were not permitted; on the other there were no opinions. 
People, especially the young, had lost the habit of speaking their minds. 
The clever ones were those who kept quiet or voiced prefabricated views. 
This period is now over as far as our society is concerned, but it has not 
ended in men’s nerves.

“I see. They’re still afraid,” said Cooke, trying to indicate that he had 
followed my line of thought.

It struck me, indeed I may have said so, that the idea of fear has entered 
so deeply into the thinking of contemporary Western intellectuals, as 
though they had been not newspaper readers but fiction heroes or diar
ists of that period. “If there is any fear of voicing opinions left in the 
present-day youth of Hungary,” I continued, “it is far more complex 
than you would think. What they are most afraid of is not to express 
their opinions and thus to appear insufficiently courageous in the eyes of 
the others or, even worse, of themselves. Look at these ‘Two Oxen’.” 
I said, pointing at the picture which hung unsuspecting over our heads. 
“One part of our young people would use the four-letter word I have just 
mentioned, delivering their sentence with the rapidity of a summary 
tribunal. Another part would rock their heads in voluptuous artistic 
enjoyment and would say: ‘állati,’ which in English translation would 
be something like. . . like nothing. Perhaps the French ‘vachement bon' 
would be nearer (not, of course, in any way connected with the objects 
of this picture).”

How many of diese semi-monologue conversations I have had during 
the past few weeks in Britain! I would get off to a good start with the 
first sentences and swim as though I were doing my morning four lengths 
at the Lukács pools at home. But frequently I had to notice by the third 
lap that my partner was no longer with me. If only he had simply lagged 
behind! In most cases, however, he swam ahead, because he was im
patient. By the end of the four laps I would myself be out of breath, and 
how much more swimming distance there was still left to cover! In my 
latest conversations I have profited by the training I have had; I have 
made a slower start and have kept looking back to see whether my partner 
was following me. Was he still interested? I have, incidentally, had better 
experiences with British people than with the French—they are more 
persevering in their attention and in putting questions as you talk. The 
only thing I could not decide is how much of this is due to their some
times insufferable good manners and—well. . .  how much of it is genuine
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curiosity. I have never cared a tinker’s damn whether I cut a ridiculous 
figure at the Lukács pools, with my increasingly barrel-like corporation 
in a pair of diminutive swimming trunks, and here too my concern was 
not greater when in my conversations with British people I seemed queer 
for again and again being at least as excited about finding out with their 
help what we Hungarians are like as about learning what they are like.

My friend Cooke is a good swimmer; he again indicated that he had 
not lagged by so much as a single stroke. “So these young people are your 
‘angry young men?’”

I would gladly have acquiesced—for it might have led him to form a 
better picture—but I could not do so. In expressing their opinions the 
young people in Budapest are not angry, but happy that they are able to 
do so. But then they do not stick to them through thick and th in . . . 
that is precisely the difference, the new thing about it. Could Mr. Cooke 
not understand this? It is a good thing to express an opinion, but it is 
still better to argue, and best of all to convince or be convinced. The 
young people in Budapest are now learning democracy.

“I envy you,” said Cooke suddenly.
“Me?”
“For your sons.”
“Well,” I said, “I certainly won’t teach them those polygonal ‘well’s 

of yours. But let me have it straight this time. What do you think of 
Anthony Whishaw’s pictures?”

Our eyes met. There was no one from the gallery anywhere near. We 
did not have to say much. Cooke uttered the word that I had been look
ing for: “Pseudo-monumentality.” These paintings are large in their 
dimensions, but they are not great. I have seen more than one of this 
kind in Hungary in the negative period as regards voicing of opinions. 
The strange thing is that it was then our best painters who fell into this 
error, not entirely of their own volition. But why does a Mr. Whishaw 
cover such huge canvases?

“Just because he is not one of the best.”
That is true. He would like to use size to make up for power. It is a 

pity, because his thinking is artistic, as is shown by his men and oxen, 
the pleasantly harmonized yellow, brown and green, and he has learned 
from the abstracts how to make good use of his space. Only he has no 
self-confidence, and to make up for it he shouts.

We had decided in thorough agreement to move on and look for another 
victim, when the art dealer again put in an appearance. “You’re Hungarian, 
aren’t you? Did you know a painter by the name of Béla Kádár?”
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I did. I confessed that I did not know he had died.
“For a long time it was his name that spelt modern painting to me.”
“Is he so greatly appreciated in Hungary?”
“No, on the contrary, I think he is rated far below his value.” I stam

mered a bit as I recounted a childhood experience, because I thought it 
a little out of place, but it so happened that my dentist uncle’s waiting 
room had had a wall covered with Béla Kádár paintings—the dentist’s 
fees. I had had to wait a great deal, because my uncle would only take 
me when there were no real patients waiting, and in the meantime I had 
gazed, startled at first, but with increasing liking, at Kádár’s strange 
female figures with their double contours, at his white silhouettes paint
ed, or rather drawn, on a light blue background, and at his unexpectedly 
ochre skies. At first I had laughed, but by the third filling I had under
stood him and by the fifth, liked him. But why did this London art dealer 
ask me about him? Did he have a Béla Kádár?

“Have one?” He laughed. “Have you a few minutes to spare?” and 
off he went ahead of us, up the inner stair. It was only now that I noticed 
the gallery was in one of those old, one-story houses, and we were really 
going up to the attic. One of the sloping surfaces of the roof had been 
replaced by glass. It was a kind of studio; there was an easel in the corner 
and a smell of varnish. The dealer took a huge folder from the cabinet 
on the wall and opened it. I immediately recognized Kádár’s double con
tours. This first one could have been a twin of the dentist’s fee I had 
seen thirty-odd years ago. For the greater part they were coloured draw
ings and watercolours. Heavens, there must be about a hundred! I could 
not, and I did not, wish to conceal my emotions. How many hands this 
folder must have been through before it was shown to me in the Roland, 
Browse and Delbanco Galleries, Cork Street, corner of Old Bond Street, 
by Mr. Roland who told me that he had emigrated from Munich “just 
in time.” He had bought the whole lot together alia rinfusa, as he remarked, 
with a touch of irony at himself for the commercial tenn. What did I 
think, how much would these pictures be worth in Hungary? For here, 
unfortunately, they were not in demand. He had only bought them be
cause he had wanted to help someone—he really knew what it was to be 
in trouble.

I suggested that he offer them to the National Gallery in Budapest. 
He would think about it. Would I not accept one as a souvenir? I thanked 
him, it was very kind, but. . .  I would leave him my address and asked 
if he sent any to Budapest for the Gallery to let me know.

One of them was a landscape, a dreamland, a child’s pre-fairy-story
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scene. I regret that picture; I wish I had at least asked the price (not alia 
rinfusa), for I might then hope to buy it the next time I visit London. 
I am afraid they will still all be there in that folder. I wished above all for 
a cup of strong coffee, but what else could Mr. Roland’s secretary have 
brought in those large, broad-mouthed cups, but tea with milk. We 
settled down on the thick rug, in compliance with the atmosphere of 
the studio, and Béla Kádár naturally made us drift to present-day Hun
garian painting. Mr. Roland told us that when he bought that folder— 
when could it have been, six or eight years ago, he no longer recalled—the 
elderly lady who had arranged the sale had said that these drawings could 
not now be exhibited in Budapest.

“I replied,” said Mr. Roland, “that they could not be shown in Lon
don either.” They had had a good laugh at this after he had made out 
the cheque, both being very amused and both understanding without any 
explanation that in Budapest the pictures would have been too modern, 
in London too old-fashioned.

“Now you could put them on show in any gallery in Budapest,” I ob
served. In my mind’s eye I was already seeing these delicate, translucently 
clear drawings hung in the István Csók Gallery, with one or the other 
possibly in the gallery’s shop window on Váci Street. How many people, 
I wondered, would dream back their youth? These pictures ought to be 
taken home, after all.

“Now you could show them here too,” answered the art dealer. Public 
taste has changed in both places. In London the monopoly of non-figurative 
painting, in Budapest that of naturalism and the idyllic approach, has 
been broken. Throughout the morning we saw hardly any abstract pic
tures—even these were rather part of the permanent stock of the galleries. 
Among the works of the new artists—if four or five shows are anything 
to go by—there were none at all. One of the many pictures I saw has left 
an indelible impression on me.

Right next door to Roland’s gallery there is a small, charming exhibition 
room, the Reid Gallery. I felt the air of genuineness as soon as we entered. 
At the very next moment a picture caught my eye and refused to let it go. 
Its title is “London,” but it was only later that I read it, for with or without 
the title it did indeed show the city. A few days ago I read something that 
William Blake once wrote about London, and this occurred to me now: 
“I behold London, a human awful wonder of God.” Can it be that the 
young painter (William Goldsmith—and he really was young, no more 
than thirty) also knew this line of Blake’s and that it had helped inspire 
him as he painted? I waived away this very literary and therefore unpic-
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torial thought. The painter saw his city and he had a vision of it. In the 
course of years he had absorbed that strange, shiny and granular mist 
that hovers over London and which I enjoy every morning from the sixth 
floor of my hotel, those almost jerky changes of colour at dusk for whose 
sake I have never taken the Underground late of an afternoon, however 
hard pressed I have been for time. The sixth floor occurred to me be
cause this painting also looks down on the city from on high, though I 
knew for certain (a point which Cooke also confirmed) that there is no 
place in London from which just this can be seen, in this same way. In 
the background I recognized the contours of Tower Bridge, but this merely 
illustrated Picasso’s teaching that every picture, however abstract or far 
removed from reality it finally becomes, must set out from a portion of 
real life. Goldsmith has assembled his city from the relations between 
colours and lights. At the centre, where we suspect the Thames should lie, 
there are vague, airy, or “watery” splashes, with angles and step-like 
formations on either side reminiscent of cubism. These, however, are 
neither cubist elements nor steps, but visions of houses. The tone of the 
painting is bluish green, yet not dark. How he does this, I do not know.

Now I remember another of his pictures—a reclining female nude. It was 
Cooke who drew my attention to it. “Look, it could also be a landscape.” 
Indeed, it was divided in two by a horizon, the ground, flooring or earth 
on which the female body lies could also be the grassy foreground of a large 
tract of land, the arm, cast back in a relaxed pose and reaching slightly 
upward, would be a tree-trunk, the toes, shrubs. All this is no futile play
fulness, though it is probably also not a conscious effort but the influence 
of abstract and surrealistic painting on realistic art, the triumph of the pic
ture’s soul (as Károly Lyka would say) over the title which happened to have 
been given it.

It is something of this kind that young Hungarian artists are after—this 
was the explanation I furnished Cooke for the unusual interest and veritable 
enthusiasm with which I inspected the picture and which would not let me 
get away from it. I was enthusiastic not because the picture was a master
piece—it was not quite that. Rather it was because I had once more discov
ered an identical feature, and again in the matter of the young, though Cs. or 
M. in Budapest may never have heard of Goldsmith or seen an inch of his 
work. There is something in the air of the arts—an endeavour to get beyond 
the two extremes and, in the midst of the debate on figurative or non- 
figurative art, to produce figurative work that will also hold its own as 
abstract art or non-figurative paintings that will not be divorced from 
reality.
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Cooke patiently listened to me, stroked his red rose—this does not appear 

to be a sign of anything in particular with him—then said that Mr. Diamond 
Ring had been right after all.

“You ought to go in for drawing; then you would do all this beautifully 
yourself.”

“Good Lord, what do you mean?” I protested, for I had perforce to 
recognize the sympathetic irony of the painter. “Why, I can’t even express 
it in writing.”

“That’s because it can’t be done in words.”

The day of argument, London, November ind

I have passed the Central Building of London University every day so 
far, mostly by car. Elderly taxi drivers and Hungarian emigrants of long 
standing have always pointed to the huge tower and told me that this was 
the seat of the Ministry of Information during the war. Actually I would 
have to do no more than walk round Russell Square to get to the main 
entrance. This afternoon I nevertheless came rushing along by taxi from the 
West End, because I had a luncheon invitation which I could not put off, 
while this morning a letter arrived to tell me that Professor Hugh Seaton- 
Watson was expecting me at 3 p. m. at his institute, the School of Slavonic 
and East European Studies. The letter also mentioned that he had to deliver 
a University lecture at 4. p. m., so that my program organizer arranged 
another appointment for me at a quarter past four.

In London and in every other Western metropolis man proposes and 
traffic disposes. It was in vain that I got up from table at half past two, in 
vain that I perjured myself by telling my host that I never drank espresso 
coffee and that it was really not worth his while to take me to a genuine 
espresso in Soho (run by Budapest people under an Italian name). I flung 
myself into a taxi and spent half an hour of the five minutes’ journey motion
less in a traffic jam—what we call a cork, and the British a bottleneck. 
To be la te .. .  at a University.. . seeing a professor.. .  I felt like an idle 
student. I panted as I knocked at the door and began excusing myself even 
to the secretary. She listened to me with a courteous smile, for one does 
not interrupt a guest (this is one of the things we might pay more attention 
to in Budapest), then told me with an even more disarming smile that the 
Professor was not yet here.

This was something that had not yet happened to me in London, and 
I began to feel more at home. “Perhaps an unforeseen engagement?” I ven-



tured. Oh no, I was to sit down please, said the secretary and exchanged 
looks with another girl and a young man who were working in the same 
room. I waited, thumbed through an issue of the Illustrated London News 
dated November 1959, and read an interesting article about an archaeological 
find in Asia Minor. The telephone rang, the secretary looked at me, said 
“yes,” nodded, put back the receiver, and I knew she would say what my 
secretary usually coos to people who are waiting for me in similar situations: 
“He is sorry, his car’s developed some trouble, he’ll be here immediately.”

He really did arrive soon, and I hardly recognized him. It is true that 
some fifteen years have passed since we met in Budapest; he then visited 
Hungary as a young scholar studying what use the Hungarians were making 
of democracy. He had—at least I believe he had—a touch of remorse, or 
rather a desire to make reparations, for his eminent father had attacked not 
only the old feudal and oppressive Hungarian State but the Hungarians in 
general, without distinction. His son, his heir not only in his interests but 
also in his University Chair, may not be primarily concerned with the 
peoples and States comprised in the territory of the former Austro-Hun
garian Monarchy, but I know that he nevertheless always keeps an eye on 
events in Hungary, frequently commenting on them. I must confess here 
in writing, for unfortunately we never got that far in our conversation, that 
it was my intention to try and ask him for an article in The New Hungarian 
Quarterly, offering him a completely free hand in voicing his opinions. 
However, as I was saying, I looked at him in surprise, for I had remembered 
him as being some five years my junior, yet standing before me I now saw 
a completely grey, very corpulent man with elderly movements.

He excused himself for having been late, but not being as polite as his 
secretary I interrupted him straight away and said:

“A musician m yself.. .  ”
I said this in Hungarian, and he seemed to understand the words, though 

he did not appear to have learned this important bit of Budapest slang 
during his visit. “A musician myself,” I explained, is derived from the 
times when gipsy musicians took a plate round in the restaurants. It was 
then that the young nightbirds who did not want to give anything would 
say “I’m a musician myself, don’t ask me.” I was a musician myself, he 
need not apologize to me for being late.

We were in a good mood as we walked into his tiny study. The room is 
not really all that small, but books and periodicals sprawled all over shelves, 
cupboards, armchairs and floor. I felt more and more at home. At the centre 
of the room, on the near side of the writing table, there was one of those 
old-fashioned office chairs that you see in American films with plots laid
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at the turn of the century—it swivels round like a piano stool, but it has 
a back and arm rests. On the back there was a small metal plate with an 
inscription.

“It used to be my father’s,” said the Professor. “The plate was put on 
it by his pupils.”

I moved away from it, for if this was a sacred relic I preferred to sit 
somewhere else.

“It really is better for me to sit there,” said Hugh Seaton-Watson. 
“I t’s very rickety, and the former chair of Scotus Viator would be certain 
to collapse under the weight of a Hungarian.”

We finally managed to find our places—he in the paternal seat, I in an 
armchair.

“A good paper, this Quarterly of yours,” he said.
“I ’m glad,” I answered. I really was glad to hear this from an expert on 

Central and Eastern European affairs, and not a little astonished that it 
should come from a scholar who has in recent years struck a particularly 
critical note with respect to Hungary.

“Don’t be glad. The paper is too good.”
He laughed and did not immediately explain what he meant. Neverthe

less the whole of our long conversation, exhausting even in the purely 
physical sense of the word, centred round this issue. For the time being 
he inquired after mutual acquaintances and remarked that Budapest will 
always live in his memory as the city of youth and spring, because this was 
where he met his later wife, who was then working at the British Legation. 
I was a trifle taken aback when he next put a question that was not quite 
worthy of an expert, for though I have heard it often in the past few weeks, 
the questioners were always laymen or indifferent inquirers. Life was presum
ably pretty sad in Budapest now, he said. I did not want to get involved 
in this issue, so I pointed to our hair and said that youth and spring were 
alas far from us now, yet I would not call this sad.

The conversation had ceased to be as pleasant as I had hoped and as it 
had been at the outset. I tried once or twice to return to the friendly, ban
tering tone in which most of my conversations in London have been con
ducted and which has made it possible to express contrary views while the 
atmosphere of the talks would nevertheless become increasingly favourable. 
When I noticed that my efforts were of no avail, I did not make a third 
attempt, nor did I avert his earlier allusion with a joke but expounded my 
opinion that in Hungary the present could not be properly evaluated without 
the past and that there were two pasts, even though they were not of 
equivalent standing—a perfectum, and a praeteritum imperfectum—the
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times before 1945 and the period of the personality cult. People in Hungary 
compare their own situation and social developments to the two pasts.

Hugh Seaton-Watson did not doubt that the situation in Hungary is 
today better than it was, say, ten years ago. But he attaches no significance 
to the fact. He unexpectedly asked me whether I had been recently to 
Poland. Did I know conditions there?

I told him I had not, and though I have some idea of the situation there, 
I was not as fortunate as he, to be able to pursue Slavonic and East European 
studies at one and the same time. We would do better to stick to the Hun
garians. All right, but he had only said this because nowadays there were 
many Poles with scholarships in London—scientists, writers, artists, stu
dents — and these too all said the kind of thing I did. “They're very pleasant 
chaps besides, but actually these are the most dangerous double agents.”

This was the first time during my visit to Britain that I grew angry. 
What was this? What was this son of Scotus Viator saying? He noticed 
my anger but continued undisturbed, saying that these Poles, through their 
personal charm and a favourable description of conditions in their country, 
lulled people’s consciences. They kept saying they are Britain’s friends, 
but they rendered the most valuable services to the Russians. “Such people 
are the greatest danger to the Free World,” he declared, “because they 
render more acceptable, more palatable, something that is ultimately unac
ceptable.”

There was an instant during this tirade when I thought that I must rise 
and, observing the strictest etiquette, take my leave. However, I waited 
till he had finished and was intently watching the effect of his words. I was 
in a bad mood, so I again made use of a joke. A little while back, I said, 
I had used a piece of Budapest slang. Would he now allow me to quote a 
peasant saying? This one would probably need no explanation: “He speaks 
to his daughter, it’s for the daughter-in-law to hear.”

“Well, just as you like. I meant no offence.”
“I’m sure you didn’t ,” I replied. “Nor do I want to offend you when 

I say you are a Stalinist.”
If my aim had been to startle him, this was plainly successful. But he 

parried well:
“I ’m not a Marxist; how can I be a Stalinist?”
“Simply,” I answered, “in that you are one not from the Marxist, but 

from the humanist, progressive point of view. Your standpoint is, in its 
way of thought, in its approach to the world, a twin brother of Stalin’s 
theory that the class struggle becomes ever sharper during the building of 
socialism. Therefore the better things are, the worse they become. I might
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simply have called you dogmatic, but then perhaps you would not appreciate 
that what you have said is both inhuman and absurd. According to this 
idea, what would best suit your books would be to have the greatest possible 
destitution, the least freedom, the sharpest and most ruthless class struggle 
waged in Hungary, Poland and the other socialist countries.”

My temper had got the better of me, I may even have raised my voice 
somewhat. I was also annoyed at my own short-sightedness or deafness, for 
this was not the first time I had heard this tone, only not so overtly. I have 
sometimes passed by certain innuendoes that either cast doubt on my opinions 
on conditions at home or seemed to express indignation at my daring to 
remove the soil of some old, tried argument from under the speaker’s feet. 
Even though this did strike me at the time, I had merely thought that it 
was difficult to change an entrenched or intransigent attitude—both in this 
country and ours—and that surely I, who favoured and respected tolerance, 
could not alford to lose my patience in the very fatherland of tolerance. 
Now I saw that there had been more to it than I had thought, for Professor 
Seaton-Watson was certainly not the only person to hold such views.

“Look, Professor,” I said, breaking the silence. “I believe you have not 
pursued this line of thought to its ultimate conclusions. You don’t like the 
Hungarians, the Poles, the Russians, the Bulgarians, and you’re entitled 
not to, of course, though I don’t see why in that case you are a professor 
precisely of Slavonic and Eastern European studies.”

He protested, saying of course he liked them, he was devoting his life 
to studying them, just as his father had done.

I did not enter into an argument over this, for it was no more than the 
first half of what I wanted to say. “But this view also means that you 
cannot like the English or the Scots either, for the political practice of your 
theory is inevitably war.”

“On the contrary,” he answered. “It is your theory and practice of dilution 
that leads to war. That is just what I would like to avoid.”

This sentence was at last an island in the stormy sea of our argument. 
I proposed that we start re-thinking it all from the beginning. Let us return 
to his first sentence. Would he prefer The New Hungarian Quarterly to be 
a bloodhound or an ass, instead of a giraffe?

This question was as far as we got, and it was fortunate that his secretary 
came in at this moment—fortunate, because she now saw smiles on our 
faces and not the perspiration of battle. Did we know that it was a quarter 
to five and that his students were impatiently waiting for him? Not to 
mention my appointment at a quarter past four. We jumped up and began 
snatching up our things.



“I’d like you to think about what I ’ve said though,” said Hugh Seaton- 
Watson.

“Gladly, but only on a reciprocal basis.”
He promised.
I also promised that I would not wish for conditions in Britain to deterio

rate, because.. .
He laughed, “All right, all right, I understand.”
I was on tenterhooks by now, but he stopped to look for some pamphlets 

and reprints—his latest works. “Won’t you get into trouble if I dedicate 
them?” he asked.

62 T H E  N E W  H U N G A R I A N  Q U A R T E R L Y

Bonfire at Highgate. November 4th

My last day but one is impossible to describe. For a month I have every 
evening written down what I must not fail to look at, whom I still have to 
ring up, whom I would like to invite to lunch, what I must buy my family 
and friends, which book I absolutely must take with me. The slip grew 
longer and longer, in the small hours of my more wakeful nights I would 
rewrite it, but even so it was seven ells long, like the beards of the dwarfs 
in the fairy tale. (I must not forget to buy a book of English folk stories.) 
Luckily Monica had invited me to a bonfire party this evening. Monica 
Pidgeon is a journalist, an architect, an excellent photographer and editor of 
Architectural Design. I know her from Turin, and she wrote appreciatively 
of the Hungarian exhibition there in her journal.

She gave me another ring this morning, suspecting that I had misunder
stood her, and quickly tested my knowledge of bonfirology.

Yes, I knew what a bonfire was. I also knew that on the night of the 4th 
to the 5 th of November, respectable England does something of a somersault. 
They light bonfires, stand round them while the youngsters leap over them, 
and let off crackers, like the French on July 14th or our village lads at a 
parish festival before the First War. Guy Fawkes forfeited his life because 
of some barrels of gunpowder three-hundred-odd years ago, but the tradition- 
loving people of England have celebrated the anniversary of Parliament’s 
fortunate escape ever since. So Monica too was throwing a bonfire party.

“But be sure to come,” she said. “Don’t worry, there’ll be lots of people. 
Three generations. You’ll see for yourself. And I’ve told everyone that I ’ve 
invited a Hungarian guest, but a genuine one from Hungary.”

“ Maybe you’re preparing that bonfire for me?” I asked.
“I told you in Turin that you people should get rid of your obsessions. 

What we’re going to burn on the bonfire is a rag doll which we shall first
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appoint to be Guy Fawkes. And there’ll be decent drinks. But how are 
you going to find our house? It’s a new street, next to Highgate Cemetery. 
Just tell the taxi driver it’s behind the church.”

Crackers were bursting all over the place by the time I got into the taxi.
“St. Ann’s Close,” I said to the driver.
“Do you know where it is, sir?” he asked.
I told him as much as I knew. The driver rubbed his head. It was a dense, 

dark evening, with a drizzling fog. Highgate Cemetery lies on a hillside. 
We went up and up so long, I thought we would soon land at the look-out 
tower on top of Mount János near Budapest.

“Here’s the church,” said the driver. We flashed the headlights at it and 
tried to get round it, but it was no use. The driver did some inquiring, 
then explained that he had a family, that there were many good customers 
tonight, moreover that he was Irish and did not like lottering about ceme
teries at night. It would be far easier for me to find St. Ann’s Close on foot. 
I paid and he went off.

I climbed further still up the hillside and finally discovered a street which 
bent back on itself to somewhere behind the church. There were scattered 
houses, wide gardens, roads overgrown with grass and almost no public 
lighting. I landed on a street called Highgate West Hill, asked some people 
the way, then set off for the other side of the church. Nothing doing. I went 
on just the same for I now saw the glare of flames from afar. That must 
be it, the bonfire! I quickened my pace like the poor lad in the fairy tale 
when he discovers a light flickering in the depths of the forest.

Another ten minutes brought me close to the flames. The bonfire was 
blazing away in the vicinity of a good-looking modern villa, not far from 
the paved street but a good way off from the house, because the wind was 
blowing the sparks about. There were many people standing round it, 
children, teen-agers, grown-ups and old people. Not just three generations, 
as Monica had said, but four. There must have been about eighty persons 
in all. I stood at the edge of the group. A young man said “Hello,” I helloed 
back to him and watched the fire. A gang of kids was chanting: “Remem
ber, remember the fifth of November,” then, bursting into inarticulate 
yells, dragged a rag doll from the house and gleefully threw it on the fire. 
Little girls ran forward from behind the house, each holding three or four 
balloons in their hands. When they got to the fire, they let them loose.

I had a very good time. The flames of the bonfire shot up high, and a 
fire always has a certain enchantment about it. I had imagined a lot of 
things before I set out for Britain, but I would hardly have dreamed that 
I would be standing by the roadside gazing at a fire and listening to old
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English songs. We tend to imagine the English as cool, unbending 
and completely urbanized—I think that on hearing someone talk of the 
English people most of us conjure up the picture of a gentleman in a top 
hat. But this was more like our own Whitsun festivities, the tree-hauling 
or other ancient popular games. Not in its subject, of course, but in charact
er, intimacy and the fact that the participants play and at the same time 
take it seriously. The way they leaped about the fire and cheered while the 
rag doll smouldered needs no quotation marks, they did it sincerely like 
children, like the people.

I was grateful to Monica for having invited me. I wanted to go up to 
her but could not find her in the multitude around the fire. She must have 
gone indoors. What a lot of sandwiches one was expected to eat! A burning 
ember flew into the garden, where it was quickly stamped out, but only 
those standing near it moved. The rest of us stayed by the fire, watching 
the flames. By now the lowest logs had caught fire and the topmost were still 
glowing. We just stared into the flames without speaking. I do not for a 
moment imagine that anyone was thinking of Guy Fawkes. As to myself 
it is only now as I describe it all that John Huss and Jeanne d ’Arc come 
to my mind. While I watched, I merely felt man’s primitive—and a trace 
of primitive man’s—delight at that first and greatest of miracles: fire. 
We were captivated by its magic, and all of us surrendered to it. I shared 
with these strange people the excitement and intoxication caused by the 
fire. I only felt a shudder when the pyre began to collapse and its structure 
became visible through the flames, reviving memories of another burning 
pile. This was just how a four-story building on Margit Boulevard, next 
to the Franciscans’ Church, had flamed, revealed its skeleton, collapsed 
and become ashes in February 1945. Were these Londoners also recalling 
the blitz? Were they too perhaps thinking that they wanted to see no 
more bonfires that were not made by themselves in compliance with a tra
dition, playfully, ceremoniously, with children releasing balloons round 
them?

Slowly we began to drift into the house. The young man who had helloed 
to me when I came asked whether I had liked it. Thinking he must have 
recognized me from Monica’s description, I remarked that this was the 
first time I had seen this kind of thing and that I was very glad. “Oh-h-h,” 
he drawled, and in English this can mean absolutely anything. So to make 
sure he had understood I added that I was a Hungarian. He showed no 
interest at all. “Well,” he muttered after a while, “You’ve found your place 
in this country, then.” Oho, I thought, Monica does not seem to have been 
sufficiently accurate after all in announcing my coming. Instead of explain-
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ing, however, I merely said to the young man that I was a Hungarian from 
Budapest, not from London. The change was striking. He had me sit down 
in a corner, beckoned to his wife, introduced me as his Hungarian friend, 
and asked whether it was true that life in Hungary had improved.

“It’s better than here,” I answered. “We singe pigs on our fires at this 
time of year, not rag dolls.”

Talk of pigs led to food, this in turn to life in general, and then to the 
atmosphere. We drank tea and more and more people came and sat round 
us on little cushions or on the thick carpet. But where was Monica? W ith 
half an ear I kept hearing over and over again how those who had sat there 
longer whispered to the newcomers: “A Hungarian from Budapest,” to 
make sure there was no mistake—I was the genuine article. Monica should 
be satisfied, I was proving an attraction to her guests. But where was 
Monica? A young girl took a vast dish round, offering a thousand tiny 
sausage things. That’s it, that must be Monica’s elder daughter. I took one 
of the little sausages with toothpicks stuck through them and asked her 
where her mother was. She pointed towards the far corner of the big room. 
I looked, but I did not see her. She thrust the dish into the hands of the 
lad who was dancing attendance on her and led me up to her mother. 
English sang froid is in any case a superstition, but it was now certain that 
I had acquired none of it. I was standing before a strange lady. I embarked 
on a stammering explanation, I was afraid, they must excuse me, I was 
very sorry indeed, but the bonfire by the s tree t.. .  I had not found the 
house. Finally I managed to make it plain that I appeared to have gate
crashed into a strange house. The lady smiled, the host squeezed my hand. 
Everything was all right. They had seen me come in with Arnold, they had 
thought he had brought me with him, I knew, didn’t I, that he worked 
at the BBC. They hoped I was enjoying myself.

A quiet, cool trickle of perspiration ran down my back. I once more 
begged to be excused, thanked them for their hospitality and asked leave 
to depart. “Certainly not,” said the hostess. ’’Now I want you to sit down 
nicely in this corner and tell me all about those pigs. Because that was all 
I heard of what you were saying over there.”

I sat down, told them, drank their whisky, and answered a hundred and 
one questions that showed much interest, misinformation and a surprising 
amount of understanding about Hungary. At second try they let me go, but 
not alone. Arnold came with his car, and we studied the map. We could not 
find St. Ann’s Close, no one had heard of it, so we set out in the dark and 
stopped at the first policeman. He told us. It turned out that there were 
two churches at Highgate; the taxi had stopped at the wrong one.

5
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At Monica’s I saw nothing but the smouldering embers. They gave me 
a thorough scolding, till Arnold came to my rescue. I had to tell them about 
every detail of the rival bonfire. When I came to the end, Monica said: 
“And tell me, what’s this about singeing the pigs?”

Dawn was breaking by the time I returned to the hotel. My train for 
Harwich was to leave at half past eight. I began packing, it was not really 
worth going to bed. I was so overcome with fatigue that I began to mumble 
to myself: “I’m tired, I ’m tired.” The spoken word recalled an English 
sentence to me. Where had I heard it? Where had I read it? As I packed 
my books, the fine, thick volume of Dr. Johnson went to the bottom of 
the trunk. That was it, it was in the museum-home of the great Doctor, 
somewhere around Lincoln’s Inn, that I had read it. Or was it the gentle 
and wise Mrs. MacLeod who had quoted the Doctor to me? It said something 
to this effect: He who is tired of London, is tired of life, for London 
gives a man everything that life has to offer.

I straightened myself. Who’s tired here? What a fine saying! Everything 
that life. . .  All of a sudden I felt like inviting Dr. Johnson to visit Budapest.
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THE VISUAL POWER 
OF THE WRITTEN WORD

by

M I L Á N  F Ü S T

Instead of beginning with abstract considerations, I propose to show 
immediately by an example how much the visualizing power of the 
word depends, among other things, on the context—its environment 
as it were.

Suppose Flaubert, the great master of French prose, were to set this task 
to his young pupil Maupassant: “Write me about a red rose, my lad,” he 
might say, “but mind, you are to fashion it so that it will startle your 
reader’s eyes, dazzle him with its beauty. Imagine you actually received 
such a rose from someone, and it was so beautiful it made your heart ache 
under the impact of certain memories. You need not cling, though, to the 
red colour at all costs; but whatever the colour is it must make my eyes 
sparkle: that you’ve got to achieve at all costs. In a word, then, you 
were given a rose which was so marvellous that its very glory rent your 
heart with pain; that is the experience which it will now be your business 
to conjure up on paper.”

So far the theme. Now, if I were in Maupassant’s place, how should I 
best set about it?

Obviously, if I merely write down the phrase as it is, it will evoke but 
little response. For one thing, the rose will by no means shine as it is 
supposed to have shone to me when I was given it; worse, the words “it 
made my heart ache” amount to no more than a barren statement, and 
my purpose is not that what I say should be believed but that it should be 
experienced—in other words, it should make his heart ache who reads my 
text. Nor is this purpose easy to attain, precisely because the task is defined 
in all too simple terms, but we may at once derive a special hint from what 
little our hypothetical task-setter has added to the mere formula of the 
theme. It is not for nothing that the old fox has immediately come to 
doubt whether the red colour would be to the best purpose. It does not,
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in fact, seem so, and why not? Somehow the word itself is not beautiful 
enough: it does not shine in the measure we need, nor are we likely to gain 
anything by substituting, say, “scarlet” or “crimson” for “red.” On the 
other hand, “yellow” would seem to promise a stronger visualizing effect, 
if only because it is a more melodious word and, hence, perhaps able to 
contribute more powerfully to some accord of images and moods. So let us 
write down tentatively:

“It was such a marvellous yellow.. .  what a mere colour is able to do 
to you: I looked at it until it made my heart ache.”

Still nothing, of course. What if I make a double reference to the colour 
of the rose, with a slight variation? Thus:

“It was such a marvellous colour.. .  what a mere colour is able to do 
to you, a single yellow rose: I looked at it until it made my heart 
ache.”

Little or no progress again, but perhaps with this last experiment we 
have got nearer the right track: Why not try the dodge of amplification 
more extensively? If I enrich the motif with associations, increase (so to 
speak) its atmosphere, perhaps I shall then have provided my yellow hue 
with a medium from which it may flash out more luminously. Let me 
see: what exactly is that colour like? What does it make me think of 
mainly? Should it be summer afternoons? Very likely:

“The image of slated roofs, bright with sunlight, suddenly emerged 
before my eyes—oh sunshine flower, my lovely flower, thou yellow 
rose!—and I thought of my mother, and of many other things, until 
all my heart was aching.”

The trouble with this is that it is too lyrical, and rather forcedly so. 
The author trims, labours, not to say patronizes his subject so that it may 
please the reader. Still, when all is said and done, the yellow rose does 
shine a little more brightly this time.

Again, we might try to enhance its splendour by approaching it with 
an impetuous flourish as it were, taking a deep breath first and so launching 
ourselves towards it: “Burning bright was it, that yellow rose, l i k e . . . ” 
and then hit upon a suitable simile; but in fact it is not even very important 
what form of comparison we use, for the simile, once completed, will 
produce its effect mainly by virtue of its formal suggestiveness, which by 
itself suffices to raise the object into higher relief. On second thought, 
however, we had perhaps better choose an even wider detour; that is to say, 
instead of displaying immediately the tone of rapture, let us resort to the 
inverse method: A start in a quiet and slow key, and then after a while 
suddenly throw the object into a focus of high emphasis, for in so proceed-
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ing we have a better chance of stirring the reader’s mood by the impact of 
contrast. More, with this aim in view, I would first apply a trifle of vocal 
hallucination in order to draw the reader’s attention away from the visual 
sphere and ensure his being taken by surprise and defenceless when the 
radiant hue casts its spell upon him. This I may attempt to do in some 
such fashion:

“I continued turning the leaves of my book—there was a stillness 
about me, the dull and deaf afternoon stillness of summer days, a 
silence in whose deep womb I sometimes seemed to hear (I wonder 
if this happens to others too) a kind of distant drone. It was like 
an organ sounding from far away, and then, all of a sudden, my 
moving glance fell upon the table, as if arrested by an apparition: 
the aerial form of a lovely blonde watching my thoughts, never uttering 
a word but smiling, smiling at my stubborn sadness, for there lay a 
yellow rose on my table. .  . and oh but it was beautiful! The sight 
of that beauty—as it does happen sometimes—made my heart ache.” 

Well, I daresay that is slightly better, but still it is far from satisfactory; 
if only because it lacks all solid foundation. What does it rest upon, after 
all? In other words, its appeal is insufficient because we know nothing 
definite about the narrator’s state of mind, wherefore it might be said that 
the whole thing is floating in the air rather uncertainly. Anyway, we have 
learnt by now, beyond all doubt, that we must give the flower an ampler 
milieu and confer upon it a stronger emphasis by setting it against that 
ambient background.

Hence we may infer that the word will seldom suffice by itself: that, to 
borrow a term from the language of physics, it will also need a potential 
of tension or, again to vary the metaphor, a positional energy. To be sure, 
a spring is a spring even when it happens to be in a position of rest, but it 
is more of a spring—it really acts as a spring—only when it is extended. 
Literature is a world in which every word needs such a tension or “pitch” : 
we may then say that the word has “force,” “point,” “ tautness,“ or that 
it “works.” We used also to say, in praise of a literary passage that “every 
word is in its place.” (Of course, the same applies to other arts as well: in 
the fine arts the shapes and colours and in music the sounds must likewise 
possess a “potential” comparable to that of a tense spring.) Moreover, not 
only the words as such but all other elements, aspects and motifs of the 
work are subject to this law; not unless every one of these has its proper 
tension can the work truly reveal a life of its own. Consequently, let us 
apply ourselves to the task of furnishing that rose with an even richer 
environment, which is to say with even more energy. No, let’s not be afraid
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of adopting the rhythm of the northern story-tellers beating out, as it were, 
a wide breath in a sequence of short sentences set one beside the other 
and, finally, giving the story a title! A title immediately provides a sort of 
unifying principle: it offers a definite goal to the reader’s mind and thus 
helps us to sway his imagination. Suppose we choose “The Story of a 
Belated Traveller” as a title, and begin:

“Four men were walking together by the pier, all arm-in-arm; other
wise the port seemed deserted that afternoon. Four little stocky black 
chaps: upon my word exactly like four black Haverland sausages—if 
you could make them stand up-right, that is. Around the four sausages, 
four uniform suits of black, and atop the suits, four black bowler 
hats: dapper little things with exceedingly narrow brims. In addition 
to that, four umbrellas, as it should be; black again, needless to say. 
So they continued walking in close array, these four somethings—until 
they suddenly dropped in somewhere. I looked sharp: of course it 
was a tavern; I had guessed right. And now, going by the Laws of 
Assimilation, ‘I expect it is sausages they’ll eat in that alehouse,’ I 
muttered to myself, as though in search of something to laugh at, 
but in vain—I did not happen then to be in a mood for laughter.

“‘Even the sea bores me today’ I decided, ‘I ’m going home.’ For, 
as a matter of fact, where else should I go? Into what strange worlds 
could I flee? Twilight had set in, and the night was drawing close now.

“Home I went then. Traversing the market-place—wriggling my way 
amid the green stalls and baskets of the market-wives in their starch
ed skirts, passing by the statue of St. Olave—I presently stood at the 
entrance of my hotel. Upstairs I rushed, the quicker the better! My 
room was plunged in darkness, and I stopped still in the doorway.

“Can anybody tell me how on earth I’ve got here, I wonder! What 
have I to do with these grey quilts, these musty armchairs yawning 
at me as if we had grown weary of life together? What obscure power 
has driven me hither, to find myself among this mouldy furniture: 
these stale cupboards, these desolate shelves which have never belonged 
to anyone for more than a day? To some belated traveller, to be sure, 
just like myself: carrying in his head all sorts of shadowy worlds with 
him, now bursting into brief laughter, now (instead of going to bed) 
sinking down upon the table and murmuring to himself: ‘Maria, 
why, oh why have you left me so alone?’

“‘Don’t forget to bring your violin tonight, Nielsen’—a yell sound
ing from the street, while I was still standing in the dark, close by 
the door. Suddenly, now, I turned on the electric light—and in that
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very moment, my heart all but stopped beating from surprise. ‘Who
ever has put this here?’ and I stepped up to the table. For there, on 
my table, shone a wonderful, fiery red rose in a tall, slender crystal 
cup: so glorious was it that the words stopped dead on my lips: 
indeed, its beauty made my heart ache with pain. Quickly, then, I 
went up to the open window, and lo! no sooner did I look around 
than a head disappeared from the window beside mine, and that it 
was a blonde head, so much was sure, as sure as I was alive. Who 
might it be? who lived in that room?—this I must know at once. 
Without a moment’s pause, I raced out to inquire; or rather, I did 
pause for a moment, stopping at the table and saying to her—the 
rose, I mean—‘O you marvellous thing,’ or that I longed to embrace 
her, or some such sweet nonsense.”

So far the example, and the moral we may directly draw from it, is : 
First, we have needed a vast manifold of things in order to make the rose 
shine on that table as luminously as it was meant to. Secondly, as you will 
perhaps agree, our exercise has led us to trace out the contours of a complete 
story (for obviously, the yarn might be spun out following upon the vestiges 
of the blonde who vanished from the window); or to put it differently, 
the image we aim at stressing must, so as to be really alive, grow out 
of a real “soil,” it must be placed in a structural “whole,” and together 
with that “whole” be conceived again in the writer’s mind. Lastly, 
observe how, in this example, the red colour which we had provisionally 
rejected suddenly awoke to real life and became usable again, owing to 
an environment from which it would blaze forth powerfully. Here is one 
more proof of our contention that the life of a word also depends, to a 
great extent, on its surroundings.

But in fact I feel that, proceeding from the above example, I have some
thing far more important to say. Perhaps we have at last arrived, here, at a 
point where we can set down certain definite principles. To begin with, 
let us inquire once more into the role of the actual experience underlying 
literary creation. Reduced to its barest outlines, the experience amounts to 
no more than that I was once greatly impressed by a red rose. On what 
occasion; from what causes?—that cannot perhaps be described at all, seeing 
that for others it may lack all interest. As likely as not, from anybody else’s 
point of view the determinants of my experience were nothing but a tissue 
of irrelevant contingencies. Take an example: on the day in question, I had 
a tooth pulled and this had made me very sentimental: “Well, well,” I 
said to myself, “how the time passes away: there are my teeth going” ; 
very conceivably, it was this mood of mellow resignation that had made me
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particularly susceptible to the charm of the flower when I chanced to see it. 
Yet whatever the reason had been, once I felt that charm it was such a 
glorious, such an unforgettable moment that it aroused in me the desire 
of setting a monument to that rose, and this desire was the original 
stimulus of my work. Now the actual rose of my experience was (by suppo
sition) a red one, but what do I care about historical accuracy? Or to put it 
better, once I have started on my work and it carries me away by its momen
tum, why should I care any longer whether or not I depict the flower 
as red? Then I am no longer intent on anything but conveying an experi
ence, generating a spell, and that at all costs; accordingly, my original 
experience is losing more and more its importance in proportion to my 
stronger, my predominant desire to render the thing I write beautiful and 
effective. This being so, why should I stick to the red colour? Whoever is 
incapable of such a sovereign disloyalty towards the “historical fact” is, 
whatever else he may be, no artist.

This is precisely what sets the artist apart from both the reporter, and, 
more particularly, the dilettante: that both, each in his own way, abide by 
reality, tooth and nail, whereas the artist does not. The dilettante chews the 
end of his memories, watches his own reelings, bewails his life: he is in 
tears while he works, and the work itself melts asunder in his hands.

The artist, too, may weep, but what moves him to tears is not the misery 
of his life but the delight he takes in his work, for his main concern is to 
achieve an effect—upon himself, to begin with—and that exclusively by 
the vigour and beauty of his creation. Therefore, even though the real rose 
were red, I will not hesitate to make it yellow if that works out better on 
paper: similarly, though my lady-love had in fact been short in stature, I 
will brazenly convert her into a tall girl, should my material require it—if, 
for instance, a small one already plays a part in my tale; but I may equally 
betray my own mother, poor dear, endowing her with traits entirely alien 
to her real person, such traits as are better calculated to enhance the auton
omous life of the work. What the “paper” demands of me becomes the 
law of my own will; whatever the requirements of the work—the harmony 
of composition, the tonal and visual effects of the moment, the necessity 
of contrasts, the implications of word-context—impose on me and my 
imagination will sway my own desire and dictate the course of my action.

Thus, in our main example, why did I decide upon this choice of words? 
“ . . .  to find myself among this mouldy furniture: these stale 

cupboards, these desolate shelves which have never belonged to anybody 
for more than a day? To some belated traveller, to be sure, just like 
myself: carrying in his head all sorts of shadowy worlds with him,
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now bursting into a brief laughter, now (instead of going to bed) 
sinking down upon the table. . . ”

When I might rather have written “now sinking down upon the table to weep?” 
Perhaps, indeed, that is what had actually happened; also laughter and 
weeping form a natural contrast, in itself a commendable means of emphasis, 
and yet I veered away from this course, seeing that it would have suffused 
the passage with a degree of sentiment out of place at this particular point. 
Rather, I blunted the edge of the contrast by the matter-of-fact insertion 
“instead of going to bed.”

Again, I wrote “and murmuring to himself, ‘Maria, why, oh why have 
you left me so alone?’” The narrator presents here what are obviously his 
own thoughts as though they were another’s, a vague stranger’s. Why did I 
choose this form of style in preference to letting him simply tell his own 
feelings as such? Once more, because it would be one shade too sentimental 
for the context; this I sought to avoid by means of diverse transpositions. 
And why do I call her Maria? I do it regardless of whether my one 
time light-o’-love did or did not bear the name, merely and exclusively 
because I deem that the name happens to be well in place here. “Jill,” for 
instance, would be a misfit, but “Julia” would do quite tolerably, I am 
sure. A friend once pointed out to me that Burns in his charming song 
“The gowden locks of Anna” chose the name “Anna” instead of Ann not 
by mere accident but by the sure judgement of his artistic taste:

Yestreen I had a pint of wine 
A place where body saw na;
Yestreen lay on this breast o’ mine 
The gowden locks of Anna.

Has the name itself illumined these lines? Indubitably, for let us put 
“Bertha” in its place and the contrast will show us the better how radiantly 
“Anna” dominates that verse.

For the sake of beauty and intrinsic vitality, the artist is ready to challenge 
the Lord God; but the truth is that his business is not so much to challenge 
Him as to enter into His designs. God Himself has so fashioned His 
World that the beauty and life-force of it should be the greatest powers 
therein, nor can women be prouder of their own beauty than is the artist 
of the beauty of his works. Love of beauty and of inherent vitality consti
tutes the inmost essence of the artist’s soul; beauty is all his heart yearns 
for—no wonder he can seldom afford to care about the faithful presentation 
of reality. Whenever that does become his concern it is apt to be pursued



at the expense of beauty. Not to put too fine a point on it, he is often 
faced with the choice of being unfaithful either to his models or to beauty, 
and, if he decides to serve beauty throughout, what survives of the underly
ing experience? Perhaps nothing, or little more. When the point is 
reached where the thing on paper starts to display its magic, how far, then, 
is the experience from which its germ has issued left behind! This ineluc
table transformation, in the course of which the original experience may 
come to be completely dissolved, is meant when we sometimes speak of 
the “arbitrariness of art,” and this is what Shakespeare expresses with 
divine mastery in A Midsummer Night’s Dream (V, i) setting forth his view 
of poetic creation in Theseus’s words:

“The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven 
And as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name.”

74 T H E  N E W  H U N G A R I A N  Q U A R T E R L Y

O U R  N E X T  N U M B E R  (N o  8 , O ct-D ec., 1 9 6 2 ) 
is a Special Issue in Honour 0f Zoltán Kodály’s 80th Birthday

CONFESSION — TASKS OF MUSICOLOGY IN  HUNGARY — CHILDREN
CHORUSES 

hy Zoltán Kodály
ZOLTÁN KODÁLY’S YOUTH 

by Bence Szabolcsi
KODÁLY T H E MASTER 

by Mátyás Seiber
ZOLTÁN KODÁLY — ACHIEVEM ENT AND PROMISE 

by Tibor Kozma
KODÁLY AND TH E FOLK SONG 

by Pál Járdányi
KODÁLY ’S ROLE IN  FOLK MUSIC RESEARCH 

by Lajos Vargyas
KODÁLY T H E W RITER 

by Dezső Keresztury
FACSIMILE AND MUSICAL SCORE OF AN UNPUBLISHED COM POSITION

by Zoltán Kodály
See also p. 174



THE “ELEVEN-PLUS” IN HUNGARY
by

J Ó Z S E F  F E K E T E

i

Unusual as it may seem, I would like to talk about the title of this 
article before getting down to the subject proper. No eleven- 
plus does in fact exist in Hungary, nor, consequently, can there 
be any eleven-plus anxiety such as has been so conspicuous in 
English education. But in Hungary, as everywhere, educators are trying to 

find an answer to the socially and individually important question that lies 
behind the catchword “eleven-plus” : at what age and under what conditions 
should the choice of profession be made?

Thus I have not set myself the task of challenging the appropriateness 
of that Rubicon in English education; I would rather give an account of how 
the problem is being approached, on the basis of past and present experi
ences, in the Hungarian education system. This, of course, makes un
avoidable a discussion of the eleven-plus system in respect both to the 
11-year age limit (which is, in fact, xo 14) and to the examination and the 
intelligence tests.

As will be explained in detail here, there is no such sharp dividing line 
in Hungary and such as exists is drawn at age 14, when the compulsory 
eight-form primary school has been completed, and without any tests—in 
most cases even without an examination. This age is, of course, not the one 
for a choice of profession, but it is certainly one for a decision as to the 
type of school, which, in turn, has an important influence on the choice 
of profession. Hungarian educators are convinced that this age limit is 
more democratic than the lower one and considerably more advantageous 
from the point of view of the individual’s character formation and the 
development of his mental abilities. This is, however, but one stage in the 
efforts for successful individual education, which must stay within the 
limits of requirements and available possibilities. For this very reason it is 
considered most important for the door to be kept open for change or for
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switching over, not only theoretically but practically, even beyond the 
age of fourteen.

With reference to educational experiences in Hungary, the first series 
were provided by the school system of the pre-1945 era. In Hungarian 
class-structured society at that time, the Rubicon was passed at the age 
of 10. I t was at that age that the children—or rather their parents for 
them—had to decide to go to an eight-form secondary school, a four-grade 
“citizen’s” (higher elementary) school, or a two-grade common school 
(which was actually an extension of the primary school) or to give up 
further study altogether—the latter being the practice in the village. The 
secondary school provided a general certificate of education and the chance 
of entering a university; attending the four-grade higher elementary school 
was a prerequisite for becoming a skilled worker or a minor clerk. Hardly 
more than technical was the possibility of changing from the higher 
elementary school to the corresponding form of the secondary school after 
passing a supplementary examination, and the actual number of those 
who did so was insignificant. Of course, no law compelled the children of 
one social class to go to one particular type of school when they had com
pleted four-grade primary school; more effective were the pure facts of 
class society. Figures are available according to which only 4 per cent of all 
students in the country’s secondary schools—the type of school which 
provided the best theoretical training—were of working-class or peasant 
extraction. Such data are all that emerge from statistics, but sociologists 
and thoughtful educators were able to observe more. They saw the secondary 
school of class society spoil from the general point of view of democracy 
the characters of most, or at least a great part, of those coming from below. 
Snobbery, opportunism, the desire to be one of the “gentlemen” (a word 
which in Hungary always had a semi-feudal flavour), represented enormous 
powers of erosion. For the few working-class, peasant and lower middle- 
class children who had gained admission, the Hungarian secondary school 
prior to 1945 was simply a narrow escape hatch into the middle class. 
When quoting these unwritten laws of Hungarian class society, I am speak
ing mainly of the 4 per cent who “managed to get in.” But what a loss to 
the country—not to speak of the individual tragedies—was to be found 
in that overwhelming majority of working-class and peasant children left 
out of the 4 per cent.

History has thus sufficiently provided the representatives of the new 
Hungarian society, and especially those of public education, with experi
ences to give a clear insight into educational relationships after 1945. This 
insight was invigorated by recognition of the fact that education and, within
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it, the question of the choice of profession constitute a social problem to be 
solved only by social means.

2

A number of social conditions are, in my view, indispensable for the 
freedom and appropriateness of the choice of profession.

The society I have in mind is one in which, first, maximum readiness 
to help goes together with the justified demand that the future prosperity 
of every child, and thus of all young people, be assured irrespective of origin 
and of the financial standing of the parents, and, second, the problem of 
choice of profession is raised as referring to the nation as a whole. Only 
in such circumstances does the resolving of socially conflicting individual 
inclinations, abilities and interests have any purpose at all, and without 
them the success of individuals or individual classes is secured, consciously 
or unconsciously, to the detriment of other classes of society.

The appropriateness of the individual’s choice must be the concern of 
the whole nation, because the solution of this problem answers the question 
of how to use to best advantage the intellectual and material capacities of 
the people to serve the prosperity of the nation and of the individuals 
forming it.

First among the conditions for the free and appropriate choice of pro
fession is therefore the presence or absence of unemployment.

Wherever unemployment is permanent or periodically recurrent, a more 
or less significant number of young persons are deprived of the possibility 
of a free and appropriate choice of profession, because the perspective of 
needing unemployment relief payments and of total poverty—be it but 
temporary—will drive them not toward the profession longed for and best 
suited to their capacities but toward a secure living. In capitalist Hungary, 
with unemployment prevailing, a considerable part of the youth tried to 
enter some branch of the civil service, regardless of whether they took any 
pleasure in arranging files, coupling railway carriages, or discharging the 
duties of a policeman. Similar symptoms may still be frequently observed 
in the capitalist countries.

Freedom of choice of profession is also limited, in a number of countries, 
by enormous differences in reward between the various professions and 
trades. It is inconceivable that those at the bottom of the social ladder, 
earning the lowest wages, would have freely chosen such life-work.

Due social esteem for every type of work is also an important condition. 
The well-done work of the boiler-smith and the professor of mathematics, 
the miner and the musicologist, ought to be equal in moral value to society.



Unfortunately, this is not yet the case. Even in socialist society, where so 
much has been done to reduce the different evaluations of intellectual and 
physical labour, people in many social strata do not as yet have this spirit 
fully. A typical illustration of this fact is provided by the number of young 
people who apply for enrollment in the Medical Faculty: if all the appli
cants could be admitted, in 8 to 10 years Hungary could supply a country 
of 200 million inhabitants with physicians. At the same time, however, 
there would be a shortage of stock-breeders and blacksmiths.

Of the obstacles to a free and appropriate choice of profession, un
employment has been completely got rid of in Hungary. Significant 
progress has been achieved also in the material appreciation of various 
trades. The social esteem of several professions has, however, not yet 
reached the proper standard. Not that the pursuit of any profession in
volves some kind of discrimination on the part of the social and State 
institutions—but some of the young people show an unjustified reluctance 
to perform physical labour, though the latter is becoming steadily easier 
and more and more filled with “intellectual” content.

The task of bringing about the conditions necessary for choice of pro
fession devolves on society and the State. It is my belief that «hey can be 
completely ensured only in a classless society. This type of society alone 
will be able to integrate manpower management, to maintain a school 
system that can meet social requirements, and to allot at the appropriate 
moment adequate material and spiritual resources for the development 
of schooling. Moreover, the tensions of varying intensity between social 
and individual interests, which equally arise in the social, economic and 
educational fields, will be much more easily relieved in the socialist than 
in the capitalist society. The general increase of material well-being, the 
raising of the cultural level, the gradual elimination of hard physical 
labour, and the extension of free time are the decisive factors in relieving 
these tensions.

3

The creation by social means of the conditions favourable for the choice 
of profession can, however, ensure only the possibility of selection of a 
career and of preparing and being trained for it. What, then, must be done 
by the school in terms of training for a profession? What must be done 
by the young person to prepare for it, and what by school, parents and 
young people together in making the choice of profession?

I have already indicated that the final decision should rest with the 
student himself. But it is the duty of school and parents to assist him
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with their advice, and an even more important task of both parents and 
school is to raise the child to a level of maturity that enables him to choose 
a career, to encourage him to assiduous and active preparation for that pro
fession, and to give him the appropriate training.

The duties of the school and the parents in the preparation for and the 
choice of a career might thus be summed up in the following scheme: 
i) general preparation, 2) advice on the decision, and 3) further training 
for the chosen profession.

Though primary schools have nowhere in the world been set up to 
prepare the child for the choice of profession—their task being to contribute 
to the development of a certain cultural standard of the population—they 
have nonetheless come by now to be regarded as instruments in the general 
preparation for that decision. However, the 5-to-6-grade primary schools 
(I have in mind mainly the English primary schools) are hardly suited to 
provide the general preparation, owing, among other things, to the young 
age of the students and the nature of the curriculum.

The right choice of profession places a number of demands on the young 
people.

Thorough self-knowledge takes first place in this series of demands. 
Only he who knows his own powers and limitations, his good and bad 
qualities, will be able to choose the right profession. Attractiveness of one 
or the other career is not all by far. It may happen that the profession in 
question is that of someone particularly dear to the young person and his 
work evokes the desire to follow him in his profession even though the 
gifi for it may be lacking.

Self-knowledge is a most difficult matter. Thales was right in saying 
that the most difficult thing was to know one’s own self. It can hardly be 
achieved unaided. Still, taken in its ideal sense, it is the most important 
element in the choice of profession.

To judge physical fitness is considerably easier. Fitness for a particular 
profession can be ascertained with almost absolute certainty by means of 
the tools and methods of modern medical science and psychology—at least 
for the time of testing.

The third factor in the choice of profession is knowledge about the 
various professions. Complete knowledge is out of question; it is difficult 
enough to gain thorough knowledge of 15 or 20 different professions. Books 
cannot convey a comprehensive picture; gaining knowledge through 
practice would require much time and needs systematic help. Moreover, 
it is in the appreciation of the professions that the influence of environ
ment makes itself most conspicuously and often decisively felt. Another
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fact is that the children are usually not inclined to follow the career of their 
father or mother.

The factors outlined in the foregoing can, in my opinion, not be expected 
to develop in the child before the age of fourteen, even if only ripeness 
of intellect is considered and allowance made for deficiencies in ideal 
standards. And even at that age subjective factors may still play a decisive 
role.

For this very reason I consider the practice of selecting students for the 
various types of school at the early age of 11 a rather hazardous one—and 
outright dangerous from the psychological and pedagogical points of view. 
The choice of grammar school, secondary technological school or modern 
school is in itself an indirect choice of profession. Later changes of school, 
as well as the social role of the three types of secondary school, have already 
been commented on.

Returning, now, to the choice of school at the age of 11, not only the 
problem of age but that of the selection itself comes up.

It can hardly be suggested that an x i-year-old child should decide on a 
particular type of school for further studies. There remains, therefore, the 
application of some method of selection as the principle of choice. In 
English schools various tests are favoured, together with pedagogic advice. 
The results of tests are not unequivocal even at an older age; applied at the 
age of 11 the tests offer only an uneven basis for judging a student. The 
opinions of psychologists and pedagogues vary as to the value of the tests. 
I, for one, agree with Mr. Pedley’s (“Comprehensive Education,” Gollanz, 
London, 1957, p. 28) that this method of selection created a defeatist 
atmosphere among the pedagogues who had come to believe that the 
intellectual development of children was predetermined and could not be 
influenced by the teacher.

Also interesting are the figures (published in one of Mr. Pedley’s earlier 
works) on the number of students who leave school prematurely, which 
prove that the results of testing cannot be accepted unconditionally. 
According to these figures, 45.7 per cent of the students who were first 
refused admission to grammar school but later, at the age of 13, succeeded 
in enrolling, successfully passed the final examination, while 39.7 per cent 
failed. Of the group of students who had been admitted at the age of 11, 
45 per cent passed and 40.1 per cent failed. The students who had first 
been refused are thus seen to have been successful in the same proportion 
as those who had been selected by the test system. As Mr. A. D. C. 
Peterson, director of the Oxford University Institute of Education, put it, 
the child is not “a measurable unit at 10
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Nor do I consider the circumstance of sitting for an examination at the 
age of 11—or, for that matter, at 13—a very happy one. Examinations call 
forth a state of excitement in a child, and he is not himself when he 
takes one.

Selection based on tests also has a disturbing effect on the work of the 
primary school teachers. Because intelligence and education are closely 
interrelated and difficult to distinguish in the course of the tests, many 
teachers take pains to hammer the subject of the impending tests into the 
heads of the students as well as possible, instead of giving them thorough 
knowledge. There is even the danger that the teacher may be principally 
concerned with brighter students who have a better chance of getting into 
grammar school. And here the statement, concealed in question form, must 
be given once more: Do children of more prosperous and better educated 
parents not bring along more educational elements from their homes than 
the children of the humbler parents? Is it not a matter of general experience 
that children from educated families, aided by the educational elements 
continually supplied in their home environment, are apparently quicker 
in their intellectual progress?

Later on, the workers’ children may “make it up,” provided they still 
have a chance to compete and they are not compelled—as a consequence 
of an examination which they had to stand for at too early an age—to 
continue their studies at a school which sets lower standards—or, possibly, 
even in a weaker class of such a school.

It is to be feared that premature examinations tend to perpetuate the 
conditions under which the children of the “lower classes” remain in the 
modern school, together with all the other consequences.

Failure at examinations, especially if accompanied by a change of school, 
may at this age—and even later—cause a severe shock to the child and 
affect his whole life. This must be prevented by all possible means.

Finally, however commonplace it may seem, let me point out that it is 
a mistake to think that one is born either bright or stupid and that this 
cannot be changed. Gifts do not manifest themselves at a uniform age. 
There are child prodigies who know more at 11 than others do at 16, 
but many of them are not amazing as adults. On the other hand, not all of 
the great men of history showed themselves particularly gifted in child
hood. I remember having read somewhere that Sir Robert Peel, that great 
British statesman and orator, showed rather mediocre abilities during 
childhood and did not excel with his memory. He was to develop into 
a formidable debater, a master in the art of exposing the contradictions in 
his opponents’ speeches. His excellent memory was not developed from

6
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one day to the other. He was systematically trained by his father to listen 
to speeches attentively. Tradition has it that he had to give a minute 
account of each Sunday’s sermon. At the beginning it was difficult; later 
he managed to recite the sermon almost word by word at first hearing.

When discussing the question of the choice of profession we are not 
supposed to analyse the careers of exceptionally talented persons. Men 
of genius and persons with extraordinary gifts make up only a fraction 
of humanity. The same goes for the completely untalented. The majority 
is made up of persons with average abilities, between whom there are, 
as a matter of fact, considerable differences, but these differences are formed 
in the course of life. Those with average talent, and their children too, 
are full of desires; they want to be happy, they want to live, if possible, 
in a profession chosen by themselves and to know the happiness of creative 
work in that profession. In the following sections I wish to give a brief 
review of the principles and methods that prevail in Hungary in regard to 
preparation for and choice of profession of the students of average ability 
and in regard to the school system that prepares them for their decision. 
It must be kept in mind that choice of profession and preparation of the 
students make up, in Hungary too, one of the problems that has not yet 
been completely solved.

4

As for basic principles, the aim is to foster the rapid development of 
a socialist society by providing the national economy, the realm of science 
and the public administration with future workers, farmers, scientists and 
officials. It is also desired that everyone work, as far as is practicable, in the 
field most suitable for unfolding his capacities and for realizing his deepest 
wishes. The problem is being raised with reference to the nation as a whole 
and to every child.

It is the duty of both State and society to secure the best possible 
solution of the problems of choice and preparation. Their measures must 
cover two great fields: increase of the range of choice for the individual 
and facilitation of the choice of profession and the unfolding of the capac
ities required in the chosen profession by means of an adequate system of 
schooling and extension (or part-time) training.

The actual choice of profession should not take place earlier than the 
completion of the 14th year, and until that age every student should 
receive uniform, general and polytechnical education.

No intelligence tests at the age of 14 or 18 are used to determine the 
choice of profession of the students. Pursuance of studies at a school of a
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higher type is generally secured by successful graduation from the lower 
school. However, admission to technical secondary schools, as well as to 
the universities and colleges, is subject to entrance examination.

Guidance of the students and observation of their abilities go together 
with education, which in turn affects the development of capacities and 
character. As in the whole work of teaching and education particular 
stress is laid on the development of character and will power, these properties 
are seriously considered in the course of choice of profession, over and 
above the intellectual capacities, cultural knowledge and other criteria.

There is nothing novel in these principles, since the building of character 
is also one of the aims of English, Swedish and American education. But 
I see here an advance in terms of the wide scope allowed to the various 
school bodies (youth organization, school and form community) in influenc
ing the individual.

This fostering of public-mindedness in education is not the least of the 
factors which have, on the one hand, brought about over the past eight 
to ten years an easing of worries concerning the choice of profession and, 
on the other, rendered the problem of the hipster—the student whose 
object in life does not go beyond the sensual pleasures—less burning in 
Hungary than in many other countries. Also fewer in number are the 
youngsters who deem their lives aimless because they could not enter 
a university immediately upon leaving secondary school but have been 
told to prove in one or two years of practical work their fitness for the 
chosen career. It may be added that those who experienced also at school the 
collapse of prestige derived from descent and wealth more readily under
stand that the respect of the community can be gained only by means of 
talent and character.

In order to give the youth a knowledge of various professions beyond the 
usual scholastic opportunities, poly technical training and practical lessons 
have been made a regular feature at every type of educational institution.

5

An attempt is being made to carry these principles into practice in the 
system of schools and extension courses to be described here.

Compulsory schooling in Hungary begins at the end of the 6th year 
and continues to the 16th. The children first enter the 8-grade primary 
school, which is divided into two sections of 4 grades each. In its teaching 
plan, the structure of the lower section (6—10 years) corresponds largely 
to that of the English primary school. In the villages the children are taught
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by a single schoolmaster; in the cities and larger centres the subjects of 
drawing, manual training, gymnastics, and singing and musical training 
are taught by specially qualified teachers. As for the program of the four 
upper grades (11-14 years), a parallel may be drawn with the English 
modern school. The educational staff consists of qualified teachers, and the 
students study one foreign language as well as the usual subjects of the 
modern school. In addition, for two hours a week they are acquainted with 
various branches of the economy (metal and wood industries, chemical 
industry, agriculture); though the knowledge so gained is necessarily slight— 
as follows also from the age of the students—they do gain an insight into 
the workshops of various industries, come to know the raw materials, 
semi-finished and finished products, and have opportunity to see how the 
workers and peasants work. Besides, they are given an opportunity to learn 
simpler operations of a few trades in the school workshop. Girls are also 
taught the rudiments of housekeeping.

This training, though most useful from the viewpoint of choice of 
profession, is not sufficient in itself. It is therefore supplemented by visits 
to industrial plants, grammar schools, and industrial, agricultural and 
commercial colleges.

There are institutes of vocational advice for the primary-school students 
where information is given by technical experts, pedagogues and psy
chologists about various professions and advice, based on the aptitudes of 
the child, can be obtained on choosing a profession. This is similar to the 
English system, but I must admit that these advisory institutes have not 
yet come to play the desired role for the majority of the primary-school- 
aged children.

The form-master, the study circles and the various afternoon classes play 
a considerably more important part in preparation for a profession.

In Hungarian primary and secondary schools, one of the teachers of a 
form has a special responsibility for the progress of the form. This teacher 
is called the form-master. One hour a week is assigned in the program for 
the form-master, who also collects the reports and opinions of his fellow 
teachers about the students, attentively follows their responses and the 
development of their character, and has regular consultations with the 
parents. His part becomes particularly important in the 7th and 8th forms, 
where he assists the parents, giving detailed advice, in the matter of a 
profession for the child.

By the 12th or 13 th year the child’s inclinations already begin to be 
manifested. Literature, foreign languages, technical subjects and pro
fessions—the budding interests can only be partly satisfied within the
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frame of the time-table. The students concerned—often as many as half the 
total number of students—find an opportunity in the study circles of the 
school and of the youth organization to practise their favoured subject and 
to develop their technical abilities. These study circles are headed by 
teachers and technicians.

Valuable opportunities are provided by the optional language courses, 
which are free of tuition fees. Instrumental music can also be studied in the 
larger primary schools, many of which have a music section and an orchestra. 
Various kinds of competitions between primary schools, organized at 
regular intervals on district, county and national levels, are also useful in 
preparation for the choice of profession.

The question may now arise of the future of students who do not attend 
the study circles, study any optional subject, teach themselves anything.

For these students the form-master will, of course, find it harder to 
advise on the problem of choosing a career, but not impossible. Four years 
of learning and activities in the school community will have furnished the 
form-master with important facts about the student. There is no such thing 
as a student without an interest in anything; his interest may, at the worst, 
be not very intensive. But even a student of this type will have to come 
to a decision by the age of 14.

The majority of students who have completed primary school in Hun
gary continue their studies in a secondary school or in an industrial, agri
cultural or commercial college. As it was only in 1961 that the age limit 
of compulsory schooling was extended to the end of the 16th year, it may 
be claimed with confidence that continuation of studies after primary 
school has been entirely on the voluntary decision of the students and 
their parents.

About half of the students who continue their studies (43 per cent of the 
students finishing primary school in the current year) enter secondary schools.

There are three types of secondary school in Hungary: the grammar 
school, the technical school and the professional secondary school. All 
secondary schools have four forms. After having successfully finished their 
secondary school the students may sit for the final examination. About two 
thirds of all secondary-school students attend grammar schools, where 
theoretical subjects are taught five days weekly and one day per week is 
devoted to practical and theoretical preliminary training in one of the 
industrial, agricultural or commercial professions. W ith the obligatory 
study of two foreign languages, the curriculum of these institutions corre
sponds to that of the English grammar schools. A third foreign language 
and religious instruction may be taken facultatively.
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The technical schools are more strictly confined to one particular branch 
than the English seven-year technical schools. More space is here given 
to technical theory than to technological practice. The students of the 
technical school will become technicians.

The institution of professional secondary schools which is at present 
taking shape is intended to establish a type of skilled workers’ school on a 
secondary-school level. Subjects of general culture and pertaining to the 
theory of a trade occupy four days of the weekly time-table, with two days 
allotted to practical training in the trade. The students will sit for the final 
examination and the skilled workers’ examination simultaneously. Afternoon 
classes to prepare for a profession, as described in connection with the 
primary school, or—in technical secondary schools—to give the student 
a thorough training in his particular trade, are also features of the secondary 
school.

Study-circle activities and intermural competitions are of even greater 
importance in the secondary schools, especially the grammar schools, than 
in the primary schools.

The other half of the students who continue their studies after having 
left primary school enter an industrial, agricultural or commercial college. 
These are training schools for skilled workers where the courses generally 
take three years, in some cases only two. (As a matter of fact, these schools 
are not, in the strict sense of the term, considered as secondary schools.) 
Practice of the trade fills the greater part of the program here. In the 
subjects of general culture, as well as in theoretical subjects, the standard 
of teaching often falls short of the requirements of the steadily growing 
industry and agriculture. It is for this reason that the number of technical 
secondary schools is gradually being increased, so that, within a reasonable 
period of time, the training of skilled workers whose trade requires 
a high proportion of theoretical study can be shifted to this type of 
school.

The students who do not continue their studies in a secondary or a 
skilled workers’ school after leaving primary school will attend an extension 
course two days each week until the completion of their 16th year.

It must be added that in the Hungarian primary, skilled workers’ and 
secondary schools gifted and less gifted students attend the same form and 
there are no classified forms in the schools.

As mentioned previously, the basic condition for admission to a secondary 
school is the successful completion of the eight-grade primary school. Only 
those who wish to enter a technical or professional secondary school have 
to sit for an entrance examination at the age of 14.



“ELEVEN-PLUS”

In short, I think that the possibility of choosing a profession at the age 
of 14, as well as the addition of polytechnical training to the classical forms 
of preparation for a profession (advising, classes introducing various pro
fessions, visits to industrial plants, provide satisfactory conditions for 
the children to base their decision upon undisturbed and mature considera
tion.

Adequate conditions for making the choice of profession and preparing 
for it at school will be provided only when secondary schooling becomes 
general. There are high hopes that this project can be realized in the not- 
too-distant future, when the age limit for the definite choice of profession 
will accordingly be shifted to the 18th year.

6

This review of the problem of choice of profession in Hungary would 
not be complete without a brief summary of the possibilities for and pro
cedure of entering a university or college for further study.

Every young man or woman in Hungary who fulfils the prescribed 
conditions (general certificate of education; in some universities and 
colleges, preliminary professional practice) is entitled to continue his or her 
studies at a university or college. In fact, there is a great demand for uni
versity or college graduate specialists, and their number has multiplied 
over the past 17 years. For instance, the number of university students in 
the 1961/62 school year is four times that in 1938/39. Both the demand 
for specialists and the number of those who wish to matriculate exceed 
the physical and intellectual capacities of the universities and colleges. In 
1938/39 there were 16 universities and high schools with 37 departments 
in Hungary; their present number is 29, with 47 departments. It is a matter 
of common knowledge that universities and colleges are “expensive” in
stitutions. If  they are to provide instruction on a high level—and this is 
exactly what they should do—much money and personal energy must be 
invested in them.

When these facts are considered, the selection, from among the young 
people of the whole nation, of those who should be admitted to the limited 
number of places in the higher institutions of education must be a matter 
for careful deliberation. Thus a system of entrance examinations has been 
introduced, and the knowledge of the applicant is scrutinized also in the 
light of the results of his secondary-school studies.

Nor is there—and I want to stress this point once more—any similarity 
between these entrance examinations and the intelligence tests. However
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attractive the idea may seem—particularly from the arithmetic angle—the 
educators do not want to make a survey of the intellectual creative powers 
of the nation and to husband them on the basis of such a survey. The 
consequences of this solution would be dreadful for the individual. The 
gifted young man, though admitted, would no longer have to work for 
success, whereas the less gifted one would be imprisoned in a narrow circle, 
forced into a profession from which there would be no escape even by the 
most strenuous work and the most profound knowledge.

In our age, following on the French Revolution and the October Rev
olution of 1917, the allocation of talent according to a scheme would be 
as much of a utopia as Sir Thomas More’s Campanella’s State.

Imre Madách, the great 19th-century Hungarian dramatist, in his 
dramatic poem Aẑ _ ember tragédiája (The Tragedy of Man) describes the 
Phalanstery where the children are directed to this or that profession on the 
basis of skull tests; Michelangelo is given the task of chair-leg carving 
and Plato is made a shepherd, because the scientists carrying out the tests 
discover in the former an aptitude for carving and in the latter a dreamy 
disposition and optimistic serenity.

In the Hungarian entrance examinations, knowledge and culture of the 
applicants are of primary interest. Their character, will-power and be
haviour as citizens are also examined. Their secondary school or, in the 
case of those who graduated some time earlier, the firm is asked to give an 
opinion on whether the student was known for a strong or weak character, 
for steady and strong will, or for only wanting to gain the benefit of an 
intellectual profession. All these points are taken into consideration when 
the decision on admission is made, in order to secure university and college 
places for those who most deserve it in every respect.

I believe this procedure to be the right one. Man is not only an intellectual 
being but one of emotion and will as well. A good physician, for instance, 
must be intelligent but he must also love his fellow men at least as much 
as the science of medicine and must not set a higher value on money than 
on his own conscience; moreover, more than once he must also make 
sacrifices. But by what kind of test can altruism, humanism or character 
be measured? By none! Chesterton, in Orthodoxy, declares that first love 
and the young mother’s pride are things to be taken into account under 
all circumstances. There is a profound truth in this thought. Young people 
without ideals, deep emotions, right ambitions, strong convictions and 
strength of will will not be of advantage to society.

Nor are promising ones with a temporary deficiency of character, be
haviour or will-power barred from the possibility of continuing their
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studies. They are advised to undertake physical work for a few years, to 
strengthen their will-power and to throw off their faults in the industrious 
atmosphere of the shop or plant, to learn more humility and to gain the 
confidence of their fellow workers, and to return then to enter the regular 
or the evening course of the university. The young people who really feel 
a call for a profession and are attracted not only by the prospect of a desk 
will come back and will in fact be admitted. For years after the country’s 
liberation deliberate efforts were made to enroll in the universities as many 
gifted young people of working-class and peasant origin as possible. There 
were a number of reasons for doing this. The country’s former regime had, 
directly or indirectly, prevented many young people of working-class or 
peasant origin from studying in universities and colleges. This historical 
injustice had to be remedied, and every effort had to be made to develop 
an intellectual class ready to work for socialist society. It thus occurred 
that some of the young of bourgeois or intellectual extraction were not 
admitted to university at once but only after a few years had passed. 
However, the boys and girls of outstanding abilities were even at that 
period generally admitted immediately. v ?

By now, on the other hand, the point has been reached where the 
pursuance of university studies depends solely on the student’s knowledge, 
talent and character, as well as on his or her behaviour as a citizen. The fact 
that only these factors—and not political ones—are decisive in the ad
mittance to a university is clearly shown statistically. In the Hungarian 
People’s Democracy, the students of working-class and peasant origin in 
universities and colleges make up only half of the total, although the 
majority of the population belong to these two classes, while the other 
half consists of students of intellectual or bourgeois origin.

Mention must also be made of the workers’ schools and universities as 
novel forms of the choice of and preparation for a profession in Hungary.

The success of the workers’ schools and universities indicates the steady 
growth of the desire for general and professional education and for more 
and more knowledge. It also proves that man, with all his capacities, dili
gence and propensities, is not an accomplished being. As long as we live 
we keep developing and changing, and so the course of our lives may also 
change. A choice of profession made in adult years is not infrequent 
in Hungary. And if someone claims that great things can be achieved only 
if one has been reared for them since early childhood, let me answer: it may 
be true and again it may not be. Examples to the contrary are easy to find, 
even among the greatest minds. James Watt, while planning his wonderful 
inventions, manufactured organs, flutes and compasses. Canova, that
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incomparable sculptor, was first a stone-cutter. Giotto, as a bop, tended 
sheep. Faraday had learned the bookbinding trade. Schliemann was a 
merchant up to the age of 40.

Leaving one profession for another does not imply that the career up to 
then was useless. Every activity has a refining effect. Every profession is, 
after all, but a tool of creative work. And the tool which best suits one’s 
personality will inspire the most beautiful creations. The choice of pro
fession has certainly no upper limit of age.

And this brings me to the conclusion of my reflections.
The children, the youth, must be educated for a vocation, because this is 

the nucleus of the right choice of profession. It is the vocation that sharpens 
the intellect to a constant glow and spurs the will to achieve one’s aims in 
life. The same aims may be served happily and with satisfaction in several 
professions. And it is appropriate to think here of the great men who 
started—and often continued—their way of life under very hard conditions.

What, then, is the secret of such lives? They never lamented, nor was 
it money that animated them but substantial aims: knowledge, the desire 
to better the lot of mankind and to alleviate human suffering. They could 
work for these aims with enthusiasm, and their endeavours were not 
useless. As in the Greek proverb: For work the gods will give anything 
in exchange.



DUALITY AND SYNTHESIS 
IN THE MUSIC OF BÉLA BARTÓK

by

E R N Ő  L E N D V A I

There are many persons to whom it gives pleasure to behold a 
cathedral, who are delighted with pictures and poems,” wrote 
Bartók, “but who will never take the trouble to find out who was 
the architect or the author of the work. Naturally—or at least it 
should be so—interest is shown for the works and not for the names 

of authors and details of their lives. One may well wonder whether it would 
not be better to play compositions without mentioning the names of 
composers.” This statement would seem to lend itself readily for a motto, 
to which I should like to add Schweitzer’s remark on Bach to the effect 
that his works would be the same even though his life had followed a 
radically different course. Characteristically, Bartók said nothing or very 
little about his own compositions (though he liked to emphasize the re
lations of his music to folklore, chiefly with the intention of propagating 
folk music). “Let my music speak for itself; I lay no claim to any ex
planation of my works”—with these words he meant to avert curiosity, 
for there was nothing more abhorrent to him than any prying into his 
private life or the possibility of infringement on the independence of his 
personal feelings. In everything he laid stress on what bound him to 
humanity in general, the element common to everybody. His music aspired 
toward the medium of universal laws. I would like to add a few strokes to 
this aspect of Bartók’s portrait.

*

In the line of Bartók’s works, his opera entitled “Bluebeard’s Castle” 
(1911) is perhaps the first to present his music in full maturity. Bartók’s 
style took shape suddenly, virtually between one day and the next—it burst 
forth, to put it more accurately. About the time he composed his “First 
String Quartet” (1908) he produced a final style which, in regard to



essential features, continued unchanged to his latest works. His later style 
does not display a single significant element that was lacking when he 
composed “Bluebeard’s Castle.” W ith him, unity of personality implied 
that of style, as well as of his musical mother tongue. It was by no means 
accidental that the moment when Bartók found himself, and the magic 
of Strauss and Reger vanished, coincided with the discovery and study of 
peasant music. On one occasion Denys Dille addressed the following 
question to Bartók: “Is there any difference of technique or trend between 
the famous string quartets, piano concertos, and the three stage works 
and the compositions based on original Hungarian tunes or melodies of 
your own invention, such as the ‘Dance Suite’ and the two rhapsodies for 
violin and orchestra?” “This difference is only apparent,” Bartók replied. 
“The melodic world of my string quartets does not differ essentially from 
that of folk songs, except in so far as the setting of the former is more 
severe. Folk songs should be known as we know them, and then the 
existing distance will be undeniably diminished. In the string quartets 
I go in for excessive concentration.” An astonishing result of my studies 
on Bartók relates to the unity of style in his music, which is at least as 
organic as that of, say, Bach or Mozart: “Bluebeard’s Castle,” “Music for 
Strings, Percussion and Celesta,” and the “Concerto for Orchestra” permit 
analysis by the same means. This is the characteristic that distinguishes 
Bartók from most of his contemporaries (Stravinsky, primarily); his life- 
work is void of arbitrary turns, for he always remained constant to his 
principles.

Any attempt to explore the strata underlying this style and the meaning 
of what is known of Bartók’s world of form and harmony calls for 
inquiry into the relationship of Bartók’s idiom to (i) folk music, 
(2) functional harmony, (3) impressionism, and (4) atonal trends.

I

The words of Bartók’s musical language stem from the deepest layer 
of folk music. He himself strongly believed that every folk music of the 
world can finally be traced to a few primeval sources; in creating his musical 
idiom he was demonstrably inspired by the possibility of such a “primeval” 
music. Now, what is to be denoted hereafter as the “golden-section 
system” is simply an integration of pentatonic primeval motions and 
primitive affinities into a system. Bartók’s most characteristic chords can be 
traced to simple pentatonic basic steps. Moreover, from stylistic analysis 
of Bartók’s music I have been able to conclude that the chief feature of
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his chromatic technique is obedience to the laws of golden section in every 
element.

Golden section (sectio aurea) simply means division of a distance in such 
a way that the proportion of the full distance to the larger part should cor
respond geometrically to the proportion of the larger to the smaller part 
(that is, the larger part should be the geometric mean of the full distance and 
the smaller section). As shown by computation, when full distance consti
tutes the unit, the value of the larger section amounts to 0.618 and that of 
the smaller section to o. 3 81.1 Golden section is a no less significant constitu- 
tuent element in Bartók’s creation of form, melody and harmony than over
tone harmonization and construction in periods embracing eight or four 
bars in the Viennese classical style.

For example, in an earlier study (“Bartók’s Style,” Zeneműkiadó [Music 
Publishing House], Budapest, 1955) I demonstrated that every unit of 
the “Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion,” from the whole of the work 
to the tiniest cells, is divided according to the rule of golden section. 
I performed nearly a thousand geometrically satisfactory measurements. 
Thus, golden section of the first movement indicates the centre of gravity 
in the movement: the beginning of the recapitulation. (Since the movement 
consists of 443 bars, and 443 X0.618 =  274, recapitulation sets in precise
ly in the 274th bar!) Golden section may be observed to touch, in every 
case, the most important turning-point of form in the analysed unit. For 
instance, the principal theme of the finale shows the following articulation: 
Ai +  A2 -|- B. The main section naturally determines the place of the 
member “B” (43.5x0.6x8 = 2 7 ) ,  while the two members “A” are ad
justed to each other with golden section (27.5X0.618 =  17).
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2 7 7
--------------------------------- 43 5 -------------------------------

Golden section may be further observed to follow one of two courses, 
according to whether the longer or the shorter section comes first. Let us 
call one of the possibilities positive (long section followed by the short one), 
the other negative (short section followed by the long one). The best example 
is offered by the fugue movement (first movement) of “Music for Strings, 
Percussion and Celesta.” From pianissimo the movement reaches the boil-

1 Accordingly, the larger portion of any distance divided by golden section may be expressed by 
the product of the figure reflecting distance and the proportionality factor 0.618.



ing point bp a gradual rise to forte-fortissimo, then gradually recedes to 
piano-pianissimo. The 89 bars of the movement are divided into parts of 
55 and 34 bars by the pyramid-like peak of the movement. From the 
points of view of colour and dynamic architecture, the form is proportioned 
within these units, by cancellation of the sordino (in the 34th bar) and its 
repeated use (from the 69th bar), with the part leading up to the culmination 
showing a relationship of 34 21 and that from the culmination onward,
13 -f-21. Thus, in the rising member the longer section comes first 
(34 +  21) and in the falling member the shorter section (13 -f- 21). The 
points of junction condense around the culmination. Positive and negative 
sections embrace each other like the rising and sinking of a single wave.
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(It is no accident that the exposition ends with the 21st bar and that the 
21 bars concluding the movement are divided into parts of 13 —(- 8.) We shall 
shortly return to the series of numbers that figure here (8, 13,21, 34, 55, 89).

The measurements can be continued all the way down to the smallest 
units. As a final example the golden-section scheme of the introductory part 
of the “Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion” may be cited (first movement, 
2 to 17; for detailed analysis see the Corvina Bartók Album).*

PRIM ARY EXPO SITION
OF T H E M E
tonic

PRIMARY
EX PO SIT IO N
dom inant

IN V ER SIO N

Cym

1 1 1
Cym  

1 1 1
Tam-Tam

1
po sitiv e  +negative pos. +neg.

p o s itiv e negative ^
\ /

p o s i t i v e n e g a t i v e  ^

p  0 S I T  I A E

As may be seen, in form units of both higher and lower orders the positive 
and negative sections are associated as if reflected in a mirror, so that 
ultimately the details merge in a large positive section. Therefore the process

4 See the author’s article in the volume, Bartók. Sa vie et son atme. Edited by Bence Szabolcsi. Corvina 
Publishing House, Budapest, 1956, 320 pp. (also in German).
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is coupled with a powerful dynamic increase (from pp to j j j) .  Analytical 
studies permit the conclusion that the positive section is accompanied by 
enhancement, dynamic rise and intensification or condensation of the 
material, while the negative section is marked by sinking and ebbing.

These studies lead directly to the questions presented by melody and 
harmony formation. Bartok’s chromaticism, as mentioned, follows the laws 
of the golden section, more particularly of Fibonacci’s numerical series. 
This series is characterized by the fact that each expression is the sum of 
the two preceding numbers and, further, by containing the simplest golden- 
section series expressible in whole numbers:

2, 3, 5, 8, 13, 21, 34, 55, 89. . .
(For instance, the golden section of 89 is 55 and that of 55 is 34). Compare 
this series of numbers with the proportions of “Music for Strings, Per
cussion and Celesta,” analysed before. (Calculated in semitones, 2 means 
a major second, 3 a minor third, 5 a fourth, 8 a minor sixth, 13 an augment
ed octave, and so on. For the present the musical tissue may be imagined 
to be built up of cells, 2, 3, 5, 8, and 13 in size, with cell division fol
lowing the pattern provided by the proportions of the above series. Thus, 
the 8 may be broken up only into 5 +  3. The supplement below shows 
the themes in the first movement of the “Sonata for Two Pianos and 
Percussion.” The opening of the leitmotif includes 8 semitones, divided 
by the fundamental note c into 5 +  3 (see below). The principal theme 
comprises 13 semitones, divided by the fundamental note c into 5 +  8. 
The first phase of the secondary theme embraces x 3 semitones, the second 
phase 21 semitones. Hence the various themes develop in golden-section order.

L eitm o tif
ii

leitmotif 3 +  5 =  8
principal theme 5 +  8 — 13 
secondary theme 13,21
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From the point of view of harmonic architecture, this exposition also 
bears witness to a systematic arrangement. The principal theme gains its 
characteristic tone from a pentatonic harmony (scheme “a” prevails also in 
melody: bars 37, 39); the formula might be 2 +  3 +  2. Toward the 
middle of the principal theme a unit built on 3 5 -j- 3 is added (scheme
“b” from bar 41), while the fourth, e flat—a flat, is divided by an f  
sharp into 3 — 2. Parallel fourths (5) and minor sixths (8) join the secondary 
theme (scheme “c,” which grows more clearly discernible in the recapitula
tion, from bar 292); finally, the closing theme is accompanied all along 
by parallel minor sixths: 8 (scheme “d,” from bar 134 to 160). Thus each 
new harmony rises one golden-section step higher.

principal theme 2 +  3 -)- 2
principal theme, middle part 3 +  5 +  3
secondary theme 5 + 8
closing theme 8

Golden-section cell division can be clearly followed in the last movement 
of the “Divertimento.” The principal theme appears in the following 
variations (the quotations have been grouped according to size and typical 
division has been denoted in connection with every variation):
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Since the fifth line is the continuation of the fourth, in bar 4 the 
melody rises not by a minor third (3), as in the preceding line, but by 
a fourth (5)—in conformity with the augmentation.

The same correlation of motifs is encountered in the mime-play “The 
Miraculous Mandarin” :
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D esire- Lurini? m o tif

i

W altz  interlude —
No. 50 — T (principal dance theme !)

8=

The harmony type shown below occurs in Bartók’s music perhaps even 
more frequently than did sevenths in 19th-century music:

Now these are marked chiefly by being built up exclusively of golden- 
section intervals (2, 3, 5, 8).

It is typical that whenever Bartók used a triad in a chromatic move
ment he placed the minor third over the fundamental note and the 
major third below it, tuning the chord to acquire the proportions 8 : 5  : 3.

7
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That golden section is not an exogenous restriction but one of the 
intrinsic laws of music is evidenced most convincingly by pentatony, perhaps 
the most ancient human sound system, which may be regarded as the purest 
musical conception of the principle of golden section. Pentatony, partic
ularly the more ancient form of minor pentatony, rests on a pattern reflected 
by the melody steps of major second (2), minor third (3), and fourth (5).

From this aspect, golden-section architecture is extremely interesting 
in the “Dance Suite,” which appropriately has been given the name of 
“Eastern European Symphony.” Construction of the golden-section system 
can here be followed virtually step by step, for this work actually demon
strates this technique in its genesis; starting from the elements, the world 
of multifarious tones rooted in pentatony is developed before our very 
eyes:

ir ir s t  m ovem ent

2 2 2 2
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At first it may seem astonishing that with Bartók pentatony is so 

closely tied to chromaticism. This relationship is, however, natural; where 
the element of stress has access to chromaticism, animated tension is 
expressed by golden section, and an atmosphere of a more “humane” world 
is created. A great value of Bartók’s music, as perhaps most nicely phrased by 
László Németh, lies in its exploration of “sub-European geology,” in his 
having discovered and drawn into his art the laws governing depths of the 
human soul which have not been touched by civilization. The place of 
popular romanticism was taken by a deepening of the prehistoric memory 
of man, with a sort of excavation of the soul and an attempt to find beneath 
the deposit of modern times the sound and desirable basis of a new civiliza
tion, the “common human element” alive in everyone.

It has been said that the more recent a style the farther it goes back 
into the past: “Early romanticism to the Middle Ages, Wagner to Germanic 
polytheism, Stravinsky to totemism,” writes an eminent commentator of 
modern Western music. In a figurative sense this applies also to Bartók. 
In the course of my investigations, I have come to the conclusion that 
Bartók’s art represents a logical continuation and, in a certain sense, a 
conclusion of the development of European music; the circles of harmonic 
development are fused into a single, coherent, closed unit in Bartók’s sound 
system: the “axis system” (to be discussed later). This circle is, however, 
closed in the opposite direction as well; Bartók’s art goes back to the 
remotest past of music, and it can be said to penetrate to the core of 
music, to the most elemental interrelations. The most intricate has been 
traced to the most primitive; the “excessively concentrated” string quartets 
were enriched by simple folk songs. This was the break-through for which 
the majority of his contemporaries longed in vain.

2

Another clear feature of Bartók’s music is its wide European horizon. 
“Every art has the right to stem from a previous art; it not only has the 
right to but it must so stem,” declared Bartók. His sound system 
grew out of functional music; from the beginnings of functional music 
through the harmonies of Viennese classicism and the tone world of roman
ticism a line proceeds without a break to the development of the axis 
system. By this system Bartók set down the final results of European har
monic thinking. As revealed by analysis of his compositions, this axis 
system can be traced to the peculiarities of classical harmonies: a) functional 
affinities of the fourth and fifth, b) the intimate relationship of parallel

7*



major and minor keys, c) relationship of overtones, and d) the role of 
leading tones. Here I should like to sum up briefly a few characteristic 
traits of this system:

First, in classical harmonies (in the case of C-major tonality) the circle 
of fifths F—C—G—D—A—E corresponds to the functional series S—T— 
D—S—T—D. When this periodicity is extended over the entire circle of 
fifths, the scheme of the axis system may be clearly recognized.

C
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Chords resting on fundamental c, e flat =  d sharp, f  sharp =  g flat, 
or a possess a tonic function; those based on e, g, b flat =  a sharp, 
or c sharp =  d flat have a dominant function, and chords built on d, f, 
a flat =  g sharp or b have a subdominant function.

Second, Bartók is generally known to have shown a preference for the 
use of so-called major-minor chords (with neutral third), for instance, the 
following form in c tonality:

C - m ajor

Function remains unchanged when the C-major mode comprised by the 
above chord is replaced by the parallel a minor or when the c-minor tonality 
comprised by the chord is replaced by the parallel E-flat major; this process 
occurs at every step in Bartok’s music:

a - m inor

C - major -minor

E f la t - m ajor

These substitution chords may also be employed in major-minor form, 
which brings the system to a close, because the parallel of A major,
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f-sharp minor and that of e-flat minor, G flat major arrive at an enharmonic 
meeting (f sharp =  g flat):

C - m ajor-m inors^^
X E fla t-m ajo r 

major e f la t-m in o r

f  sharp-minor = G f la t-m a jo r* ^

a-m inor 
A

Thus the axis extends the use of parallels over the whole system. (Naturally 
only major and minor keys of equal signature may be regarded as parallel, 
e.g., C major and a minor, or c minor and E-flat major.) Application of 
these parallel connections to dominant and subdominant function leads to 
the scheme of the axis system.

Third, the acoustic precondition of arriving from the dominant to the 
tonic is to reach the fundamental tone from an overtone (this results in the 
affinity of various cadences). Accordingly, the dominant of c is not only 
g but also the near overtones e and b flat (therefore the circle of tonic- 
dominant relationships is expanded to include e—c and b flat—c). Since 
the D—T relationship corresponds relatively to the T—S and S—D rela
tionships, overtone-to-fundamental-tone attraction prevails between the 
T—S and the S—D. When these conditions are applied to the circle of 
fifths, the results agree completely with the axis system.

Fourth, in the simplest cadence—in the affinity of the fifth-degree- 
seventh and the first degree—the chief role is played by the so-called sensi
tive sounds: the leading tone strives to reach the first and the seventh the 
third degree of the tonic—that is, the leading tone b is resolved by c and 
the seventh, f, by e or e flat. These two characteristically sensitive tones, 
however, stand in a tritonic relationship to each other, the tritone being 
distinguished by the characteristic that it persists when its tones have 
been exchanged. Thus, if the b—f relationship is converted into an f—b 
relationship—as is frequently done by Bartók—as a result the f  (e sharp) 
assumes the role of the leading tone (striving towards f-sharp instead 
of e), while the seventh, b, strives towards a sharp (or a) instead of c; 
thus, instead of the expected tonic C major, the “counterpole” but equally 
tonic F sharp major (or minor) steps in.

M usic , fo u rth  movement

p - |  I / 'c f . a l s o  7 3 - 7 4 ,  9 8 - 9 9 ,  \  
(1  J J. \  2 4 3 _ 2 4 4 ’ 2 7 5 - 2 7 6 .  b a r s /

G7------------------------- ► f-sharp



So far I have published some ten sorts of deductions from this system.
A survey of the past and of the development of harmonic thinking is 

bound to convince us that elaboration of the axis system was a historical 
necessity. As compared to the past, the advance consisted mainly of Bartók’s 
having extended these affinities uniformly to the entire twelve-tone system. 
Moreover, his axis system represents not only a development of European 
functional music but also its consummation and even its conclusion, because 
by extending functional correlations to the homogeneous twelve-tone series 
he put the coping-stone on further development.

3

Among the influences that affected Bartók in his youth that of the French 
impressionistic school, particularly of Debussy, was decisive. What is today 
referred to as the “acoustic” system in Bartók’s compositions drew chiefly 
on the colouristic chords of French impressionism. Bartók himself liked to 
allude to the wealth of inspiration he owed to modern French music. 
Without this factor the characteristic duality of his harmonic thinking 
could never have taken shape. From such evidence as has been given here 
it becomes clear that Bartók contrived to melt material that appeared to 
be incompatible into a comprehensive style, and it was this incongruous 
material that produced the most striking feature of his music: the dualism 
shown in his technique of polarization, or, in other words, the peculiar 
visual system which consistently permits things to be seen from two aspects 
and which with Bartók grew into a veritable philosophical standard, as if 
contrast were the only means to justify the existence of things. Bluebeard’s 
night would be inconceivable without the luminous chord of the fifth door, 
the f  sharp without the c, the Inferno without the Paradiso.

One may well wonder about the source of this tendency to polarize. 
Sometimes it would seem to flow from the attitude in Bartók of the 
scientist who knows that no existence can be imagined without positive 
and negative poles. Sometimes the impression is thereby created of harsh 
judgment, as with Dante; on other occasions it appears as a crystallized 
philosophical system. For the most part, however, it serves to mirror life: 
the unfathomable depths when from the world of light it plunges us into 
darkness or (as in the “ Music for Strings, Percussion and Celesta” and the 
“Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion”) when from the night it leads 
us into daylight, pointing the way to solution, to joy.

In my analytical studies I have used the terms “bartokean chromaticism” 
and “bartokean diatony” to denote Bartók’s dual world of harmonies. On
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the basis of their most characteristic traits, I have named the former the 
golden-section system and the latter the acoustic (overtone) system. Let us 
take a look at the properties that ensure the unity and polar division of 
the two systems. On this occasion we shall have to be content with a few 
main correlations.

First of all, it is common knowledge that Bartók’s most markedly diatonic 
melodies constitute an acoustic or overtone scale. In the finale of the ‘ ‘Sonata 
for Two Pianos and Percussion,” for example, the acoustic scale of c—d—e— 
f sharp—g—a—b flat—c hovers over the c—e—g (C major) chord. This scale 
is dominated by the major third, perfect fifth, natural seventh, and, further, 
the augmented fourth and the major sixth, in contrast to the minor third— 
perfect fourth—minor sixth (3 : 5 : 8, c—e flat—f—a flat) milieu of the 
golden-section system.2 These two worlds of harmony complete each other 
to such measure that the chromatic scale can be separated into golden- 
section and acoustic scales.3 Separately each is merely a part of the whole, 
and neither can exist without the other.

In the second place, the two systems are in a relationship of inversion, 
reflecting each other. By the inversion of the golden-section intervals acoustic 
intervals are obtained—from a major second (2) a natural seventh, from 
a minor third (3) a major sixth (with Bartók, the “pastoral sixth”), from a 
fourth (5) a fifth, from a minor sixth (8) a major third—and at that the 
most characteristic acoustic intervals. Systematically, therefore, they become 
related by organically complementing and reflecting each other. Their unity 
rests on mutual interdependence. The opening and closing of the “Cantata 
Profana” offers a beautiful illustration: two scales mirror each other tone 
for tone—a golden-section scale (intervals 2, 3, 5, 8, with a diminished 
fifth) and a pure acoustic scale:

2 Compare, in “ Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion,”  the principal theme of the chromatic 
first movement with that o f the diatonic third movement:

F irst
movement

T h ird
movement

3 5
a Golden-section scale: C E flat F

Acoustic scale: C D  E F sharp G
4 6 7

8
A flat

l
A B flat 
9 10
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diminished

Third, although the features cited seem to concern external factors, 
this is no longer the case when it is shown that the acoustic system can 
admit only consonant intervals (because of overtone harmony), whereas the 
intervals of the golden-section system are tense and “dissonant” (this, by 
the way, shows forth the contrast between the western “acoustic” and 
eastern “pentatonic” attitudes).

An equally deep secret of Bartók’s music (perhaps the most profound) 
is that the “closed” world of the golden-section system is counterbalanced 
by the “open” sphere of the acoustic system. The former is inevitably 
associated with the presence of the complete system (its configurations 
being representable only in the closed circle of fifths); the latter was moulded 
by Bartók from a single tone derived from the overtone series of a single 
fundamental note. The former does not respond to the requirements of 
“up” and “down,” and its material is permanently in process of concentric 
augmentation and diminution. (The above-cited themes of the “Sonata for 
Two Pianos and Percussion” are, for instance, subjected to incessant increase, 
the principal theme being augmented from bar to bar and the tone series 
of the second theme expanding similarly from step to step until it attains 
a broad sixth; “cornet-shaped processions,” “scissor-like” movement 
of voices, and sequences proceeding by augmented steps are frequent, 
and even these processes follow a planned course, every detail of the move
ment showing augmentation up to the geometric centre of the movement, 
after which every step is systematically diminished.)

Bartók’s mode of acoustic writing is, on the other hand, marked by 
permanence; his harmonies radiate their energy for prolonged periods of 
time with motionless, unwavering constancy. For the closed world the 
emblem of the “circle” and for the open system that of the “straight line” 
automatically present themselves (chromatic configurations being bound to 
the circle—the circle of fifths—as opposed to the overtone system, where 
the component tones strive upward in a straight line). There is an obvious 
reference here to Dante, the emblem of his Inferno being the circle, the
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ring, and that of his Paradiso the straight line, the arrow, the ray. The 
rings of the Inferno undergo concentric diminution to “ Cocitus” whereas 
those of his Paradiso are widened into the infinite “Empyreum.” W ith 
Bartók, the themes follow the same pattern: chromaticism is associated with 
the circle and diatony most naturally with straight lines of melody.

105

» circle «(beginn ing) » straight « (end)

Thus the two systems form unity and contrast; they require and preclude, 
affirm and deny each other. They constitute each other’s negative impres
sion in the twelve-tone system, each being capable of disclosing only one 
aspect of life. In Bartók’s music, ideological unity and a complete picture 
of the world can be achieved by chromaticism only together with diatony 
and by diatony only together with chromaticism. It may be interpreted 
as a poetic symbol that in the diatonic system harmonic overtones develop 
above and in the chromatic system below the fundamental tone.

c7 c7
(acoustic) (golden section)

In some of his works Bartók went so far in the polarization and simplifica
tion of the material that material and content, emblem and program, means 
and expression, were amalgamated to the point of inseparability.

4

So far, this investigation has sought to establish the ties between Bartók’s 
music and that of the remote and recent past—folk song, functional music 
and French impressionism. The question naturally arises now of whether 
any correlations can be discovered between Bartók’s art and the aspirations 
of the atonal school (“Zwölfton-Musik,” as he liked to call it).

These days we may witness a curious phenomenon: formerly, even one 
or two decades ago, Bartók was attacked by his enemies for “aggressiveness”"
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and “Asiatic gruesomeness” ; today his music must be defended from attacks 
launched from the opposite side. The adherents of the twelve-tone system 
accuse Bartók of conservatism, compromise and “convenience” (in a dic
tionary of music recently published in western Europe “Bluebeard’s Castle,” 
for instance, was relegated into a class of compositions “intolerably super
annuated”). Is it possible that Bartók, whom his contemporaries stigmatized 
as a barbarous shatterer of form, when regarded from a certain distance 
should suddenly turn out to have been no revolutionary but the heir and 
bearer of classical ideals? “In art there is only slow or rapid progress, imply
ing in essence evolution and not revolution,” Bartók said in an American 
interview in 1941.

It is certain that the peculiarities of Bartók’s idiom tended gradually 
to disappear, as they grew more familiar and natural, while firmness of 
classical form, balance and proportion, simplicity and clarity of expression 
came more and more to command admiration. In “ Music for Strings, 
Percussion and Celesta” we are held no longer by peculiar effects of colour 
but by the brilliant and unique grandeur that communicates a deeply 
human message, taking the listener from the resounding chaos of the first 
movement, through the biting humour of the second and the nature-bound 
spell of the third, to the joyous round dance of the fourth and the tones 
of fraternal love that crown the composition. To ears trained to atonality 
this music may really sound as if “softened by humanity.” It is, however, 
worth-while to examine more closely the accusations thrown at Bartók. 
Extremists like to reproach Bartók for two things in particular: first, for 
his construction, with the claim that in the organization of material he fell 
far behind Schönberg and Webern, and second for his failure to attain 
the perfect “indifference” of the twelve tones and to give up the principle 
of tonality and achieve independence from harmonies. (According to one 
critic, “he did not recognize the possibility of culmination beyond har
mony.”)

In this controversy the material analysis of Bartók's works has produced 
a most unexpected turn; from the point of view of construction his works 
have been found to rank by no means behind those of Schönberg or Webern. 
On the contrary, with highly superior and much stricter organization his 
compositions actually surpass the works of the above-mentioned composers. If, 
on analysis of Schönberg’s music, Adorno could declare, “There are no more 
free notes!” this statement can apply to the “Sonata for Two Pianos and 
Percussion,” among other works. Here organization is really extended to 
everything, to form and proportions no less than to rhythm and harmony 
and even to dynamics, colour and register. But this constraint did not
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flow from a speculative tendency, as in the case of the atonal test tube; 
Bartók’s solutions are always and everywhere musical and perceptible and 
are due to his having been able to reduce music to something extraordinarily 
elemental, ancient and fundamental. This is apt to appear with such 
straightforward bareness as to assume outwardly the form of mathematical 
formulas or symbols, yet they do not create the impression of abstraction. 
Rather, this simplification to symbols intensifies their elemental power.

Before proceeding further along this line, let us make a short detour. 
No one would think of asserting that the la-so-mi figures of the oldest 
nursery songs resulted from deliberate construction, though the notes of 
the melody are tuned after the “geometric mean,” i.e., after golden sec
tion. Hardly anyone remembers, when listening to music, that the con
sonance of the simple major tried results from the harmony of the 
nearest natural overtones; the perfect fifth and the major third bring 
to our ears the simplest process of vibrations. Now let us turn again to the 
‘‘Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion.” The melody and sound system 
of the first movemenr may be traced to the most primitive pentatonic 
turns; in the principal theme of the finale, the melody simply spreads 
out the natural overtone scale above a C-major chord. Yet this major 
triad, appearing here, comes as a true revelation. How can a simple 
major triad be invested with such explosive content?

To approach the issue from the other side: may the contemporary com
poser avail himself at all of the services of the “major triad,” the once 
vital significance of which has worn off until it has become an empty 
husk? Actually, the elemental effect of Bartók’s music lies for the most 
part in apparently casual presentation, with plain connections, of the 
strongest means of expression. The major triad may be in itself a worn- 
out cliché, bur when it is brought into polar-dual relationship with 
another system—as it was by Bartók—it may promptly regain its original 
and deep significance. Let us set up the formula of the work and add 
immediately rhe explanation: the golden section (geometric mean) between 
two poles always cuts into the most tense point, whereas symmetry creates 
balance (the overtone series is void of tension, because its notes are integer 
multiples of the fundamental tone’s vibrations):
Dynamic proportion =  golden section =  pentatony =  opening movement 
Static proportion =  symmetry =  overtone scale =  closing movement

In this connection la-so-mi and the major triad are not only represent
ative of purest music but also elements of form and organization 
in construction, which are given the role of restoring to these apparently 
defervescent forms the fire that they may have possessed only when they
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came into being. What I should like to denote as the elemental rebirth 
of music is this reconstruction of musical means. Every element of music 
has been regenerated in a similar manner by the touch of Bartók; the most 
ancient element he recreated on the loftiest plane, so that beginning and 
end form an inseparable unity. There is no reason to question the authenti
city of the thought attributed to Bartók in A. Fassett’s book to the effect 
that he believed the very new could be borne only of the very ancient and 
that he had by-passed all the intervening and unnecessary complications 
separating the present from its origin.

It is inconceivable that Bartók, who applied thorough scientific methods, 
in analysing, classifying, and systematizing folk songs, should have been 
naively uncritical when it came to his own compositions. I have no wish 
to prove that he aspired to an arithmetic or geometric system; he did, 
however, by going back to the roots of music, discover fundamental laws 
and “root” correlations which may be expressed by formula-like, mathemat
ical symbols. In the last analysis, the whole technique of his music was 
based on these fundamental laws, and, with a consistency comparable only 
to that of the greatest masters of form, he expanded the system of laws 
derived from popular as well as art music over the whole of music, proceed
ing from the simple to the complex.

It was shown above that in the “Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion” 
(as in numerous other compositions) every unit is divided after the rule 
of the golden section, from the whole of the work to the smallest cells. 
In these phenomena a much greater role must be ascribed to instinct and 
musical sensitivity—just as it was unnecessary for Mozart to count bars in 
order to compose periods of 4 -f- 4, 8 -f- 8, or 16 -f- 16. That Bartók was 
not inspired by formalistic tendencies emerges from the fact that he treated 
the secrets of his forms as real “secrets” and never evinced any desire to 
explain his music. His high-tension message, however, stood in need of 
guarantees. With him, architectonic bonds implied recognition of the 
possibilities inherent in the material and of natural attractions; form did 
not represent a mere “facade” for composition. In the history of music, 
every truly great composition is imbued with the longing for full posses
sion of the material, for completeness. With Bartók it also involves the 
triumph of man over unbridled instincts. Indeed, does the word “art” 
not intimate discipline over formless, chaotic material, thus giving expres
sion to man’s longing for order, to the healing power of art?

In Bartók’s case, however, we have to repulse attacks on two fronts. 
Let me present a typical instance to those who reproach Bartók for having 
omitted the “total and radical reorganization of the material.” In form-
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the “Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion” follows the pattern of “slow— 
fast-(-slow—fast” ; the golden section may therefore be expected to come 
in at the beginning of the second slow movement. The result fulfils our 
expectations with astonishing accuracy: the time value of the complete 
work is 6,432 eighth notes and that of golden section, 3,975 eighths.

Those who speak of Bartók as a romantic retrograde bent on seeking 
asylum in folklore must have failed to grasp the exceptional coherence 
of his thought-processes and his all-embracing spiritual vigour. In archi
tecture, his compositions are in no way looser than those of his contempora
ries. Bartók’s new adversaries are misled chiefly by the fact that these features 
escape notice, because with him geometry never appears as a sign of out
ward restriction but flows from the nature of his music, following the natural 
motion of the musical material. “We follow nature in composition,” wrote 
Bartók, who proclaimed peasant music to be a “natural phenomenon.”

Let us return to the second accusation, namely, that he failed to obey 
the demands made by the twelve-tone system on 20th century composers. 
This issue is answered most convincingly by Bartók’s sound system. This 
system possesses the peculiar, dialectic trait of being approachable from 
the points of view of both functional and twelve-tone music, since in the 
axis system the principles of tonality and distance are equally realized—the 
latter to a degree that could not be surpassed by the use of purely logical 
methods. In Bartók’s chromatic world, functional chief tones step into 
relationships of the augmented triad (cutting the system into equal thirds); 
hence with c as the tonic, the chief note of the dominant is represented 
by e and that of the subdominant by a flat; each of these permits substitu
tion by the tritonic “counterpoles” (dividing the system into symmetric 
halves), while the poles of single functions rest on the basis of a diminished 
fourth (corresponding to equal quartering of the system). Thus the axis 
system can be built up also of mere distance formulas4, which from the 
historical angle is an organic continuation of the age-old struggle between 
the principles of tonality and distance, with the gradual ascendency of the 
latter, which finally made it possible for the twelve notes of the chromatic 
scale to be subjected to equal, free treatment (with introduction of the 
tempered sound system in the centre of development; in some of Liszt’s 
and Mussorgsky’s attempts the distance principle was made to prevail 
faultlessly). Bartók’s greatness lies precisely in his having realized his ideas 
while maintaining tonality and even function, because he was familiar 
with the surfaces of contact by whose aid these two arch-enemies could be

4 The axis system may be defined also as follows: given the twelve-tone system and the three 
functions, it is the only system that can be realized with distance division.
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reconciled. (He traces the minor-third circles of various “axes” to the minor- 
third relationship of parallel major and minor modes; for models of the 
augmented-triad correlations linking the three functions, Bartók may have 
drawn on such examples as are offered, for instance, by romantic har
monies.)

$
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Particular significance may be attributed to the fact that pentatony is 
the most characteristic form of Bartók’s chromaticism (golden-section sys
tem) and overtone chords, of his diatony. This duality would seem to 
give expression to the two perhaps most ancient endeavours of music. 
Clearly, the physiological apparatus of our ears (with the logarithmic 
structure of the cochlea) is such as to make so-la-so-mi (2, 3, 5) congenial 
at the earliest stage, of which the primitive levels of folk music and the 
simplest nursery songs provide unequivocal evidence. In such primitive 
melody cultures, the sense for major tonality and functional attraction are 
completely unknown. Harmonic thinking arises from a quite different 
source, from the overtone system, which could have come into its own 
exclusively with instrumental music (it cannot be considered as accidental 
that functional thinking is no more than a few centuries old). Pentatony 
may be deduced from the sound system of Pythagoras, harmonic music 
from the overtone system.

One wonders if pentatonic (golden-section) and harmonic (acoustic) think
ing—these two points of departure for every kind of music—had a double 
root. If so, Bartók actually seems to have seized music at the very root. 
On one side is “inner” hearing—based on the build of the ear—and on the 
other the “external” hearing, so to speak, or physical harmony. The former 
is more ardent, expressive, and emotionally charged and the latter more 
radiant and luminous, richer in sensuous elements.

The above considerations agree with the scientific observation that golden 
section is associated only with organic substances (Fibonacci himself dis
covered it in connection with an investigation of natural phenomena). 
Without the contribution of man’s emotional world, pentatony, with its 
tension, would never have come into existence. The acoustic system, on the 
other hand, may develop independently of fhe phenomena of human life 
(a pipe-like column of air or motion of a string-like material will suffice to 
bring it about).

Pentatonic and acoustic endeavours follow demonstrably contradictory 
courses. Physiological efforts organize and create tension, while physical
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efforts disorganize by striving to abolish tension. Here the thesis may be 
formulated that the golden-section system creates a closed world, heavy 
with inner tension, while the acoustic system is open and strives to dispel 
tension by overtone consonance.

It may be added that this closed-in form is an organic feature of golden 
section—quite apart from Bartók’s sound system. Closure and golden section 
are related phenomena (the capacity of golden section to organize is due 
to this property). As an illustration of the correlations between the two; 
golden section can easily be brought about with the aid of a simple “knot” 
on a strip of paper*; every proportion of this knot—without exception—will 
display geometric golden-section.5

It is this property of the pentagram closed form thus obtained that 
Goethe alludes to in Faust, Part I:

* See Otto Schubert: Gesetî der Baukunst (Seemann, 1954, Leipzig).

5 The correlations of the closed form and golden section became clearly discernible in Bartók’s 
axis system. The following example presents the most characteristic axis turns and their golden-section 
construction:



Meph.: Let me admit; a tiny obstacle
Forbids my walking out of here:
It is the druid’s foot upon your threshold. 

Faust; The pentagram distresses you?
But tell me, then, you son of hell,
If this impedes you, how did you come in? 
How can your kind of spirit be deceived? 

Meph.: Observe! The lines are poorly drawn;
That one, the angle pointing outward,
Is, you see, a little open.
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I would like to attempt here an interpretation of Bartók’s dual world, 
his “yang-yin” technique, in terms of an equation, contrasting some special 
elements encountered at every step in Bartók’s compositions. This inter
pretation is particularly applicable to the construction and content of the 
“ Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion.”

First, "Inferno” movement

chromaticism 
golden-section system 
closed world
circular pattern of melody 
presence of central tone 
rhythm with strong ending 
uneven metre 
asymmetries 
f-sharp minor beginning 
demoniac world

instinctive existence 
organic 
love—hatred 
tension
emotional nature
inspiration
experience

Third, “Paradiso” movement 

diatony
acoustic system 
open world
straight pattern of melody
presence of fundamental tone
rhythm with weak ending
even metre
periodicity
C-major end
serene world, festive and
playful
intellectual existence 
logic
perfect understanding—iron}’ 
freedom from tension 
sensuous nature 
thought
knowledge, solution
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feminine symbols 
dependency on fate 
permanent change 
augmentation—diminution 
occurrence 
process in time
origin—development—conclusion 
finite: circular motion 
geometric nature 
(key figure to golden 
section: irrational figure)

1x3

masculine symbols 
law, order, form 
validity at all times 
stabilized forms 
existence
extension over space
division
infinite
mathematical nature 
(key figures to overtone 
system: integrals)

It is interesting to note that Bartók presumably intended—as supported 
by the date of its composition, 1937—the “Sonata for Two Pianos and 
Percussion” as the crowning of the “ Microcosmos” (1926—1937): the 
“ Macrocosmos.”

While the important questions of symbolism of keys and the role of 
rhythm cannot here be dealt with at great length, a few outstanding features 
may be pointed out. Bartók’s rhythm is also governed by strict laws. The 
circular course of the first movement of the “Sonata for Two Pianos and 
Percussion Instruments” is in no slight degree brought about by the “ab
solute” uneven measure (three times three eighths), while the third move
ment owes its static character to its “absolute” even measure (twice two 
eighths); in the second movement, even and uneven bars are intentionally 
made to alternate between the two. Bartók was greatly interested in the 
idea of even and uneven metres (“Second Piano Concerto,” “Concerto 
for Violin and Orchestra,” second movement of “ Music for Strings, 
Percussion and Celesta,” “Microcosmos” No. X37—with these, themes 
presented in even measure recur in uneven rhythm, and vice versa). In 
addition, the rhythms with a “strong” ending in the first movement have 
counterparts with “weak” endings in the third movement8:

F i r s t
movement n u !I u 1
T h ird
movement \ n ||J>

conclusion of theme

6 Consequently, the themes of the first movement acquire a dosed and those of the third move 
ment an open form. The most interesting circumstance is that the dimensions of the complete work 
were not accidental— to quote only the final results, the time value of the composition (the above- 
mentioned 6,432 eighths =  804 whole tones) may also be traced to the symbol of the circle: 
2ssr =  44.-r =  i 627t =  804.

8



Let us finally take up the role of Bartók’s art in the music of our century. 
Bartók’s golden-section system was rooted in eastern popular music and 
pentatonic conception; his acoustic system he owed to western harmonic 
thinking. His greatest achievement was the integration of these two ways 
of thinking. Hence those who respect Bartók as the epitomist of the music 
of the peoples of Eastern Europe are no less mistaken than those who 
would like to monopolize him on behalf of extremist efforts and condone 
his relations to folk music as a “regrettable pastime.” He himself liked to 
refer to popular music and the French impressionistic school as the sources 
of the most decisive influences that shaped his art. Through his compositions 
we can extend the dimensions of this idea: what Bartók achieved in his 
art amounts to a synthesis of East and West, where folklore meets the 
counterpoint of Bach, the forms achieved by Mozart and Beethoven, and 
western harmonic thinking. Bartók is a classic master because he aspired 
to completeness. If his art and his position in the history of music could 
be summed up in a single sentence it would run as follows: Bartók achieved 
something that few others have been able to realize: a symbolic handshake 
of East and West, a union of the Orient and the Occident.
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MATTER AND FORM 
IN HUNGARIAN INDUSTRIAL 

ARCHITECTURE
by

M Á T É  M A J O R

I ast year, at the end of June and beginning of July, I visited Britain 
(for the first, but perhaps not the last time in my life), and as the 

head of a Hungarian delegation attended the Sixth Congress of 
^  the Union Internationale des Architectes in London. The main subject 
of this great international gathering was one of the basic questions of 

architecture, both as a craft and as an art: the problem of the relation 
between matter and form, more precisely, the manner in which the new 
materials—and with them the new structures and the new techniques 
(which I shall also include in the concept of matter for the purposes of 
this article)—influence the evolution of the new forms of the new archi
tecture. This problem is a part of the more general one of content and 
form in architecture, and as such it has its own particular philosophic 
and aesthetic aspects.

This was substantiated by the main papers, which were delivered by 
such outstanding personalities in theoretical and practical architecture as 
H. S. Hitchcock (American), P. L. Nervi (Italian) and I. Hryniewicki (Polish), 
but it was also borne out by almost all the other contributions, including 
my own. And although most of the participants naturally spoke from the 
more or less insecure platform provided by individualized versions of the 
various bourgeois philosophies, they nevertheless ultimately reached con
clusions which were fairly close to each other. Indeed, this stands to reason 
if we survey the more significant creations of present-day architecture 
throughout the world. For these, one and all, provide evidence that apart 
from certain secondary differences—the result of divergences in circum
stances such as site, landscape, industrial resources, societies, etc., and of 
personality—the forms given to matter are everywhere surprisingly alike.

This in turn means that, despite variations, the conception of the relation 
between matter and form is everywhere essentially correct. In other words,

8*



contemporary architects, whether instinctively or consciously, believe in 
the primacy of matter as against form within this relation, but at the same 
time also in the superiority of form, as a result of which it is in turn “entitled” 
to influence matter, if this does not contravene the latter’s intrinsic laws 
(its material and structural qualities). And this conception fully accords 
with our own, materialist view. The good architect—like any good scientist 
or artist—may instinctively evince a correct approach in his work.

The relation between new matter and new form is thus based primarily 
and directly on the intrinsic laws of matter. However, new matter also 
influences the development of new form indirectly, by permitting a more 
varied, broader and more daring satisfaction of the human and social 
requirements connected with buildings and architecture. New and yet newer 
conceptions of space thus arise, and consequently also new forms; beyond 
the directly originating component forms, there will be the indirectly 
engendered new forms of space and mass.

What a revolution ensued in architecture when, for example, the magnifi
cent Gothic structure, making use to the ultimate degree of the intrinsic 
properties of stone, was experimentally evolved! The material of column, 
arch, buttress and vault exercised a direct and determining influence on 
the evolution of the component forms of Gothicism, later to be fused into 
indivisible unity through the interaction of matter and form. But it was 
also this new system of matter and structure that made it possible for 
architecture to free itself of the compulsion of the earlier heavy Roman 
vaults, massive walls and thick-set pillars, and consequently of the confined 
spaces, baffling through their very complexity. A slender frame structure 
now appeared, with light vaults floating high up; space expanded in every 
direction and became almost translucent; the new, Gothic conception of 
space was evolved, and with it a harmonic unity between the new forms 
of space and mass and the component forms themselves.

Together with other members of the UIA General Assembly, which 
preceded the Congress, I spent a few deeply impressive hours in the medieval 
atmosphere of Cambridge. The crowning impressions were those gained in 
King’s College Chapel. I had been familiar with this masterpiece of late 
English Gothic architecture from the literature on the subject, and even 
the data on its dimensions were no surprise to me; but because it lived in 
my recollection merely as a “chapel” it had, among the series of monumental 
masterpieces of Gothicism, somehow been relegated to the background. 
And now here I was, spellbound by its monumental proportions and 
profoundly struck by its perfection. (Someone played on the organ in 
our honour, and, strange as it may seem, the Gothicism of the architecture
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and the Baroque of the music each served so much to enhance the effect 
of the other that I lived through one of those rare moments of intense 
experience.) It was thus that I came across Hryniewicki in the arch of the 
richly carved altar rail. We both looked upward, admiring together the 
magnificence of the system of arches that was unfolding, expanding and 
coming back together again over our heads, and amid half-uttered words 
to express our emotional satisfaction, we simultaneously pronounced a 
name—the name of a present-day master.

As a result of the industrial revolution of the nineteenth and the 
physical revolution of the twentieth century, a revolutionary influence of 
new matter is once more utterly reshaping architecture, just as happened 
with Gothicism. The new matter is now furnished by steel, ferro-concrete 
and—most recently—the many varieties of synthetic materials, which both 
separately and together have proved, and continue to prove day by day, 
that there is indeed a peculiar—direct and indirect—relation between matter 
and form and that it is of particular importance to draw sound conclusions 
from this relation.

It was no accident that my distinguished Polish colleague and I both 
uttered the njme of Nervi, the author of one of the main papers. What 
he now does with the new material of ferro-concrete, which has for over 
a hundred years been revealing a rich succession in its laws, is, both in 
some of its component forms and particularly in its audacity, reminiscent 
of Gothic architecture, of the forms and the audacity of King’s College 
Chapel. Reminiscent—yet of course with such differences in the non- 
artistic aspects as the chronological interval of four and a half centuries 
merely suggests, but to which the decisive divergence between the intrinsic 
laws of stone and of ferro-concrete gives tangible reality. In Nervi’s “hands” 
the new matter, the ferro-concrete with which “you can do anything,” 
assumes forms that in their direct effect are essentially new and once more 
richly plastic, while the indirect effect is embodied in completely new 
conceptions of space—e. g., huge, unsupported (mostly central) halls—in 
new forms of space and mass.

The philosophic concept of the relation of matter and form, which has 
been touched upon, at the same time also determines the aesthetic approach. 
When the creative architect today imparts form to matter, he will, in line 
with the above attitude, pay the greatest respect to any intrinsic laws it 
possesses. We might say that it is the laws to which he lends shape, and when 
he attains a top level of “up-to-date-ness” in the recognition of these laws 
he may develop the top-level form that corresponds to the given period. 
It is this form that I have called the “necessary” form, as opposed to the



“beautiful" form, of which categories I had this to say in a recent work*:
“In the first period of the creative process of architecture—though this 

process is dialectically complex, i. e., no phase may be separated from the 
rest—it is above all and necessarily the empirical, technical and scientific 
considerations and conditions pertaining to the project that must be satisfied. 
In particular those which—with respect, on the one hand, to the weight
bearing and other structures and, on the other, to the “plans” representing 
the projections of the material functions primarily to be realized in the 
building—embody what is best in the craftsmanship and architectural 
science of the given age and society. The raw architectural form thus 
obtained may be called the “necessary” form, since it is a prime necessity 
if the building is to be more or less “useful” or “good.” The process in 
fact often stops at this phase of development, so that in architecture, no 
less than in all other fields of human endeavour, it is relatively rare for 
“beauty” to be born.

The “beautiful” form is in its essentials very similar to the “necessary” 
form. . .  The “beautiful” form is the—theoretically unique—form among 
all the possible variants of the “necessary” form, which contains at the 
relatively highest level all those laws and truths relating to architecture that 
the given epoch and society recognizes and utilizes and which, relatively 
speaking, best correspond to the aesthetic ideal (not only with respect to 
architecture) of the age and the society concerned. While, however, the 
production of the “necessary” form requires an appropriately high level of 
expert training and ability, the creation of the “beautiful” form among 
the possible variants of the “necessary” form needs a special aptitude, that 
might be called artistic talent, which is able—beyond the conscious process of 
creative activity—to seize upon the unique solution precisely through its 
instinctive quality.”

This then is the philosophic conception and the aesthetic approach which 
attach to the direct and indirect relation of matter and form. And any 
examination of the present-day practice of architects the world over, and 
of the more significant architectural works created by that practice, will in 
its outcome serve to prove the correctness of this conception and approach.

#

A large part of my short stay in Britain (ten days in alp was taken up by 
the events and receptions of the General Meeting and the Congress. I

* Máté Major: A “sglp” Is a "mMsgi” mai /pítésectünttm (“Beautiful” and “artistic” in our contem
porary architecture). Magyar Tudomány, 1961, No. 10, pp. 607—621.
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managed now and again to steal a day and a half altogether to have a look 
at the museums (the British Museum, the Tate and the National Gallery), 
and since I was also very much interested in historic buildings, I had 
little time left for modern British architecture. I only had a cursory view 
of some new structures, mainly dwelling houses (e. g., the Roehampton 
buildings designed by the eminent Hubert Bennet and his associate), and 
was able to visit only one large ministerial building under construction, 
by courtesy of its designer, Ernő Goldfinger, a former compatriot of mine, 
who has in recent years become a distinguished British architect. Summing 
up the impressions I gathered here, and the other more cursory ones, I 
must nevertheless objectively conclude that in Britain the correct philosophic 
conception and aesthetic approach to the relation between matter and 
form are generally implemented at a high level (at least in the large residen
tial and public buildings, for I had no occasion to see modern industrial 
ones from close by). In other words, there are quite a large number of 
“good” buildings, representing the “necessary” form, and a fair number 
of “beautiful” buildings.

If  we compare this achievement with the architecture of Hungarian 
residential and public buildings, particularly the former, we have to admit 
that in this sphere at least we are still lagging behind British standards. 
In Hungary the relation of matter and form—both philosophically and 
aesthetically—is not yet realized at the same high level as in Britain. There 
are, of course, specific, objective reasons for this, and I would like primarily 
to treat those concerned with the building of dwelling houses.

One of the most fundamental of these reasons is that in Britain homes 
are mainly commodities, whereas here they have essentially ceased to 
possess the character of a commodity. It follows that in the former, apart 
from quantity production, or even in place of it, quality in “finish,” 
“function” and “aesthetics” is the prime requirement, since only com
modities of excellent quality may be advantageously sold, while in Hun
gary—where the tremendous demand for homes meets to realize as rapidly 
as possible and with maximum effect the socialist principle of constantly 
raising living standards—quantity production is primary, thus necessarily— 
even though temporarily—relegating all three kinds of quality to the 
background. The relative backwardness of the quality of “finish” is, of 
course, related—among other factors—to a certain backwardness in the 
development of the Hungarian building industry, to the relatively slow 
rate of modernization, to the limited number of skilled workers (the 
tempo of socialist construction is indeed retarded at times by the lack 
of manpower), to the necessity for thrift (dictated by the available resources
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of the national economy), to the frequent tendency towards “cheapness” 
due to the pressing quantitative requirements, etc.

The backwardness in “functional” quality is again mainly determined 
by quantity; we need many homes quickly, and this has forced us to 
decrease the average size of flats, to fix relatively low norms for floor space 
and to make various other concessions. The average size of the flats in our 
new buildings is still somewhat less than two rooms, * and they are a good 
deal more densely populated than the two per room that may be regarded 
as the permissible maximum.**

On the basis of the relation between matter and form that has been 
outlined, the backwardness in “aesthetic” quality is a natural consequence 
of the backwardness in “finish” and “function.” We are building more 
and more large residential buildings that are both “good” and “beautiful,” 
but the average has not yet reached the level of what may be called “good” 
and, particularly, “beautiful.”

#

There is, however, one domain of Hungarian architecture—one of the 
genres of the art—in which gifted Hungarian architects have been able to 
apply their skill and ability without such stringent obligations as to 
quantity. This has been the domain or genre of industrial architecture.

The reasons are easy to explain. People inspired by the day-by-day 
achievements of socialist construction and by the certainty of a magnificent 
socialist future are able to agree that the satisfaction, within their lifetime, 
of their demands according to their needs can only be accomplished through 
transitional stages, and that one of these includes a home that is as yet 
inadequate in regard to the quality of its “finish,” its “functional” and 
“aesthetic” standards.

With respect to industrial production, on the other hand, there can be 
no stich transitional stages. In our view the modernity of the heavy in
dustries which produce the instruments of production is a basic precondi
tion for the construction of socialism, while the planned increase in the 
output of other industrial products is a prerequisite for realizing the 
socialist principle of constant raise in the standard of living. As regards

* I have comparative figures for housing production only for 1957.
1 2 3  4  and more rooms per flat

Hungary 52 45 3 0%
Gr. Britain 13 36 51%

Â Építfsteclnikai Is tpítésgazdasági Iroda lakásépítéssel kapcsolatos munkái ("Works on housing construction 
of the Bureau for Building Techniques and Building Economy), Budapest, Sept.. .1959, p. 10.

<,,i' According to data from the same source, this figure in 1957 was about 2.7 persons per room 
in the new flats built by the State.
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P o r t  w a r e h o u s e . D e s i g n e d  b y  Á r p á d  Sz a b ó

C h e m i c a l  r e s e a r c h  l a b o r a t o r y . D e s i g n e d  b y  L á s z l ó  H ó k a



O ffice  building of a rolling mill. D esigned by László Wagner



W e l f a r e  b u i l d i n g  o f  a  p a p e r  m i l l . D e s i g n e d  by  I s t v á n  R a m o c s a y



P r e f a b r i c a t e d  f r o n t  p a n e l l i n g  o f  c h e m i c a l  w o r k s h o p . 
D e s i g n e d  b y  F e r e n c  B a r a b á s  a n d  M i k l ó s  G n ä d i g

S h e l l  b a r r e l - v a u l t  s t r u c t u r e  o f  t u b e  w o r k s h o p . 
D e s i g n e d  b y  d r . I s t v á n  M e n y h á r d  a n d  L a j o s  Se m s e y
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buildings needed i or the production of industrial goods it is therefore not 
possible to make ary allowances with respect to either “finish” or “function.” 
The technology of production demands the greatest possible satisfaction 
of functional needs, with complete and uninterrupted—and at the same 
time economical—scope for the processes of production. Now since this 
generally implies the construction of huge shops and systems of shops, 
frequently with complex linkages in space, the solution in terms of matter 
poses very great demands, including the use and even the development of 
the latest materials (structures, techniques). On the other hand, where 
the achievement of quality in “finish” and “function” calls for maximum 
effort, there a high aesthetic level must develop as well. (The productive 
units erected according to the above considerations, of course, also exert 
an influence on the auxiliary—office, welfare, etc.—buildings.)

This thesis has been confirmed by the State organization of the design 
of Hungarian industrial buildings, the commencement and development 
of the work of the Industrial and Agricultural Planning Enterprise (Iparterv*), 
which in recent years has begun to win world renown for Hungarian 
architecture. In this connection, it may be of interest to note that even 
during the four or five years when Hungarian architecture (as the result 
of grave ideological errors) also sought to “renew” itself by utilization of 
historical forms, industrial architecture—because of the previously outlined 
special demands imposed on it—managed to remain almost immune to 
this distortion. A related reason of course is that it has proved possible for 
the enterprise in question to engage a relatively large number of gifted 
architects and design engineers—including young people—whose coopera
tion under excellent management has led to the formation of a veritable 
“school” of modern Hungarian industrial architecture. (The young people 
include a number of my first university pupils—a fact of which I am 
especially proud, though without serious reason, for while even the best 
professor cannot convert untalented people into creative architects, my 
pupils have already far surpassed their professor in making their names 
known through “beautiful” works.)

If  I am not mistaken, news of Hungarian architecture first appeared 
abroad in 1959 when L’Architecture d’Aujourd’hui published an account of a 
few pages on what were then the most recent Hungarian industrial struc
tures, assembled of large, prefabricated parts. Since then, reports have 
continuously appeared in all parts of the world, heralding ever newer 
achievements. One of the “mentions” o f the Perret-Prize, first awarded in 
1961, was received by a team of Iparterv* on the basis partly of the first account

4 Abbreviation of Ipari Is Mezőgazdasági Tervező Vállalat
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published in 1959. To illuminate the value of this award, it may suffice 
to mention that the jury included such eminent architects as E. Beaudoin, 
a member of the Executive Committee of the UIA (acting for the Pre
sident), P. Vago, General Secretary of the UIA (son of József Vágó, a 
distuingished Hungarian architect at the beginning of the century), 
A. Persitz and J. M. Richards, chief editors of V Architecture d’ Aujourd’ hui 
and of The Architectural Review, respectively, Alfred Roth, who if I remember 
correctly was formerly editor-in-chief of the Swiss Werk. And since, as the 
above names show, the jury was selected from among the editors of the 
great European architectural periodicals, I too somehow landed in this 
brilliant company, as the editor of our “great” Magyar Építőművészet (“Hun
garian Building Art”). The prize itself was awarded to the outstanding 
Mexican constructor F. Candella, while the other mention (there were two 
altogether) went, ex aequo, to the building bureau of the British Ministry 
of Education (S. Johnson-Marshall, Donald Gibson, etc.).

I shall conclude with a few comments on the pictures here reproduced 
to illustrate my statements. The illustrations are the latest works of 
Iparterv and have with one or two exceptions not yet been published. 
Being the most recent ones, they are also to some extent unselected; they 
consequently on the one hand represent the relatively highest level which 
the process of development has so far reached and on the other hand also 
possess those still recurring faults which even the expert sometimes fails 
to notice—especially on photographs.

The works here shown are—I would repeat—“good” and “beautiful” 
because their building materials, structures and constructional techniques, 
which render possible the unhindered application of the most up-to-date 
production technologies and other functions, are fused with their form 
in accordance with the evolving aesthetic ideal of the age, having themselves 
-directly and indirectly as it were “provoked” the latter’s genesis.

The port warehouse is “beautiful” because its material (prefabricated 
ferro-concrete) represents the advanced standards of building technology 
through exact structural forms and because its spatial shape conforms to the 
relatively simple function of warehousing, exactly reflected in the simple 
cube of the form which the mass assumes and by the special stress on the 
interior manipulation area. This stress is furnished by the raised head- 
piece, the sloping roof, and—a device of component form—the aluminium 
coating of the concentrated surfaces, whose material-textural effect is 
enhanced by a discrete, geometric “abstraction” composed of aluminium 
sheeting of a different hue. The building is “beautiful” because it makes 
no pretence at being more than what it is, because its practical function
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is incarnate in simple forms, but with that “minimal” yet vast plus 
with which the gift of shaping raised it from the denser and lower world 
o f  the possible, “necessary” forms, to the rare heights of “beauty.”

The office building of a rolling-mill is the first in Hungary to have a curtain 
wall appear on its frontage—a feature which was evolved in Western 
architecture during the fifties, in the case mainly of office buildings but 
also of multi-flat residential blocks. This form developed because of the 
need to divide the interior into cellular and mostly small units, offering 
considerable variability. This reason has also determined the special 
structure of these usually tall buildings—the erection of a skeleton of 
girders (steel and ferro-concrete) behind the frontage planes, making it 
possible to suspend a light metal network of closer division, carrying panels 
mainly of glass but also of synthetic materials, etc., with a view to limiting 
the spaces of the building. The suspension occurs from the cantilever 
projections of the floors, in the manner of a curtain (hence the name). This 
solution is frequently “beautiful,” because in it—and behind it—the 
progress made in such things as materials and the more advanced forms 
-of living and working, whose satisfaction is promoted precisely by the 
high level of development in materials, may be most strongly felt and 
definitely recognized. This is why the curtain-wall design of the office 
building for the rolling-mill is “beautiful”—at least for those who do not 
know that what has been said of the relation of matter and form has in 
this case only been applied at the expense of a certain amount of compromise. 
The structure of the curtain wall is here not quite “pure,” for the parapets 
are solid, resting on the cantilever floors, and it is only their facing that 
makes them seem suspended—obviously for reasons of economy. No grave 
reproach may, however, be directed toward the designer, and not only 
because of this last circumstance but also because in the case of several 
of the masterpieces of historic architecture—especially in certain periods, 
as in the Baroque—the social necessity of producing an illusion frequently 
led to what we might call a denial of the material, something of which 
there is no trace here.

The welfare building of the paper mill is “beautiful” perhaps because its 
architect has introduced a trifle more playfulness into the direct and 
indirect shaping of his materials—a feature that does not contradict what 
has been said previously. He was, after all, concerned with the architectural 
formulation not of office or productive functions but of those of dressing- 
rooms, washing-facilfi ies, baths and—on the top floor—dining and lecture 
halls, so that this playfulness is not only permissible but also necessary in 
expressing the superior humanism of our society in the evaluation of work
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and working people. The fact that there is something “Italian” about the 
form pattern of the building, i. e., something that is reminiscent of the 
witty and engaging (occasionally extravagant) form experiments of the 
excellent contemporary generation of Italian architects, is at the worst a 
most “pardonable” offence. The mutual influences that now characterize 
European architecture—independently of country and even of social forms— 
are necessary and unavoidable at the given stage of development, parti
cularly in the case of an art so closely interrelated with its materials as 
architecture.

The exterior view of the aluminium rolling-mill and the interior of the 
tube workshop under construction present two aspects of one and the same 
conception, novel in its matter. The simple cube of the earlier, aluminium- 
covered production building at the aluminium rolling-mill, shown in a 
very foreshortened view, was indirectly shaped by essentially the same 
ingenious, light, and in its direct forms rich, structure of ferro-concrete 
pillar and ferro-concrete shell as the tube workshop. Consequently the latter 
will represent about the same “beauties” as the former building, which 
has already earned fame and renown for its designer (the constructional 
blueprints were incidentally prepared by the same team as for the tube 
workshop).

The “beauty” and also the interest of a grinding mill for building materials 
are due mainly to the fact that the plastic network of small, prefabricated 
ferro-concrete components, in some places perforated, at others filled in, 
makes it possible to follow the complex milling process taking place inside 
with suitable illumination, i. e., by grouping the perforated elements—the 
windows—in such a way as to concentrate incident light wherever it happens 
to be needed. It was thus that the apparently playful window composition 
of the frontage was evolved, serving also excellently to decorate the building. 
There is one thing at the most to which exception may be taken, and this 
is the diamond-section shape given to the solid, concrete panel components 
of the plastic mesh. Actually even this might seem “beautiful” to one who 
is not aware that in this case the pattern is no more than the formal imita
tion of the relief design serving to stiffen the aluminium panels on the front
ages of some foreign buildings, without possessing the functional justifica
tion it had there.

The building of the chemical research laboratory is also “beautiful,” mainly 
because in its many masses—corresponding to its multiple functions—in 
its pavilion-like distribution, in the pavilions themselves and the wings and 
the covered passages connecting them, in the variety furnished by the 
differing heights of the blocks, in its very contrasts, it fits in harmoniously
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with the varied, hilly and green scenery of Buda. But another reason is that 
the division of the parts, the location, proportion, size and rhythm of the 
apertures are arranged on the various masses, the outer forms, according 
to the requirements of the interior utilization of the space. Although not 
without precedent, the daring transverse emplacement, above the longer 
frontage facing the street, of the cube containing the dining room and 
lecture hall is “beautiful” and ingenious. Apart from stressing its purpose, 
it also gives the street view of the group of buildings an effective 
counterpoint. All these forms—both the main and the component forms— 
are, of course, directly and indirectly, faithfully preceded and followed 
by the matter and all that we understand that concept to contain.

Finally the model of a vast canning factory now under construction is here 
reproduced to convey the development in Hungarian industrial architecture 
o f the thinking on this theme. Here too, it may be seen that the designers 
of our industrial buildings—the creative architects of Iparterv—have, 
whether deliberately or not, acquired the correct philosophic conception 
and aesthetic approach to the relation between matter and form. This is 
proved by their increasingly expert solution of the novel functional prob
lems that arise day by day in the buildings belonging to their sphere, 
by their constant endeavour to probe and expand the enormous possibilities 
inherent in the material (structural, technical) solutions, and, last but not 
least, by their aesthetic formulations. These factors will undoubtedly serve 
to augment their successes and their renown, both at home and in the 
world at large.



NINTH NATIONAL EXHIBITION 
OF HUNGARIAN FINE ARTS

fry
Á K O S  K O C Z O G H

For several decades collective shows of Hungarian fine arts have 
been set up at the largest exhibition rooms in Budapest, the Mű
csarnok (Art Gallery). They are maintained for long periods in the 
spring, every other year of late, on the idea that documentary 
demonstration of continuous change requires at least two years. This year’s 

excellently arranged show departed from tradition by not only presenting 
painting but devoting much space to graphic art, sculpture, coins and 
medals, pottery and tapestry, and, as a separate series, monumental photo
graphs of significant pieces of the so-called two-per-mille works of the past 
few years: the large and well-paid results of the plan of devoting two-per- 
mille of the total investment to artistic decoration of each new building 
(frescos, mosaics, glass windows, plastic art). The almost unprecedented 
popularity of the show, with 20,000 visitors in the first ten days, indicates 
both its new variety and vivacity and the eagerness of the far from well- 
trained or well-informed Hungarian public to discover the modern trends 
in the fine arts.

The Ninth National Exhibition brought home how closely Hungarian art 
must reckon with the parallel course of European art as a whole, though 
a lag of half a century may sometimes be seen. The question becomes more 
complicated when it involves the cultural liberation of underdeveloped 
peoples, when it means not only new investments but the paying off of old 
debts. Such debts imply the pleasure offered by the rediscovery or new 
transient enjoyment of forms of expression that belong to the past; they may 
be considered as an accelerated, condensed compensation rather than an 
imitation of former worthy models. That the same wall is made to support 
post-impressionist, Fauvist, and cubist efforts, as well as works displaying 
archaistic planes or naturalistic phenomena a century behind the times, does 
not signify that Hungarian artists are ignorant of the features that distin-
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guish modern art from retrograde notions. Rather, it points to the absence 
of uniform taste both with the public and with artists, and indicates the 
patient attitude of artistic education and the uneven path of Hungarian 
progress which has made it impossible for public opinion to take a stand 
on the basis of modern artistic endeavours.

What do the new aspirations, proclaimed in particular bp young Hun
garian artists, refer to?—The path marked out by dynamic vitality in the 
world as a whole, in its dialectic, organic unity. These artists regard folk- 
directed art as no less antiquated than boundless admiration of technical 
advance and look askance at non-figurative abstraction (without denying its 
role) as well as at naturalism. Technical achievements they consider as 
subordinate instruments and not as dehumanizing monsters; their borders 
lie beyond geographical and political frontiers, hence also beyond the 
mirroring of racial and provincial details, elements that were indispensable 
factors in the “plain painting,” for instance, of recent years and represent 
the peculiar Hungarian characteristic of fine arts. If, to the present day, 
abstraction and naturalism have been recognized as extremes of painting 
(only the most problematic part of the Ninth Exhibition, painting, 
being dealt with here), it may be stated that Hungarian painting displays 
as a characteristic and important tendency the wish to construct the 
summarized world of reality on the abstract elements of the picture. This 
intention may be illustrated by three examples of three generations, the 
show itself embracing these three generations: Jenő Barcsay (born in 1900), 
László Bartha (1908) and József Németh (1928). All three are typical 
representatives of the age and, as such, of the exhibit.

Barcsay is over sixty, well-known abroad for his work on art anatomy, 
with faithful representation and original draftsmanship, which is used in 
England, America, France and India. He exhibited four pictures, three 
drawings, and a mosaic design. Barcsay does not build on abstraction but 
from it. Thus his favourite themes are houses, corners of his studio, upright 
human figures—everything apt to afford clear construction. Apart from his 
mosaic entitled “Women,” his pieces contain no human figure; yet the 
provincial flights of steps, gables or studios radiate a human warmth. 
The inhabitants appear to have just left the room, leaving behind a human 
touch on the jug that stands on the table, on the random, bizarre position 
of a chair, or on the easel turned away from the spectator. A peculiar 
renaissance calm emanates from these pictures. Vertical composition is used 
in all three; in two of them the background melts into the infinite horizon 
of a sea—not a sun-bathed but an infinite sea. A house in a provincial town,, 
with a flight of steps, eaves, a stool, a jug on the table, is worn and grey
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(there are innumerable shades of grey in this painting, kept from dullness 
by a tiny streak of chromeoxide green) yet imbued with the atmosphere 
of real houses and courtyards. The sight permits no further simplification 
lest it forfeit its inspiring content. The skeleton and colours that supply 
the construction and its order and harmony, on the other hand, admit of no 
further intensification. Indeed, this is no longer an easel, gable, and 
courtyard but their illusion, produced with daringly, brilliantly simple 
pictorial means. The red of the easel’s wood is softened by two horizontal 
lines of dark vermilion; the red of the lines is set off by the black laid on 
between them. Depth flows from the blue half of the background, while 
lyrical colouring is added by the sunny brightness of the head on a green 
plane. Without shade or sunshine (only the atmosphere suggests brightness), 
yet it is suffused with warmth, appealing merely to the emotional as
sociation of structural elements and ground colours reduced to classical 
simplicity.

Whereas with Barcsay the atmosphere follows from structural elements 
and forms, with László Bartha, more deeply impressed by French culture, 
emphasis rests on the atmosphere. No aluminium factory or station would 
be like those in his pictures that bear these titles, and nothing would have 
been easier than to transform the visual image of a factory or of a railway 
station into complete abstraction. Bartha nevertheless confines himself 
to suggestions of the facts that underlie his theme, endeavouring to com
municate the atmosphere corresponding to it, and not the latent structural 
elements. To avoid misunderstanding, let it be made clear that he renders 
not his own impressions but those lying dormant in the theme. Therefore 
his work is less reserved, more lyrical, more given to moods, and more 
emotional than Barcsay’s. For instance, his picture entitled “Aluminium” 
is a playful medley of violets, reds and yellows tuned into harmony with 
blues, greens and whites. Wheels, tubes and transmission lines hang in 
chaos over the shining floor. The cold metal and the machine cut and 
cleave; yet the picture is a huge hide-and-seek game of colours and light, 
with order and harmony reigning over the restlessness of the details. This 
again is in sharp contrast to Barcsay’s work, where harmony of the whole 
picture is evoked by the orderliness of the details.

József Németh, the youngest of these three painters, was formerly a 
labourer; his painting is the only example here of synthesis. In fact, he 
incorporates the ideal of László Bartha; he builds reality on the structurally 
abstract experience of the picture, uniting the two. W ith him, structural 
simplicity and the atmospheric value of the theme rise to equal value, and 
form, colour and atmosphere acquire similar intensity. Moreover, whereas
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with Bartha the lines and interesting, symmetrical, narrow patches of colour 
(wheels, tubes, transmission lines) are reconciled in a cool, blue ground tone, 
in József Nemeth’s Egyptian-like, single-plane vision, expanses stretched 
to the breaking-point are dominated by strength and simplicity. In the 
painting, “By the Embankment,” the broken lines of the young animals 
and the girl’s upright carriage form a strange contrast, while the picture 
is cut in half by the horizon like a bow by an arrow. It is almost banal in 
its simplicity. Only the Egyptians and cave dwellers dared to be so direct, 
to rely on a few colours applied in the same way as watercolours (here 
chiefly on greens, ochres, and reddish-browns) to render the lyrical cor
relations, the unity of scenery and man.

Hungarian painting, now in the stage of unfolding, may in the course 
of its later development come to contribute to universal art this elemental 
relationship connecting mankind with one another as well as with the 
whole—a salutation to the fruits of science and technical progress, with 
freedom from fear.

Only a few examples have been quoted, though this exhibition is far 
more complex. With a few significant pictures it has nevertheless produced 
evidence that Hungarian art is capable of creating its modern forms of 
expression, simultaneously with, but, as so often before, almost inde
pendently from, European painting (as the impressionism of Pál Szinyei 
Merse—often without real understanding). The parallel progress is further 
illustrated by the exhibit arranged from the material of the Hungarian 
National Gallery under the title “The Eight and the Activists,” presenting 
the problems of Hungarian art around the time of the First World War. 
Traits kindred to and in common with European art are evident. Such men 
as Károly Kernstok, József Rippl-Rónai, Ödön MárfFy, János Kmetty, 
Béla Czobel, Bertalan Pór and Béla Uitz were backed by the majority of the 
Hungarian radically-minded public, not only because they turned against 
official and petrified academic naturalism, but also because their generally 
laconic mode of expression, aimed at seizing the essence, was fired by 
revolutionary Hungary, the world of the poet Endre Ady. Pictures by those 
who are still alive, Béla Czobel (1883), János Kmetty (1889), and Bertalan 
Pór (1880), are shown, and their art cannot be said to have faded. Grand
children grow up on the knees of their grandfathers, and the young artists, 
now about to attain maturity, would seem to stand closer to these masters, 
particularly to the two last-named, than to their own teachers.

If, at the exhibitions of the past decade, the young artists were reproached 
for being unable to escape the influence of their own teachers, this time 
it may be remarked with satisfaction that the best among the young genera-
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tion (József Nemeth, Zoltán Szabó, Béla Kondor, Gyula Feledi, László 
Bokros, János Orosz, András Cs. Nagy, László Miskolczi, and Miklós 
Somos, all of them about thirty) profit from the achievements of their 
pictorial grandfathers, without a trace of imitation, following them in 
recognition of the essence through concrete objective form, in the emotional 
depth of simplified forms, the rhythmic verve of line, the constructive 
nature of composition. They pour their aspirations into such themes as 
permit the widest scope for lyrical expression, as in József Nemeth’s pair 
of lovers sheltered by the shade of a tree, András Cs. Nagy’s courtyard 
of an old mill, and Zoltán Szabó’s mining region (in cubist simplicity). 
Unfortunately, this cannot be said of the whole exhibit. Much of the 
graphic collection and a small part of the plastic material are exceptions, 
but many of the exhibited pictures are not successful. Either they are 
bogged down by artificially devised and therefore lifeless structural prob
lems, or they revert to the romanticism of the peasant environment as 
promising a more captivating atmosphere, without getting beyond the senti
mentality of the constructive principle. A fortunate encounter can be 
seen in the work of Ervin Tamás (1922), who placed waiting men before 
houses and gates of cubist simplicity in a deserted village, constituting 
planes of almost geometrical measurements and thus communicating solitude 
and suspense, the duality of cold houses and warm humanity.

Since last autumn an upswing has occurred in Hungarian art, not only in 
debates on art but also in results. It may be regarded as a noteworthy result 
that a generation seems to be growing up which follows its own convic
tions in trying to form a picture of Hungarian and universal reality, where 
man, objects and nature alike can find a home, where man need not escape 
to some primitive or dream world, where objects, accumulated objects 
that have lost their function—“things” (let us think of D. H. Lawrence’s 
story of this same title)—do not suppress humanism, and where nature is 
not the conciliatory asylum or romantic refuge of man but his organic 
complement. When this purpose is compared with the development 
hitherto attained by painting the new trend and answer can be discovered 
to every derisive grimace of our age, without surrealist apology; a new, 
noble and pure endeavour can be seen, even though it may still be heavy 
with the struggles of an age of transition.
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CSONTVÁRY
by

H A N S  H E S S  ( Y O R K )

W e have learned in our time something new about art which 
our academic predecessors did not know: it is that the 
springs of the imagination can be found in unexpected places, 
and that the results of the creative imagination need not 
conform to the classical tradition. We have learned that every tradition 

reaches a point where all accepted images loose their power of life, and that 
at one stage of history only entirely new forms can hope to achieve validity 
and relevance. By now art historians have learned to become tolerant enough 
to accept the unexpected and to grant validity even to the simple, the 
spontaneous and the untaught products of the painter’s intention. The 
Expressionists went back to peasant art:Gauguin to the South Seas, Picasso 
to the primitive and savage, in search of fresh forms for the imagination 
of our time. Only within that context could it become possible for naive 
painters to be recognized as making a valid and meaningful contribution to 
the stream of history, and to man’s conquest of the visible world.

Henri Rousseau (Le Douanier) was born in 1844—Tivadar Mihály 
Kosztka (Csontváry) in 1853 ; both men of humble origin began to paint 
in middle life. Le Douanier’s first pictures date from 1885, Csontváry’s 
from 1890. They were contemporaries not only in date, but in intention. 
Rousseau is a name the world knows, but Csontváry is little known outside 
Hungary, and even posthumous recognition in exhibitions in Paris and 
Brussels in 1949 and 1958, thirty to forty years after his death in 1919, has 
done little to make his name or his art widely known.

A new publication in English (Corvina Press) with twelve large and true 
colour-plates and with a sensitive and perceptive text by Ervin Ybl, well 
translated by István Farkas, makes therefore a welcome addition to the 
literature of art. Of the twelve paintings reproduced in the volume, only 
one is in the Hungarian National Gallery in Budapest, all others are private-
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ly owned. Csontváry painted mostly very large pictures, and painted very 
few of them, so that even a visit to Hungary would tell us little more 
about the artist than this volume.

Csontváry was undoubtedly a fool, but of the stuff of Shakespeare’s fools, 
one of the Till Eulenspiegels of this world, whose impertinence is only a 
way to get over the hurdle of reality into the world of dreams. A megaloma
niac towards the outside world, to himself a seer and a visionary imbued 
with the ghastly certainty of religious people. To the simple mind every 
encounter with reality becomes problematical; there is too much to grasp ; 
children and fools are never happy with appearances alone, yet not equipped 
with a ready-made frame of references in which they make sense, can only 
apprehend the object by looking at it from all sides and more often than 
not taking it to pieces. Thus a primitive painter like Rousseau gives more 
solid form to a leaf than it deserves. He treats each object in isolation. 
Each one is a new experience unrelated to the historical past of his imagina
tion. In Csontváry this same need to grasp the obvious exists. It is lessened 
to some extent because he has the fluency of a trained painter. Thus he has 
more freedom to paint and here resembles Chagall, who appears to the 
historian so sophisticated and is yet an innocent child of the same simple 
visionary mind as our painter.

Ervin Ybl thinks of Csontváry not as a primitive, yet I would like to 
suggest that if this word is used not in its derogatory but in its positive 
sense, Csontváry is a true primitive and as such in good company amongst 
the moderns. He was a primitive not only in his lack of skill but in his 
overweening self-confidence. The professional artist always knows how much 
he has yet to achieve. The dilettante takes his vision for the result, and by 
enforcing his untaught vision on us makes it all the stronger, but he himself 
has never seen the picture as we see it. He remains unaware of his own 
ignorance, because he takes his vision for that visible truth which he has 
been unable to render. His technical failure is our gain. Rousseau through
out his life thought he depicted the world as it was, not that he changed 
it. Had he been told that his pictures were admired for their novelty of 
vision, for their “wrongness” he would have been deeply offended.

The choice of subject with Csontváry, as with Rousseau, is that of the 
naive reader: the wonders of the world, the miracles which impress children, 
Etna and Vesuvius, the falls of large rivers, lions and gypsies, dear to the 
heart of innocents, to the believer in wonders which never fail to enchant 
the self-taught readers of almanacs. Such people are not taught by ‘art.’ 
The great blessing of never having learned to see the world through other 
painters’ eyes, never to have seen nature as a previously painted picture is
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the quality of the untaught. Their colour is too high, the intensity of their 
vision cannot be satisfied by the sophisticated tradition of measure and 
balance. They are ferocious in their urge for expression. As Werner Haft- 
mann says (in his Painting in the Twentieth Century): “It is the will to defini
tion that endows with magical reality those imaginary plants, leaves and 
flowers. . . ” The images of things he (Rousseau) thus produces possess 
magical efficacy, because they define the artist’s possession of the world. 
The primitive painter takes possession of the visible world by defining it: 
he does not distinguish between reality and his vision of reality. Like 
Seraphine and Rousseau, Csontváry believed himself to be a great master. 
So he was, but not in the sense that he and the painters of his kind would 
have liked to be. He was, like every primitive, “unaffected by the culture 
of his time.” In the official world he was a non-artist, but he, like Rousseau, 
has taught modern painters that there are many different ways of coming 
to grips with, reality, and his grip was in many ways firmer and more secure 
than the grasp of conventional vision, and he had the full measure of crea
tive obsession. Great artists modify or break a tradition and as they are 
aware of history and the culture of their time they know themselves to be 
revolutionists. Men like Csontváry in ignorance create new vision by believ
ing they conform to tradition, and without their knowing it, have the gift 
of prophecy. Art historians writing after the working life of Csontváry 
have given the term “magic realism” to the manifestations of his type of 
vision. The self-conscious magic realism of Chirico’s metaphysical paint
ings seems deliberate and sterile in contrast with the spontaneity of Csont- 
váry’s and Rousseau’s magic. The unobstructed awareness of religious awe 
and the literalness of the illiterate mind are at the base of this simple 
grasp.

A simple mind is not a poor mind. It is a rich but an undisciplined mind, 
and it is here that the main-spring of primitive art meets the main-spring 
of all art. Both have their source in the richness of the imagination, but 
great art derives from a temperament through a discipline. The primitive 
lacks the sense of order which might have made his contribution great. Let 
us admit that order without a rich mind leads to sterile academicism, but 
let us also state that true greatness is all of one piece. We feel with Csont
váry that we may be nearer the source of imagination, and that the primitive 
painters reveal older, more magical ways of looking at the world. In a time 
of laws and machines we occasionally like to be reminded of a golden age 
that has passed whilst working for the golden age to come.
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THE FRONTIERS
OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE IN HUNGARY

by

L Á S Z L Ó  B A R K Ó C Z Y

i

The victorious armies of the Roman Empire appeared on the 
territory of present-day Hungary at the opening of the first 
century, and during their reign of 400 years the Danube formed 
the frontier of the Empire.

Study of the limes, the Roman system of border fortresses, affords ex
cellent material for insight into the history of all the Roman provinces. 
Our knowledge of the Roman period in Hungary, in particular, is based 
on inquiry into the limes that marked off the northern and eastern limits of 
the western part of the country, then comprising the province of Pannónia. 
This research work has been carried on for several decades; in its course 
local investigation of the terrain and excavations have resulted in the 
discovery of a coherent system of fortifications running lengthwise along 
the right bank of the Danube. The fate of a province—also that of Pannónia— 
depended on the limes: the findings are therefore of eminent importance 
and apply to the whole province or to its components. The excavations 
have clarified the approximate dates at which the limes of Pannónia and 
the province itself were occupied. They have determined the exact time 
of the construction of buildings and of the barbarian invasions. Limes- 
research has furthermore provided an accurate picture of the ethnic com
position and of the economic and cultural life of the army and the pop
ulation.

Pannónia comprised the Transdanubian part of Hungary, the area 
between the rivers Drava and Sava in Jugoslavia, and the eastern margin 
of Austria. Prior to the Roman conquest this region was inhabited by 
Illyrian-Celtic tribes which maintained trade relations with the Romans 
long before the occupation.
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The occupation of Pannónia by the Romans formed part of a compre
hensive strategic idea carried out almost at the same time along the 
whole length of the Rhine and the Danube.

Here the Roman advance had no, or only a slight, economic motivation, 
inasmuch as this territory possessed no natural treasures justifying occupa
tion. Its conquest was dominated by strategic ideas regarding the necessity 
of pushing the Empire’s frontiers forward to the Rhine and the Danube.

The conquest of Pannónia was accomplished in two campaigns, and after 
the suppression of the Pannonian-Dalmatian revolt in 9 A. D. the whole 
territory was annexed and incorporated into the Roman Empire.

In the early period, fighting occurred south of the Drava in the area 
between that river and the Sava, which formed the focal point of oc
cupation under the emperor Augustus. Thus the area of Pannónia lying 
between that river and the Sava became an organic part of the Roman 
Empire already at this time, whereas no significant military or other activity 
was being carried on in the region north of the Drava. Although the latter 
was treated as a possession of the Empire, few efforts, apart from rather 
lax supervision and steady patrolling, were expended on this region. 
Provisional camps were established at the principal crossing-places of the 
Danube, e. g. at Győr fArrabona) and Aquincum in the vicinity of Budapest.

In both Pannónia and the neighbouring provinces, the general advance 
of the army to the line of the Danube in the territory north of the Drava 
took place under the emperor Claudius.

While under the reigns of Augustus and Tiberius only occasional control 
was exercised north of the Drava, under Claudius the principal crossing- 
places were subjected to regular occupation. The absence of any necessity 
for permanent control of the frontier may be explained by the friendly 
relations Rome maintained with the barbarian peoples on the left bank 
of the river. The situation changed under Domitianus, who, owing to the 
wars he carried on and to changes affecting the composition of the popula
tion on the left bank, was induced to build up a firm and coherent limes along 
the right bank of the Danube.

3
The limes actually was divided into two parts, corresponding to the enemy 

encamped on the left bank of the Danube. Beyond the limes sector between 
Vienna and Budapest (Vindobona-Aquincum) lived the Germanic Quads 
who had settled there with the approval of the Romans. They had signed



agreements requiring them to apply to Rome for confirmation of their 
kings and to fight every aggressor attempting to raid the province at any 
point of their sector. Under Claudius, the Budapest-Beograd (Aquincum- 
Singidunum) sector was inhabited by Sarmatian-Jazygian nomadic tribes 
of Iranian horsemen. The Quads and Sarmatians, disregarding the conditions 
laid down in their treaties, continued to press forward, approaching the 
litres ever more closely and making constant attacks on the Roman border 
fortresses. As a result Domitianus was compelled to build a strong, coherent 
line of fortifications. In the Danube Basin the situation grew still more 
dangerous when the emperor Trajan overwhelmed Dacia in two campaigns 
(x 02 to 106) and the Sarmatian-Jazygian tribes inhabiting the strip of land 
between the Danube and the Tisza, after becoming separated from their 
Roxolanian neighbours living at the lower reaches of the Danube, began 
pressing against the limes with still greater forces. This constant threat 
compelled Trajan to perfect and complete the Pannonian limes. The camps 
were multiplied and linked by means of watch-towers.

4

Faced as it was with two different enemies, the province was divided 
into Upper and Lower Pannónia. Upper Pannónia (Pannónia Superior) 
thus protected the province against the Germanic Quads, while Lower 
Pannónia (Pannónia Inferior) defended the frontier from Sarmatian-Jazygian 
inroads. Three legions and—according to military diplomas dating from the 
middle of the 2nd century—twelve auxiliary companies were stationed at 
the camps of Upper Pannónia. The 10th legion served at the camp of 
Gemina Vindobona (Vienna), the 14th at Gemina Darnuntum (Deutsch- 
altenburg), the ist at Adiutrix Brigetio (Szőny), the 2nd legion at Adiutrix 
Aquincum. The rest of the frontier was guarded by mobile units of light 
cavalry, corresponding to the enemy’s armour. In addition to the Aquincum 
legion, there were 18 auxiliary companies along this part of the border, 
to judge by a military diploma dating from 148 A. D.

Trajan not only built military camps but also fortified the territory 
behind the limes and promoted the development of urban life: around the 
camps military towns developed, where lived canteen-keepers, relatives, 
merchants and craftsmen, on whom it chiefly devolved to satisfy the require
ments of the large army. In the vicinity of the legionary camps, a few miles 
from the military towns, civilian towns would also develop whose kernel 
was the agricultural community that supplied foodstuffs to the army and 
the military town. At various sectors of the frontier, life was full of stir
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and movement, animated by troops from every part of the empire, succes
sively stationed in the province for shorter or—in the event of war—more 
prolonged periods of time.

After the death of Trajan (117. A. D.) his work was concluded by his 
successor, the emperor Hadrian. The palisades were replaced by stone build
ings, the defence system was improved, and a veritable cordon was drawn 
along the bank of the Danube. Hadrian strengthened the settlements along 
the limes by conferring municipal rights on the civilian settlements formed 
in the neighbourhood of military camps: among others, Aquincum and 
Carnuntum were thus promoted to townships.

The border defence was, however, continuously jeopardized and disturbed 
by the attacks of the barbarian tribes living on the left banks of the Danube. 
Traces of battles may be found in the limes even for relatively peaceful 
periods. This is supported by excavations of burnt strata and by findings, 
both within the limes and in the interior of the province, of concealed coins.

In the initial period of the camps, when only patrols kept guard over the 
Danube bank, there were protected transient camps surrounded by earth
work, sometimes by trenches. Later these were superseded by permanent 
stockades serving to support military operations or to allow for supervision 
over surrounding territory. Legionary, infantry and cavalry camps each 
had their specific type of organization. Their ground plan was similar, 
mostly of rectangular shape, with four gates—each surmounted by two 
towers—while the walls had corner towers at regular intervals. Outside 
they were encircled by a system of double moats (vallum). On the inside 
too the camps were uniformly arranged following a fixed pattern in the 
placement of the commander’s residence, the barracks, warehouses and 
workshops.

The various garrisons were charged with controlling the frontier sector 
belonging to the camp, on the domestic no less than on the hostile bank. 
They acted as gendarmes, performed the duties of excise men, or were 
assigned to technical jobs, such as building roads and bridges. Several sectors 
cooperated in keeping the frontier safe.

The troops concentrated at a camp showed a colourful composition, 
not only per unit but also within a unit. The Roman high command was 
able to choose its soldiers from the most varied material—from Spain to 
Syria, from Britain to North Africa. Units picked in Spain, Britain, Gaul, 
Germany, Dalmatia, Africa, Thracia and Syria were thus stationed in 
Pannónia. The troops stationed here not infrequently took part in wars 
outside the province. Under the emperor Antonius Pius in the second half 
of the 2nd century A. D., a great many Pannonian forces took part in
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putting down the revolt of the Moors in Africa. On several occasions they 
were used against the Parthians and the Persians in the East. To replace 
the fallen, reinforcements were enlisted from the local population. Many 
foreign soldiers, who had joined the army during its campaigns in foreign 
countries, were therefore to be found in the province.

From the beginning of the construction of Pannonia’s frontier defence 
system, patrol boats cruised the Danube, providing for the transport of 
troops, for revictualling and for the safety of commerce.

5

In the second half of the 2nd century a sweeping shift took place among 
the peoples of the Carpathian Basin. The migration of the Goths, beginning 
in the middle of the century, drove several minor peoples and groups of 
peoples into the Carpathian Basin. The new arrivals pressed the resident 
tribes against the Pannonian and Dacian limes, causing ceaseless disturbance, 
which under Marcus Aurelius finally led to extensive war. On the evidence 
of available sources, a number of peoples took part in attacking the territory 
of Pannónia and the region between the Danube and the Tisza. The Quads, 
Marcomans, and Sarmatians played the leading role; excavations have 
revealed traces of their devastations in every part of the limes. The thick 
layer of burnt material that may be ascribed to this war lasting over ten 
years (167 to 179 A. D.) has been unearthed not only at the camp sites 
themselves but also among the remains of the civilian settlements that 
belonged to the camps, and even in the interior of the province. Most of 
the population was annihilated during the wars, while of those who escaped 
many were carried off as slaves. In the army the ravages caused by war and 
plague could no longer be made good by volunteers. The emperor filled 
the thinned units of the army from the ranks of the farming population, 
whether they were citizens of Rome or not. Moreover, natives without 
any civil rights, slaves, indeed members of all strata in the urban com
munities were indiscriminately pressed into military service.

By the end of Marcus Aurelius’ wars, the greater part of the limes lay in 
ruins. No camps or watch-towers of new ground design have been found in 
excavations of layers from this period; hence everything was reconstructed on 
the old pattern. No strategic alteration was effected in setting up the new 
limes. A few new contingents were brought to Pannónia, including a unit 
of Syrian archers from Hemesa, which fought a successful battle against 
the Sarmatian-Jazygian archers. Many years went by before Pannónia 
recovered from the consequences of these devastating wars.

T
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After Marcus Aurelius, the age of Septimius Severus (193 to 211) led to 
a great upswing in Pannónia, which found its expression chiefly in the 
strengthening of the camps and camp towns in the province. This advance 
was connected with Severus’ general imperial policy as well as with popular 
movements which had started to spread in Eastern Hungary already under 
Antonius Pius in the second half of the 2nd century and had rendered both 
the military and the civilian reinforcement of the Province of Pannónia 
indispensable.

Septimius Severus was put on the throne by the army in Pannónia, and 
he relied on the army during his whole reign. In 193 the old body-guard 
was disbanded, and the new one embraced many soldiers from Pannónia, 
a fact which increased the prestige of the provincial army and, consequently, 
also of the whole Pannonian population. The body-guard included con
siderable numbers of men from Poetovio (Ptuj), Siscia (Sisak), Sirmium 
(Mitrovica), Savaria (Szombathely) and Aquincum. High ranks became 
accessible to common soldiers, and growing numbers of subalterns rose to 
the rank of officers. The order of knighthood was opened to centurions, 
and their sons were admitted to the senate. Valour and loyalty to the 
emperor ensured promotion. The soldiers’ pay was raised, and veterans 
were exempted from taxation. Soldiers could marry legally, and as a result 
the towns established around the camps greatly expanded. The emperor 
promoted the welfare of the towns, particularly when they furnished proof 
of their loyalty by furnishing soldiers to the army. Towns situated along 
the limes, such as Aquincum, Carnuntum, Brigetio, thus rose in importance.

The visit of Septimius Severus to Pannónia marked the golden age of 
the province. Everywhere along the limes there was immense prosperity; 
the legionary camps, the towns that sprang up around the camps of the 
auxiliary troops, buildings and rich tombs all bear witness to the affluence 
of the army, and so do the innumerable inscriptions, written for the most 
part by soldiers. The higher pay and various kinds of allotments to the 
army are reflected in the flowering of the camps situated along the limes. 
The prosperity of the army attracted many inhabitants from the interior 
of Pannónia to the camps and camp towns.

Despite this burst of activity, the reign of Septimius Severus was far 
from being a period of perfect peace and equilibrium. The greater part was 
spent in wars, and there was incessant fighting around the borders of 
Pannónia. The emperor’s elder son, Caracalla, relied even more on the 
support of the army. He raised the soldiers’ pay and bestowed still larger



gifts and emoluments, thus greatly promoting the general welfare of the 
population along the frontiers of Pannónia.

The flourishing of the Province of Pannónia under the Severus dynasty 
lasted about seventy years from the end of the second century. During this 
time too there is evidence of fighting in front of the limes, but it does not 
appear to have been of such an extent as to cause serious damage to the still 
strongly fortified frontier defence line.

Owing to the pressure brought to bear by the migration of the Gothic 
tribes, from the middle of the 3rd century ever increasing numbers of alien 
peoples and groups poured into the Carpathian Basin. At that time already 
they almost ruined Dacia and launched attacks against the frontiers of 
Pannónia at intervals of varying length. Little knowledge has come down 
to us about this warfare, which lasted forty years. The population was 
either exterminated or took refuge in walled cities and camps. Excavations 
reveal the ruin of blossoming towns and settlements. As evidenced by 
buried coins, the great disaster occurred under the rule of the emperor 
Gallienus in the years around 260. It was at this time that the kinsmen of 
the Sarmatian-Jazyges, the Roxolanes of Sarmatian origin, broke through 
the Olt limes in the south and began to ravage Pannónia in alliance with 
the Quads and other barbarian races that had penetrated into the Carpathian 
Basin. Order could be restored only at the cost of tremendous efforts, for the 
whole length of the frontier defence line was badly weakened.

7

As a result of the lessons drawn from constant warfare, the whole system 
of frontier defence was reformed, reaching its culmination under the reign 
of Diocletianus and, subsequently, the Constantines. Diocletianus increased 
the frontier defence forces and built new riverside fortresses. At important 
crossing-places he built counterforts on enemy territory. Constantine the 
Great also devoted serious attention to the limes. However, he reduced the 
number of limes contingents in favour of mobile camp units. At this period 
the camps along the limes had ceased to form a coherent system based on 
offensive strategy with an army permanently ready to strike, but merely 
represented a force designed and equipped for defence. This is evidenced 
by the remarkably thick walls of the new fortresses, their salient horseshoe 
and fan-shaped towers, which played an important role in defence. His son, 
Constantine II, continued to rebuild and strengthen the fortifications. 
A camp named Ulcisia Castra, north of Aquincum, was renamed Castra 
Constantia at this time.
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The military forces stationed at the frontier fortifications had also ceased 
to be of the first order, and consisted mainly of second-rate troops drawn 
from the farming population. The peasant soldiers bound to the soil (limi
teméi) were of slight value and could be used only for minor operations. 
In fact, from the opening of the fourth century, the defence of the province 
was entrusted to a large central cavalry force which hurried to the spot in 
case of danger to any sector of the limes. Owing to the constant lack of men, 
the frontier defence was by then in the hands of groups of allied barbarian 
tribes that had been settled within the province and had undertaken to 
defend the border in return for the plots of land distributed among them.

The last emperor to go in for considerable construction along the limes 
in a final attempt at arresting the tide of barbarians streaming into Pannónia 
was Valentinianus, of Pannonian descent himself. Valentinianus devoted 
serious efforts to the defence of the Pannonian borders and sought to stem 
the advance of the barbarians by an impenetrable chain of new fortresses and 
watch-towers. However, these were now manned by poorly paid barbarian 
mercenaries, who were in many cases related to the aggressors. Valentinianus 
himself spent considerable time in Pannónia, heading, as emperor, several 
campaigns against barbarian territory. He was overtaken by death in 375 
at Brigetio, where, incensed over the conduct of a Quad deputation, he 
had a stroke.

Little is known about the frontier defence of Pannónia after the decease 
of Valentinianus. As shown by coin findings, the defensive forces received 
their pay until 395, but they were unable to resist the new siege launched 
about that time. At the opening of the 5 th century, a part of the province 
was handed over by the Holy Roman Empire to the Huns, and this was 
followed a few years later, around 410, by the complete surrender of the 
province.



T WE NT Y-YE AR-O LDS*
by

M I H Á L Y  S Ü K Ö S D

I

T
he them e o f  th is  essay has been borrow ed from  a study group form ed by the first- 
year studen ts o f  our largest university. I t  presents a situation  report, an a ttem p t 
a t a docum entary p o rtra it o f  the  changing face o f  youth in  a transito ry  period. 
A p o rtra it o f  th is k ind  will surely enrich us w ith  a novel experience. By the tim e the 
young generation has m atured , the  period will no longer be transitory; thus we can now 
catch a glim pse o f  the  adolescence o f  th e  fu ture  social layer o f  experts. Those who have no t 

happened to  come close to  th em  professionally will get some idea o f  the youth  o f  our tim e, 
and it  is for th is reason th a t th e ir  “problem s” have been the subject o f  controversy fo r m any a 
year, even on the  pa rt o f those who stand nearest to  them  in  years. Young teachers know very 
well th a t people o f  th ir ty  are often  separated from  th e ir juniors o f  tw enty by a g u lf o f  nostal
gic m em ories and aversions. T he m em bers o f  the  generation we are try ing  to  analyse were 
born one o r tw o years before the liberation; w hat they  know o f  war is no t based on experiences 
in  a ir-ra id  shelters b u t on books and films. In 1956, a t the  age o f  twelve, they  trem bled  in 
cellars o r roam ed the  streets, according to  his o r he r ow n tem peram ent. W hen  th e ir m inds 
reached the  stage o f  conscious concept-building, the  becalm ed atm osphere o f  in te rio r consoli
dation  in  w hich they  lived was shattered  by the ligh tn ing  flashes o f  space rockets, nuclear 
explosions, artificial embryos and the th rea t o f  nuclear warfare.

T he D /7  study group consists o f  twelve studen ts o f  electrical engineering: m etropolitans, 
provincials, boys, girls, th e  children o f workers, peasants and w hite-collar workers— a m edley 
o f  m any elem ents.

T h e  P a t h  t o  a  P r o f e s s io n

L et us begin w ith  a few comparisons. T en  years ago, a t th e  peak o f  the  rush fo r h igher edu
cation, m ost o f  th e  applicants were a ttrac ted  by three in stitu tes : the  M edical School, the  
Technical U niversity and th e  Academy o f  D ram atic and Cinem atographic A rt (the la tte r  is 
still a m ythical Land o f Promise). T he less popular institu tes o f  h igher education were filled 
w ith  so-called redirected studen ts. W ho o f us has fo rgo tten  the  disappointed candidates 
fo r dram aturgy, neurology or chemical engineering who tried  th e ir best to  convince themselves 
o f  th e  im portance o f  librarianship, book-keeping or viticulture?

N o  such reverse gearing is possible nowadays. T he com m on problem  all our institu tes o f 
h igher learning have to  cope w ith  at present is the  excessive num ber o f applicants. Possibili
ties have become m ore restric ted , partly  because o f  the  steadily growing desire fo r h igher 
education (fom ented  also by parents whose highest am bition  is to  see th e ir  children in  pos-

* First published in Élet is Irodalom ( “ Life and Literature”), March 24 and 31, 1962.
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session o f scientific degrees), and partly  because o f  a reduction in  th e  num ber o f  admissions. 
Irresponsible experim entation is therefore doom ed to  failure. N ine  ou t o f the  twelve m em bers 
o f th e  D /7  circle have in tended  to  become electrical engineers ever since they  can rem em ber. 
T h e ir childhood was dom inated  by doing tasks o f  a technical nature bo th  a t hom e and 
in  th e  study circles o f  the  gram m ar shools. A t the  age o f  eighteen, they  are unshakably and 
unchangeably conscious o f  th e ir  chosen profession.

T h is is the  inevitable result o f th e  conditions o f  com petition . I t  is no t only a w itticism  
o f  th e  comic papers th a t the  H ungary  o f  several m illion  beggars has tu rned  in to  the H ungary 
o f  several m illion  s tu d e n ts : statistical data  prove th a t the  true  figure is no t very wide o f  th is 
m ark. M oreover, th e  perform ances o f  those preparing fo r th e  university greatly exceed the 
general average.

T h eir last school year is one o f incessant w ork. T o  be adm itted  to  the  university, they  m ust 
obtain  a certain  num ber o f  po in ts a t the  entrance exam ination. O nly those in possession 
o f  a very satisfactory gram m ar-school certificate can apply fo r the  entrance exam ination. T his 
is ra th e r hard on our would-be engineers, since th e ir  sense o f  languages and literature is no t 
always sharp. N o  sooner have they  jum ped over the  hurdle o f  the  final school exam ination 
th an  they  begin preparing fo r the  entrance exam ination so as to  be able to  m ake the  m ost o f  
th e  available few  weeks. As m uch m athem atics as possible, m em orization  o f  the  greatest 
possible am ount o f  physics, hoarding o f  “h igher” technical inform ation , and reading o f  a 
lo t o f  textbooks take up day and n igh t (for nobody believes his o r her knowledge, acquired in  
gram m ar school, w ill suffice fo r the  university). Add to  all th is th e  study o f  ideology, re
quired  reading o f  newspapers, “political” o rien tation  (frequently  very haphazard, as will be 
seen later), and activity in  th e  Young C om m unist League. N obody who has seen those em a
ciated, red-eyed young candidates steam ing in  th e ir  blue dress during  the  last dog days is 
likely to  forget them .

T h e  D /7  circle consists o f  p rom inen t students, all o f th em  w ith  a past school record above 
th e  average. T w o o f  th em  were prize-w inners in  the  national interschool com petition. N ine  
were ad m itted  a t th e ir  first appearance, while th e  others had  first to  spend a year o r tw o in  an 
industria l p lan t. W ork  and experiences have m ade th e  la tte r  tough  and resistant. J. K. 
(who m eantim e is working as a riveter and now earns tw ice w hat he w ill in five years as a 
new-fledged engineer), on  failing a t his second entrance exam ination, good-hum ouredly to ld  
the  chairm an o f  the  exam ining board (the youngest professor a t the  university) th a t he would 
hau n t h im  th roughout his life. M aybe it  was th is th rea t th a t secured his success a t the  th ird  go.

T h is sense o f  a vocation is one o f  the  m ost attractive tra its  o f  the  studen t class before us. 
T hey  are sure o f  them selves w ithou t being cock-sure, and they  are no t acting : they  are able 
to  weigh pros and cons w ith  cool deliberation  and are sober enough to  take all contingencies 
in to  account. Presum ably m ore applicants were refused in  1961 th an  ten  years before, b u t 
th e  young m en concerned d id  no t behave as i f  they  had lost everything, and showed no signs 
o f  the  hysterical collapse th a t  had  d isoriented so m any o f  th e ir  predecessors. T here  is none 
am ong our twelve studen ts who has no t perform ed some physical work as labourer or navvy 
fo r a m onth  or tw o during the sum m er vacation. T hey d id  no t do i t  fo r m oney alone or to  
“get a good p o in t” : th e ir  aim  was to  acquain t them selves w ith  th e ir fu ture  surroundings.

W h at is so attractive in  the  awareness o f  th e ir  calling is i ts  naturalness. H esitancy and 
doubts are alien to  them ; th e ir  fu tu re  pa th  does no t m eander around m editations b u t is 
stra igh t and purposefully planned. T hey will finish th e ir university studies, they  will en ter 
some industria l p lan t in th e  capital or be adm itted  to  a research in stitu te , and the  best 
among th em  will be sent abroad to  w iden th e ir  horizon; th e ir  plans, innovations, inventions 
w ill be p u t in to  practice afte r the  w ork o f  m any years; th e ir  m odest in itia l salary w ill
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reach an equitable heigh t, and they  w ill rise from  th e ir  subordinate position to  posts o f 
responsibility and leadership. Such is the  hum anly foreseeable career o f  these youngsters. 
A ll else w ill depend on ta len t, am bition  and luck.

T h is optim istic  perspective has m any sources. A part from  th e  financial and social esteem  
enjoyed by engineers, the  influence o f  the  parents, the  guidance given by a level-headed 
teacher in  the  g ram m ar school, o r the  pedagogic skill o f  a professor may do m uch in the way 
o f  encouragem ent. T h is self-assurance, however, has deeper and m ore rem ote origins. O ne 
o f  them  is th a t  the  young students have grown up in  our newly form ed society, and it  is 
only natural th a t they  are fam iliar w ith  the possibilities and chances awaiting th em : th e ir 
self-assurance and general behaviour are natural m anifestations o f those living within the 
circle. A nother is o f  a m ore professional character, for, while the childhood o f  these young 
people was determ ined by games, th e ir  you th  is determ ined by th e  technical revolution o f 
our century.
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A T e c h n ic a l  C o n c e p t  o f  t h e  W o r ld

I t  is n o t a m ere chance th a t th e  protagonists o f  th is essay are students o f  electrical engi
neering. T o have chosen a fu tu re  chem ist, m athem atician, biologist o r physicist in outlining 
th e  world as conceived by today’s youth w ould offer an excessively easy handle to  those look
ing at life from  the  “trad itio n a l” — i. e., increasingly one-sided and ou tdated  “hum anistic”—  
p o in t o f  view.

Engineers are still called savage technologists a t the  leading British universities, and the  
te rm  “professional barbarian” is often  used in H ungary—no t always w ithout foundation. 
Yet i t  is food fo r th ough t th a t th e  term  “engineer” has no t quite  lost its depreciatory con
n o tatio n : nobody w ould th in k  o f  regarding a professor o f  history as a professional barbarian 
i f  he calls fo r an electrician when the  lam p on his desk happens to  go out, though  he would 
deserve the  ep ithe t.

Everybody form s his concept o f  the  world on th e  evidence o f  his individual experiences 
and o f  his work. W hile  fo r th e  m ost pa rt they  have no t yet had  conclusive experiences, the 
m em bers o f  the  D /7  study group have a surprisingly finished view o f th e ir  own profession. 
I t  is a peculiar picture o f  the  world—inadequate and rich a t one and the  same tim e.

T hey  are perfectly  convinced th a t the  general aspect o f  our century is irrevocably and 
im m easurably influenced and determ ined by technical evolution: th is to  th em  is so self- 
evident as n o t to  require argum ents or proofs. T he transform ation  o f  heavy industry, in te 
rio r decoration and furnishings, transport, com m unications (broad-screen cinema, television) 
and education, etc. speaks fo r itself. T o en ter in to  the  sp irit o f  th is evolution w ith  a scientific 
m ind, to  participate in th is process as an expert, affords fu ll satisfaction to  the  individual 
and ensures th e  highest benefit to  society.

W ith in  th is general view three stages o f  th e  “technical concept o f  th e  w orld” m ay be 
discerned.

T he lowest o f  these stages is closest to  th e  general idea o f  "professional barbarism .” I t  
is characterized by dehum anization and hope o f  sudden practical success. T he technical rev
olu tion  is lowered to  the level o f its practical applicability, o f  the u tility  o f  machinery, en
gines, m otors and instrum ents. Continuous processes are atom ized and become a m ere sequence 
o f  mechanically fitting com ponents, form ulae and rules. T he creative role o f  m an him self 
becomes m echanized; his perform ance is th a t o f  a m echanical device controlling a mechanical 
device. W h at is lacking a t th is  level is n o t professional skill bu t b read th  o f  v iew : th e  horizon 
has become narrow ed. Interconnections are le ft unexplored, partial processes are no t viewed
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as com ponents o f  an in tegrated  process, technology is n o t elevated to  th e  rank  o f  technical 
science bu t degraded to  applied m echanization. A bout h a lf  o f  th e  m em bers o f  our study 
group hold th is  view; th e ir  in terest extends—beyond th e  confines o f  th e ir  profession— 
chiefly to  sports, films, jazz m usic and dancing.

T h e  second stage reveals a different picture. Those belonging to  th is group, while fond 
o f  th e ir  job and skilled in  th e ir  profession quite  as m uch as th e  m em bers o f  th e  first group, 
seek to  evolve a “m ore com plete” mode o f  in te lligen t life and general behaviour. T hey w ant 
to  become fam iliar w ith  th ings cultural th a t lie beyond the  lim its o f  th e ir  professional s tud
ies: they  read  qu ite  a lo t, listen  to  m usic fairly  regularly, and a tten d  exhibitions o f  th e  fine 
arts. These efforts are conscious, b u t th e ir  realization is o ften  m istaken. W h a t happens in  
m ost o f  these cases is a characteristic separation o f  professional from  non-professional edu
cation : th e  w orld o f  these young m en is sp lit in  tw o : one h a lf  contains th e ir  professional cal
ling, “science,” th e  o ther half, th e  hum anitarian  accom plishm ents o r “cu ltu re.” T he two 
are hopelessly separated, and the  capacity fo r in tegration  is lacking. T he extraprofessional 
culture o f  these young m en m ay be said to  have no roots, to  lack motives, to  hang in  th e  
air. A nd i t  is, therefore, n o t a little  snobbish. I t  is from  th is  category th a t th e  “experts” 
in  m odern w estern novels and plays, the  habitues o f  private phonograph m atinees, th e  adm ir
ers o f  non-figural pain ting  and the  apologists o f juke-box m usic are recruited.

T he representatives o f  th e  th ird  category are, as yet, few  and far between. A t th e  m ost, 
tw o m em bers o f  our study group belong to  th is  category, and we th in k  th is ra tio  is a true  
index o f the  general situation . T h e  num ber o f  those who are able to  build  up fo r themselves 
a rich  and in tegrated  intellectual life is still sm all. Few are th e  electrical engineers in  whose 
m in d  synchronous n,„chines and Bartók’s music, differential equations and D ürrenm att, 
achieve a harm onious blend. O u r tw o young students reveal som ething o f  the  fu ture  non- 
hum anistic  in te llectual generation. Technical knowledge is n o t th e  u ltim ate  object o f th is 
com ing gei.-ijation, b u t only a m eans. N ever w ill its m em bers be content to  w ork solely for 
practical purposes o r to  realize only the ideas o f  others; th e ir  am bition  w ill be to  take an 
active pa rt in  the  sp iritual changes o f  th e ir  age or, a t least, to  be in te lligen t and com prehend
ing  spectators.

T he above division o f th e  studen ts can best be observed in  th e  philosophical sem inar o f  
our studen t group. A. N „  who was one o f  th e  prize-w inners o f  th e  interschool m athem atical 
com petition  in  1960, afforded m y m ost m em orable technical experience by th e  way he 
explained a three-phase transform er. In  his exposition, th e  m achine lost its  individuality , to  
become a b rillian t example o f  th e  interconnections betw een scientific principle, technical 
practice and social efficiency. T o  use a som ewhat inaccurate b u t enlightening m etaphor, 
th e  transform er became “an im ated ,” i t  ceased to  be “soulless.” A t present, however, the  
opposite case, th a t o f  the  inab ility  to  pass from  th e  single to  th e  general, is m ore frequent. 
I t  finds its  em bodim ent in  S. H ., who, in  his th in k in g  about the  subject o f  flowing liquids, 
postulates “a h igher power driving the  flu id” since, otherwise, th e  whole th in g  w ould be too 
“obvious.” S. H . is no t religious and is, o f  course, fam iliar w ith  th e  physical law governing 
th e  flow o f  liquids. H e  knows th e  form ula b u t the  relation  betw een form ula and reality  is 
n o t clear to  h im .

W here can we find th e  source o f  th is  fault?  T he natural sciences o f  a m ore theoretical 
character, such as physics, biology, chem istry, are nowadays notoriously divided in to  a great 
num ber o f  partial doctrines. T he individual technical processes and tools, on  th e  o th er hand, 
are so rem otely geared to  th e  u ltim ate  object o f  science, w hich is to  know nature as a contin
uous whole, th a t each partia l function  appears as a self-governed whole. T he m athem atical 
form ula in  th e  textbook o f  th e  engineering studen t, the  technical figures on  his drawing-
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paper, instead  o f  being steps o f  a s ta ir leading upw ard becom e tasks to  be solved in  th em 
selves.

W h a t is th e  solution? T h e  am bition  to  possess encyclopedic learning w ould a t best resu lt 
in  deficient professional knowledge. I t  is clear—and well exemplified by our group o f  studen ts 
—th a t w hat is really lacking is a historical view, a com prehension o f  the  process. T h e  m ost ex
citing  th in g  fo r th e  youth  of today is the  fact th a t  technical science and technical accomplish
m ents have become m an’s constant companions, th a t they are steadily gaining new ground in  
th e  relationship betw een m ankind and th e  universe. Technical science is an  everyday m atte r  
fo r  the  now evolving social layer o f  technical experts, b u t i t  is linked ra th e r to  th e ir  existence 
as engineers th an  as m en. In  referring to  th e ir Weltanschauung we should actually speak 
o f  an “electrotechnical” concept o f  the  world, since electrotechnics has proved to  be one o f  
th e  m ost significant com ponents o f  the century 's technical revolution. T he question, how 
ever, as to  how electrotechnical progress developed from  mechanics, how it u tilized  th e  “ab
strac t” laws o f  natural science and w hat were th e  reactions produced, rem ains largely unsolved 
and does n o t even com m and in terest. I t  is a t th is  p o in t th a t  historical perspective w ould 
help, and th is can be acquired only by m eans o f  teaching th e  history  o f  sciences. Those who 
have read th e  directives issued fo r our universities in  connection w ith  th e  reform  o f  h igher 
education cannot b u t welcome th e  tendency to  restric t undue theorizing  and extend practical 
tra in ing . A t th e  same tim e, i t  w ould perhaps have been a good th in g  to  include in th e  cur
riculum  o f  our universities the  history  o f  sciences, a branch o f  study th a t  ought to  lay stress 
n o t so m uch on  th e  data  offered by science as on its  developm ent, on th e  evolution 
o f  its  sp irit, on th e  dialectics o f  the  whole process and its background.

T h e  inclusion o f  th is  subject in  th e  curriculum  o f  our studen ts m ig h t n o t produce m ore 
proficient electrical engineers, b u t i t  is nevertheless conceivable th a t  i t  w ould enrich fu tu re  
society w ith  in tellectuals m ore conscious o f  th e ir  responsibility.
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A  C ross-S e c t io n  o f  O u r  S o c ie t y

T he entrance exam ination and the  happenings during  the  follow ing weeks are best suited  
fo r shedding lig h t upon th e  ideas o f our young students concerning th e ir  profession and the  
w orld  w hich i t  m irrors. T h e  new  surroundings and adap tation  to  university life resolve th e  
apprehensions o f  th e  fu ture; th e ir  place is taken  by th e  m ore day-to-day problem s th a t ac
com pany th e  age-group and th e  circumstances in  w hich i t  lives.

A study group im plies th e  idea o f  com m unity. Lectures, exercises, sem inars claim  alm ost 
one th ird  o f  th e  tim e o f  our students, and they  have to  spend th is  tim e betw een four walls, 
am ong them selves. I t  takes usually one or tw o m onths fo r th a t p a tte rn  o f  attractions, rela
tionships and aversions to  develop w hich reveals m any otherw ise h idden  features o f  the  ind i
viduals involved.

L et us begin w ith  some sta tistics: seven o f  th e  m em bers o f  the  D /7  study group hail 
from  Budapest, and five fro m  th e  countryside. T h eir d istribu tion  according to  origin (the 
profession o f  th e ir  fathers) is as fo llow s: O f  those from  th e  capital, three  are labourers 
(forem an in  a textile  works, skilled drainage worker, factory hand become manager), three  
belong to  th e  so-called intelligentsia (teacher in  a gram m ar school, accountant, m ilitary 
engineer), one is a w aiter. O f  those from  the  province, th ree  are peasants, one is the  adm in
istrative officer o f  a m useum , and one is a fo rm er p ro testan t priest, now  a vegetable-grower.

Study groups o f  a decade ago were always sp lit in  tw o by th is d istinction  betw een m etro
po litan  and provincial origin. T h is  was n o t fo rtu itous. S tudents hailing  from  the  capital

T
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underw ent a sp iritual b u t no existential change: they  continued to  live w ith  th e ir  parents, 
th e ir  relations to  th e ir  friends and o ther m em bers o f  th e  com m unity underw ent no in te r
ru p tio n  th rough  university life, no r d id  th e ir  financial status suffer any change. Students 
arriving from  th e  countryside found themselves transferred  to  a to ta lly  new  environm ent; 
they  stuck together partly  because o f  the  strangeness o f  th e ir surroundings and partly  because 
o f  th e ir  com m on life  in  th e  s tuden ts’ hostel. M ost o f  th em  had scanty financial resources. 
Q u ite  o ften  th e  son o f a w orker w ould become m uch m ore chum m y w ith  a jazz-m usic fan 
o f  doub tfu l orig in  th an  w ith  th e  well-educated son o f a peasant.

A division o f  th is  k ind  has become far less frequent. S tudents’ hostels—m ere sleeping 
places a t th e  beginning—have developed in to  colleges w ith  a hom e-like atm osphere, im bued 
w ith  a sp irit o f  tolerance, where lectures, perform ances, am usem ents and socials are arranged 
th a t  a ttrac t m etropolitans and provincials alike. T he activities o f the  university in  the  field 
o f  studies, politics and culture create a m uch m ore in tim ate  atm osphere o f  association and 
collaboration than  the  dreary and em pty gatherings o f th e  past. T he m ost fundam ental cause, 
however, is th e  change in  th e  general conditions o f  studen t life.

A  notew orthy feature in  th e  “social ou tline” o f  our study group is th e  general disappear
ance o f  differences in  level. Extrem es o f  ten  years ago seem to  be vanishing, and the  poles 
appear to  be shifting tow ards the  centre.

O f  the  greatest m om ent is th e  equalization o f  financial conditions. Parental allowances, 
scholarships, pocket m oney from  tu to ring  or o th er occasional w ork ensure a standard  o f  life 
th a t  is th e  sam e or alm ost th e  same as th a t o f  th e  once be tter-s ituated  students. Such equality 
m anifests itse lf chiefly in  th e  m atte r  o f clothing, especially in  th e  case o f  fem inine students. 
T h e  resu lt is th a t  un iform  sm artness w hich m akes i t  so difficult fo r outsiders to  distinguish 
th e  different backgrounds o f  the  youth . T en  years ago it  required  no great perspicacity to  
te ll a stu d en t o f  m etropolitan  from  one o f provincial origin, whereas i t  is doubtfu l w hether 
nowadays even a very sharp-eyed sociologist, sitting  am idst young people in  a theatre  o r 
restaurant, w ould be able to  m ake even approxim ately correct guesses as to  who am ong th em  
is a university studen t, who a barber’s apprentice and who a bu ilder’s hand.

T h is rise in  th e  standard  o f  life, or ra th e r its uniform ity , is th e  chief characteristic o f our 
study group. O f  like  significance is th e  transform ation  o f  “class relationships.” A ll o f  us 
rem em ber how  sharply university studen ts were divided a t th e  beginning o f  th e  fifties, de
spite slogans to  th e  contrary and superficial appearances. T h e  various branches o f  the  Feder
a tion  o f  D em ocratic Y outh, p rid ing  themselves on th e ir 100 per cent m em bership, resounded 
w ith  the  m utua l accusations—such as “dad’s p e t,” “g en t,” "clodhopper,” “genius,” “ dunce” 
-—hurled  a t one another by th e  young people o f  different origin. N o th in g  o f  th e  sort has sur
vived; all such discords are only o f  h istorical in terest. W e were pleased to  find in  the  course 
o f  our social analysis o f  th e  D /7  study group th a t differences due to  origin and to  conse
quen t m ode o f  life and general a ttitu d e  have vanished or are on  th e  wane—a good augury fo r 
th e  fu ture  society, whose leaders w ill be recruited  from  th e  ranks o f  ou r p resent students. 
T h e  theory  th a t class warfare has to  become steadily sharper has gone by th e  board. T he 
bugbear o f  th e  fifties—th e  question o f  descent, th e  d istinction  betw een “good” and “ bad 
cadres”—has ceased to  frigh ten  the  applicants; i t  no longer happens th a t the  scions o f  “ku
laks” and “ class-aliens” are sen t dow n a fte r one or tw o years o f  study; d iscrim ination o f  th is 
k ind  is disappearing and gives place to  an atm osphere o f  friendship  and m utua l confidence.

I t  would, o f  course, be w rong to  delude ourselves in  th is connection; a nu m b er o f decades 
w ill be needed fo r all class differences m anifesting them selves in  th e  way o f  life and th e  cor
responding a ttitu d e  to  disappear completely. T h a t passionate clashes, due to  hom e rem inis
cences, are so rare in  our study group may have tw o reasons. O ne o f  th em  is o f  local character:
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th e ir  profession, th e ir  branch o f  science is o f  such a nature as to  in h ib it th e  good and bad in 
fluences o f  the  hom e to  a greater extent th an  is th e  case am ong students in  non-technical 
branches. T he second, m ore significant and m ore general reason is th a t argum ents—be they 
pro  or contra—taken  from  the  arsenal o f  the  past are becom ing m ore and m ore obsolete. 
T he m em bers o f  our study group were born  in  1943 and th u s represent the  last age class 
reaching in to  th e  past. In  a few years parentage w ill have lost even its  sta tistica l significance.

I t  is ra ther by the  degree o f  professional accom plishm ents and am bition  th a t  th e  m em bers 
o f  our study group are now divided in to  separate categories. Budapest still outshines the  
provincial tow ns as regards secondary schools. Differences in  th is respect m anifest them selves 
already a t th e  entrance exam ination, and all fu rth e r exam inations m ake th e  p a tte rn  still m ore 
in tricate. Knowledge and ta len t are, however, in  a phase o f  tran s itio n : differences in  school
ing  no longer en ta il a separation in to  castes; fluctuations are w ide because o f  th e  in tensity  
o f  th e  sp irit o f  com petition. Professional consciousness and the  com m on m ode o f  life have 
th e  result th a t  nobody wants to  be left behind and th a t the  am bition  fo r w ider knowledge 
anim ates bo th  those m arching a t th e  head and those in  the  second row. I t  is during  exercises 
o r  in  sem inars th a t one can feel th is tense atm osphere, w hich still preserves traces o f  aris
tocratic  pride, a k ind  o f  overcom pensation clam ouring fo r th e  im m ediate liqu ida tion  o f  all 
backwardness. Such rivalry is, on  th e  whole, o f  benefit to  every social group.

M o r a l s , I d e o l o g y

T he “public  face” o f  the  D \~j study circle reveals a paradoxical feature. As already m en
tioned, th is generation is associated w ith  th e  beginnings o f  H ungarian  socialism  by its very 
childhood reminiscences, and i t  is therefore natural fo r its  m em bers to  move in  our new so
ciety w ith  perfect self-assurance. Everything they  find on th e ir  p a th  is so self-evident fo r 
th em  th a t to  m ost o f  th em  i t  does no t even occur to  take a closer view o f  th e  w orld and the  
society in  w hich they  move. T hey are university students and fu tu re  electrical engineers—all 
th a t lies beyond th is pale is natural and secondary. H ence, th e ir  m orals and ideology form  a 
queer m ixture o f  revolutionary and conventional elem ents.

A t first sight, th e  picture appears to  be faultless, and even th e  resu lt o f a m ore analytical 
exam ination is ra th e r prom ising. T h is generation no longer seems to  be w orried by problem s 
which, under an apparently  sm ooth surface, were near the  p o in t o f  explosion a t th e  begin
ning o f  th e  fifties. T he waning o f  class differences has already been referred  to . God, re li
gion, church are no longer o f  in terest and have ceased to  be a top ic . T here  is only a single stu
d en t am ong the  twelve m em bers o f  D /7  who is re lig ious: as th e  son o f  a gram m ar-school 
teacher, he used to  a tten d  a school run  by th e  R om an Catholic C hurch. H is  religiousness has 
apparently  become a m ere hab it w ithout inherent fa ith , a rem nan t o f  childhood rem inis
cences im bued w ith  th e  m ystery o f  incense, a lta r serving and th e  taste  o f  th e  H o st. A nother 
result o f  historical developm ent is the  com plete disappearance o f  racial ha tred , although it  
had  survived th e  liberation . A ntisem itism  is a th in g  unknow n to  our students, so m uch so 
th a t some o f  th em  sim ply fail to  understand the  p lo t o f films in  w hich it  appears as a driving 
force. T here are a fa ir num ber o f H indoos, Arabs, Sudanese and V ietnam ese am ong the  
freshm en, and they  are treated , as a m atte r o f  course, on a footing  o f  com plete equality  and 
com radeship. T he sincerity o f  such in ternational friendships is shown by th e  fact th a t they  
no t in frequently  develop in to  love relationships.

H ere we touch  upon an in teresting  issue: the  choice o f  m ate . As yet, Socialism  has de
veloped no h ard  and fast rules concerning private m orals: practice as a ru le precedes theory,
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which is still being debated in  th e  press w ithou t as yet having passed beyond commonplaces. 
Practice m anifests its e lf  in  a very com plicated m anner betw een the young students o f  d if
feren t sexes. An attractive feature is the  beautifu l sincerity o f th e  search fo r a m ate, the  undis
guised candour o f  choice. T h e  resulting relationships lack th e  anarchistic licentiousness o f  
the  end o f  th e  fo rties and the  bigoted asceticism o f  th e  fifties—rem iniscent o f  religious m o
rality—and inhib itions and hypocrisy are equally absent. T he picture is m arked by a pseudo
cynicism th a t  counteracts the  harm ony o f  th e  relationships. Pseudocynicism, because i t  is 
noth ing b u t th e  false varnish o f  a m isin terpreted  “up-to-date-ness” which—fed from  m any 
sources—seeks to  hide th e  m ostly  decent, even sentim ental, relations betw een these tw enty- 
year-old students. T h is false cynicism  is freakish and unsavoury nevertheless, because i t  m an
ifests itse lf in  th e ir  behaviour and th e ir  m anner o f speaking. N o r is i t  w ithou t danger, 
because i t  gives rise to  w rong generalizations concerning the  “m orals o f  you th .”

T he one and only alarm ing tra i t  in  th e  form  assum ed by th e  m orals o f  bur students is 
th a t  i t  is too  self-evident, too  na tura l and—instinctive. T o th in k , o r m ake problem s, o f  these 
th ings seems to  th em  superfluous: they  are doing w hat they  hear and see around them , th e ir  
actions are determ ined  by im ita tion  and custom . T h is peculiar indolence, th is passivity o f  
though t and perception, th is  “anti-in te llectual” a ttitu d e  becomes m ost evident and occa
sions the  greatest contradictions when i t  touches the  question o f  Weltanschauung.

T his concept is perhaps too  abstract when used in  connection w ith  our D /7  studen t 
group. W h en  do our studen ts have a Weltanschauung? M ostly—as experience shows—in th e  
M arxist sem inars. I t  is there  th a t  w hat they  have unconsciously absorbed crosses the  
th resho ld  o f  consciousness.

H ere we are faced w ith  a curious contradiction . I f  required, th e  m em bers o f  our D /7  
group are (w ith  m uch conceptual confusion, i t  is true) well able to  enum erate the  character
istic features o f  a people’s democracy, the  principal tra its  o f  the  d ictatorship o f the  prole
ta ria t, o r the  reasons fo r th e  coexistence o f  the  tw o world systems. W h at they  do no t under
stand  is why it  should be necessary to  define th ings th a t exist naturally  and are self-evident. 
In  th e ir  m ode o f life, m ost o f  these typical children o f  our society have long ago passed the  
degree o f  civic allegiance; they  sim ply fail to  grasp th a t i t  is a m a tte r o f  principle, although they 
are im m ersed in  i t  up  to  th e ir  neck. Beyond any doub t th e  in terest in  and susceptibility  
to  problem s o f  ideology th a t were so characteristic o f  the  corresponding age-class ten  years 
ago do n o t exist in  our students.

W ith  th e  exception o f  a few students w ith  a w ider horizon, m ost o f  th em  are shockingly 
unversed in  political questions. Deficiencies in  th is respect were revealed already a t th e  entrance 
exam inations: a hasty cram m ing before the  exams was no t sufficient to  cover up  the gaps. 
N otions regarding Germ any were frigh tfu lly  confused: Cuba was confounded w ith  Kuwait, 
the  Congo w ith  Laos, bo th  as to  ideological principles and factual data, and th e ir ignorance o f 
political m atters was accom panied by a correspondingly deep ignorance o f  history. I t  is no 
m ere chance th a t  they  had so m uch difficulty in  coping w ith  philosophy during  th e  last 
m onths. M ost o f  th em  have m erely acquired a lexicographic knowledge o f  names and tend
encies, and it  is only by m eans o f  a school-boy’s sim plification th a t they  are able to  get a 
grip  on in tricate  o r com plicated subjects contained in notes o r textbooks. T h e ir  capacity fo r 
abstraction is negligible: “elucidation” o f the  subject and circum vallation o f  a given thesis 
w ith  empirical examples is a characteristic feature o f  the  exam inations. T hey are deficient in 
independent th in k in g  and lo ath  to  detach them selves from  accustomed patterns.

Is all th is due to  indifference or lethargy) W e do n o t th in k  so. N in e  m em bers o f  the  
D /7  group belong to  the  Young C om m unist League, and fo r a t least five o f  th em  m em ber
ship does no t sim ply consist in  paying th e  m em bership fees. A num ber o f  th em  already were
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politically active in  gram m ar school and m ore o f  th em  are engaged in  such work a t th e  un i
versity; they  w ill, o f  course, spend pa rt o f  the  sum m er in  the  camps o f th e  Young C om m un
ist League, and p a rt o f  i t  w ill be devoted to  productive physical labour. All th is is tangible, 
i t  is purposeful, practical and—above all—useful. Weltanschauung, politics, ideology, ph i
losophy and the  like are venerable b u t incorporeal words. “I ’ll con tribu te  tw en ty  horse-pow
e r per hour to  build  u p  socialism, even i f  I  don’t  happen to  know how Lenin refu ted  the  
physical idealists,” said a stu d en t a t a sem inar, w ithou t m eaning to  be im puden t b u t ex
pressing th e  a ttitu d e  o f  m ore th an  one o f  his colleagues.

I t  is no t easy to  find the  source o f  such an a ttitu d e . T o  ascribe the  lack o f  theoretical sense 
and in terest to  the  branch o f  science in w hich these young people are engaged w ould be too  
sim ple, although it  cannot be denied th a t th is, too , is a con tribu ting  factor. M ore im portan t 
is the  problem  o f  ideological education a t ou r universities o f  natural sciences. Teachers o f  
philosophy had to  acquire th e ir  degree a t th e  philosophical faculty  o f  a university  o r a t the 
Lenin Institu te ; understandably, they  have th e  feeling o f  being strangers in  th e  new  m ilieu 
and are som etim es ra ther a t sea when faced w ith  theoretical o r practical problem s raised by 
technical science. But all th is is o f  secondary im portance. T he issue relates to  problem s 
beyond the  close circle o f  our D /7  group.

T h e  paradox encountered in our analysis o f  th e  present you th  o f  tw enty, i.e. th e ir  natural 
acceptance—w ithout deeper insight—o f the  new age and new conditions as self-evident, re
sults from  the  concurrence o f  th e ir  youthfulness w ith  external circumstances. T h e  transition  
to  present general conditions, to  the  tran q u ility  o f  consolidation, to  a balanced existence, in
volved no serious jolts for these young people. T hey were no t required  to  suffer in  order to  
reach th e  p resent stage o f  h istorical progress; they  m erely took  possession o f the  sun lit clear
ing  w ithout having to  pay the  corresponding price.

T h a t th is  is so is, on th e  whole, fo rtunate. H e  who looks a t the  study group o f  th e  pres
en t w ith  th e  eyes o f  a studen t o f  the  fifties cannot fail to perceive how th e  apparently  ab
stract categories o f  history and tim e, fe lt to  be so bookish by th e  you th  o f  today, are becoming 
reality  before ou r very eyes. Yet, th e  expanded w orld o f  these youngsters o f  tw en ty  is fa r 
fro m  being as harm onious as they  th in k  i t  is. T hey have as yet no vision o f  A ttila  József’s 
im perative; “ M easure yourself against the  U niverse!”—one o f  the  paired opposites w hich 
th e  poet dissolves in  an all-em bracing whole. I t  is highly probable th a t m ost o f  th e  m em bers 
o f  our D /7  group w ill become good engineers and reliable citizens. I t  is no t quite  so prob
able th a t they  w ill develop in to  responsible m em bers o f  the  intelligentsia, capable o f shap
ing  them selves and th e ir surroundings and seeing beyond the  narrow confines o f  th e ir w ork
shop and household. T o  satisfy these requirem ents is a heavy task  which w ill tes t the abil
ities o f  ou r students.



YOUNG SHORT-STORY WRITERS

F
or several centuries poetry  has played a leading role in  H ungarian  literature.
O nly  in  the  past seventy years has prose w riting  m ade gains upon lyric poetry, 
w ithout, however, being able to  weaken its  dom inant position. T he situation  has 
no t changed essentially since 1945. S till i t  was a generation o f  young prose w riters 
th a t  succeeded in  m elting th e  icy literary atm osphere o f  the  early fifties. T he 

works they published in 1954 and 1955 aroused sym pathy and opposition and set o ff a 
heated  debate both in  official quarters and am ong th e  reading public.

T h e  im pressionable childhood o f  these young w riters was em bitte red  by th e  war years. 
T hey had come from  m ost different classes o f  society—the offspring o f  cotters and navvies 
saved from  d estitu tion  by th e  land d istribu tion  o f  1945, industria l workers who had ex
perienced m ost directly  th e  transform ations w rought by the  changes in  ow nership; intellec
tuals who had to  face new social ta sk s ; bourgeois whose standards o f  value and taste  suddenly 
became subject to  new influences. Recollections from  the  past were still trem blingly  alive 
in  them , b u t they  w itnessed the  great social transform ation  w hile still young. A lthough in  a 
great m any respects they  differed from  one another, th e ir  way o f  life, th e ir  vocation and 
th e ir  cast o f  m in d  were shaped by a world th a t was being reshaped. And yet, o r  perhaps for 
th is  very reason, i t  was these young people who first clashed w ith  the  reigning schem atism . 
S truggling o r resigned, hopeful o r despairing, b u t im bued w ith  a desire fo r som ething better, 
they  professed th e ir  ars poetica.

T he a rt o f  th e  short period  o f  schem atism  was characterized by exaggerated enthusiasm  
and self-complacency. In  literatu re  th e  representation o f  hum an problem s and theartis tic  
portrayal o f  the  hum an psyche were pushed in to  the  background. T he m achine, th e  incon
testable heroism  o f  work and construction became the  m ain them e, bu t severed from  th e ir  
essence and m eaning—from  m an. A m isconstrued dem and for realism  searched fo r literary 
predecessors only in  th e  n ineteen th  century. C ultural policy in literature chiefly favoured 
“to ta l novels,” such as trilogies o r tetralogies o f  a wide sweep, which, incidentally, re
m ained torsos. T he short story was practically discarded.

By way o f  a re to rt i t  was precisely in the  short story th a t the  new  generation unfolded th e ir 
ta len t. (T he short novel has recently also gained ground.) In  the  first instance, however, they  
focused th e ir  artistic  inquiry  on the innerm ost problem s o f  m an, the  relations o f  people to  
one another, and m oral issues. N o t only d id  they  courageously and sincerely reveal the  social 
problem s o f  the  period, which had been hushed up un til then , bu t in  th e ir  rendering o f  the 
past they also struck a novel and captivating note.

In  th e ir subjects, style and a ttitu d e  the generation o f  1954 presented to  the  public  colour
fu l works o f  wide diversity. O nly in one respect d id  they  resem ble one ano ther: they  had
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radically broken w ith  the  erroneous outlook and artistic  m ethods o f  th e  early 'fifties. László 
Kam ondy’s story Verekedők ( “ F ighters”), published in  1954, roused a great storm  because it 
described the  tragic lo t o f  lonely social outcasts who had come down in  life, w ith  a courage 
and sincerity th a t had previously been lacking. H is w ritings are suffused w ith  dram a. T he 
first stories o f  István Szabó also had an extraordinary effect in the  spring o f  1954. Absorbed 
by th e  oppressive atm osphere o f  peasant life in  the  past and th e  hum iliation  o f  the  poor, he 
approached th e  problem s o f  present-day society w ith  ruthless sincerity, m ainly by portraying 
th e  psychology o f  children. Ferenc Sántha also a ttrac ted  notice in  th e  spring o f  1954. H aving 
experienced th e  poverty o f  peasant life, i t  was the  subtle  quivering o f  th e  hum an soul, 
m an’s yearning fo r beauty, kindness and love th a t he em phasized as against th e  average 
literary  a ttitu d e  o f  the  preceding years. H is  is an extraordinary lyricism , and he likes to  
use folk-tale m otifs and ballad-like structure. W ith  a frankness no t very frequent before, 
István C surka struggled w ith  th e  m oral problem s o f  youth . H e  resorted to  novel, sur
realistic solutions, like in  th e  story  published here, A mélység vándora ( “T he W anderer o f 
th e  D eep”). H is surrealistic vision gives expression to  th e  heart-rending downtroddenness o f  
peasant life in  the  past, side by side w ith  th e  w riter’s fa ith  in  the  present. In  his stories 
published in  1955 and 1956 György M oldova gives a fine portrayal o f  th e  hum an soul in  
his depiction o f  working-class life.

A significant aspect o f th is  new trend , w hich go t under way in  1954, is th a t, fa r from  
expressing a m om entary m ood, i t  has since then  been continued by a still younger group o f 
writers. But as a result o f  the  changed situation  and because o f  th e  very fact th a t they  had 
been preceded by others, th e  endeavours o f  these younger w riters underw ent a m odification. 
Those who came to  the  fore in  1954 had, in  m any respects, done th e  p ioneer work, and the  
la te r w riters excelled ra th e r in  delving m ore deeply in to  th e  problem s, in  experim entation 
and in  extremes. N o  longer was the  fight against schem atism  th e  ch ief m otive force; to  
clarify the  m oral and ideological issues o f  th e  given period became the  centre o f  in terest. In  
a certain sense the  endeavours o f the  younger group are less m ature, less certain , m ore given 
to  extremes th an  those th a t preceded them . O n  the  o ther hand, i t  is also tru e  th a t i t  was m ore 
difficult to  find one’s bearings in  a period laden w ith  contradictions, a tim e  w hich had  got 
in to  th e  focus o f  opposite forces.

O f  m uch greater significance is the  fact th a t working-class w riters using w orkers’ lives 
as th e ir  subject began to  gain ground as against the  previous writers, who overwhelm ingly 
dealt w ith  th e  life o f  the  peasantry. Suffice i t  to  refer to  th e  stories o f Endre Fejes, M ihály 
V árkonyi and Gyula H ernád i, o r to  those o f  th e  still m ore recent group— Endre Gerelyes, 
Károly Szakonyi o r András Tabák. T he latest works on peasant life  no longer deal w ith  the 
heart-breaking penury  and wretchedness o f  the  peasants in  th e  past. T he antagonism  betw een 
new  and old form s o f peasant consciousness ensuing from  th e  se tting  up  o f  collective farm s 
and the  emergence o f  a new ethic are exciting problem s fo r th e  w riter. T he latest short sto
ries o f  István Szabó and those o f  Lajos Galam bos as well as th e  la tte r’s sho rt novel Conosir- 
kátyú ( “Evil P o t-H oles”) are devoted to  these questions.

Beside the  successes, th e  young short-story  w riters have also had to  pocket some failures. 
Boldly breaking th rough  th e  b lind  windows o f  provincialism  and opening up new vistas 
tow ards the  whole world, they  care little  i f  in  th is  process they  som etim es inadvertently  
strike and damage the  wall itself. Some o f  th em  have reached a b lind  alley by falling too 
m uch under the influence o f  some H ungarian  or foreign w riter, especially o f  H em ingw ay; 
th is, however, by no m eans lessens th e ir ideological and artistic  significance.

K á r o ly  S z a la y



E V E R Y T H I N G ’S  A S  I T  U S E D  T O  B E

by

I S T V Á N  S Z A B Ó

Fábián staggered ou t in to  th e  kitchen, sleepy and h a lf  dressed, ran  his fingers through 
his tousled h a ir and yawned so hard , his neck trem bled  w ith  th e  effort. H e  sm iled a t his 
m other who had sta rted  her preparations fo r cooking d inner and now greeted her son w ith  a 
w arm -hearted look from  beside th e  k itchen tab le . T h e  sun stood high, and its powerful sum 
m er rays stream ed in  th rough  th e  w indow.

“ W h at a good sleep I h a d ,” said Fábián, scratching him self. H e  blinked in  the  b righ t 
daylight and fe lt he could no t sh ift from  where he was standing.

“W e’ve had our b reakfast,” said his m other; “b u t we d id n ’t  w ant to  wake you. You w on’t  
be going back to  bed again now, w ill you?”

“ N o .” H e  w ent up  to  th e  table  and low ered h im self on a stool. H e  fum bled  in  his pocket 
to  find some cigarettes.

“D on’t  s ta rt sm oking so early,” said his m other. “H ave some breakfast first.”
I can t  yet.

“W h at w ould you like to  have?”
“A b it o f  m ilk ; b u t only la te r on .”
H e  l i t  his first cigarette. H e  took  a good pu ll, and retained th e  smoke in  h is lungs fo r a 

w hile.
“I  th ough t I ’d  fry  some eggs,” said Fábián’s m other, stuffing some faggots in to  the  range.
“I  couldn’t  eat them . I have m ilk  fo r breakfast in  tow n to o .”
“Ah, m ilk . T h a t’s n o t real food. A t least while you’re a t hom e you could eat properly .”
" I ’ve lost the  h a b it,” said Fábián, excusing him self. H e  em itted  another great yawn.
“I  see you don’t  get enough sleep e ither.”
“W ell no t as m uch as th is, anyway. You get to  bed a t m idnigh t o r o n e . . . ”
“A t one o’clock? W h at the  devil do you do all th a t tim e?”
“ Sw ot,” said the  lad.
H is m other shook her head in  disapproval. Fábián knew th a t her disapprobation was aim ed 

a t Budapest, th e  d istan t and suspicious city. H e  sm iled and le t the  smoke issue in  great puffs 
from  his nose and m outh .

H e  fe lt fine. H e  had  slept fo r fourteen  hours on end—the raw, country a ir had  laid  h im  
out. I t  had  been a real, deep slum ber, w ithout any tossing and tu rn ing  or bad dream s. H e 
woke just as he had gone to  sleep a t n ight—stretched ou t on his righ t side. H e  could only 
sleep as well as th is a t hom e. A t hom e the  n igh t was no t like those provocative wenches th a t 
only flirt w ith  you bu t w on’t  le t you hug them .

T he past tw o years seemed to  shrink in to  the  background as though they had been no m ore 
th an  a confused dream . H e  was seated here again on th e  stool by the kitchen table, th e  sun
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shone in  askew through  th e  w indow, and his m other was getting  on w ith  her work—how 
fam iliar her m ovem ents were! H e r m eek industry, he r tw o restless hands. T he bril
lia n t sw ord o f  the  sun, th e  ba tte red  table, the  silent crockery—everything was in  its  old 
place, just as i t  used to  be. W h at miracles even a single n igh t could work!

“ Look,” said his m other. “T here’s th e  brandy in  the  alcove. H ave a to t .”
Fábián go t up  and w ent to  the  alcove. H e  pulled aside the  blue-flowered curtain—it too 

was the  same as i t  had been in his childhood. A nd th is was where his fa ther had always kept 
th e  brandy, here in the  alcove th a t  was his first p o rt o f  call a t dawn every day.

H e  poured h im self a to t  and, assum ing th e  solem n expression th a t he had seen his elders 
don , tossed i t  dow n a t one go. H is  eyes popped ou t and tears w elled up  a t th e ir  corners. I t  
was strong brandy, the  so rt fo r w hich “you can’t  say th an k  you .” H e  cleared his th ro a t.

“I t ’s the  real stu ff,” he gasped, h a lf  choking. “I t ’s th e  real s tu ff all r ig h t.”
H is  m other sm iled.
“I t  does you good, d rink ing  a to t  o f  a m orning. I t ’ll help your appetite .”
A little  bashfully she added:
“I som etim es take a sip m yself.”
Fábián nodded his agreem ent, enjoying th e  sensation o f  how th e  caressing, tender fire 

o f  the  fluid spread through his chest and stom ach. I t  flowed to  every nook by secret paths, as 
though  i t  had  im m ediately tu rn ed  to  blood—ho t blood.

“ You can have ano ther,” said his m other.
T h e  lad  obeyed. But th e  brandy rem inded  h im  o f som ething.
“ W here’s Father?“

“ H e ’s gone to  th e  w ell.”
O f  course, th is too  was p a rt o f  life a t hom e—going to  th e  well. T here  was no drinking 

w ater on the  vine h ill and the people w ent down to  the draw-well in the  pasture, some w ith  
water-carts, others w ith  a couple o f  pails on a yoke across th e ir  shoulders. As a teenager, th is 
had  been one o f  his favourite pastim es. T hree or four friends would join forces—usually as 
evening drew near—and they w ould am ble down w ith  th e ir  tw o creaking pails. Then, as 
though  by m ere chance, the  girls would also s ta rt flocking to  the  well, each w ith  a pitcher 
on  her arm . W as it  really by chance, always by chance? T here w ould be a deal o f rowdy 
liveliness around the  well—the lads would paw th e  girls wherever they could, and the  lasses 
w ould sw irl about w ith  half-stifled  chuckles and an occasional shriek. And th e ir  eyes w ould 
glow so brightly .

" I  w anted to  go m yself,” said Fábián.
“You were sleeping so w ell,” said his m o ther defensively. And she consoled he r son w ith  

a sm iling prom ise:
“D on’t  worry, you’ll be able to  go often  enough while you’re here. Y ou’ll be tired  o f  i t  

before you’re th rough .”
“ O h no, I  w on’t , ” th ough t Fábián, “I  w on’t  tire  o f  the  w ell.”
H is  m other was fussing w ith  the  iron door o f  the  range now—she m anaged to  close i t  only 

a t the  fo u rth  try , using the  special, secret m ovem ent her hand had had to  learn so well. 
Fábián could no t help laughing. T here had been som ething wrong w ith the  door o f  the range 
since his childhood, and despite the  passage o f  fifteen years, then  tw enty, and now another 
tw o, th a t sm all iron  door had no t changed one b it—it  w ould still no t respond to  anything 
b u t th a t skilled m ovem ent o f  he r hand. "U pw ard to  the  side, then  a sudden jerk down
w ards. . .  O therw ise i t  w on’t  close.”

“ W h at are you laughing at?” asked his m other, blinking a t h im . She was annoyed about 
th e  door, as she had  been fo r tw enty  years.

T



“ N o th in g ,” answered Fábián w ith  a cheerful look. “I t ’s so interesting , th e  way nothing 
changes here.”

H is  m other looked a t  h im , a trifle surprised.
“ T h a t door, you know. I t  never d id  w ant to  close. And th e  d is h e s . . . A ll in  th e ir  places. . .  

E verything’s as i t  used to  be .”
"W hy , w hat should i t  to  be like?”
“ G od k n o w s . . .  You som etim es have a feeling th a t  w hen you leave hom e everything 

changes.”
N o , his m o th er could n o t understand th is.
“ W ell, yes, we've just stayed as we were. A nd likely as no t, we’ll continue th e  same w ay.”
“I t ’s no t th a t  th ere ’s anything wrong about i t , ” said Fábián hastily. “ T h a t’s no t w hat 

I m eant. I t ’s such a good feeling, you k n o w . . . ”
H e  could n o t finish his sentence. H e  stopped short, as though  he had  come up  against 

a stone wall.
“ T h a t p late w ith  th e  flowers has always been there  to o ,” he added clum sily. “ As long as 

I  can recollect, i t ’s always been hanging there on the  w all.”
“ T h a t’s where it belongs; where else should i t  be?” replied his m other, b u t as she spoke 

she took  a good look a t the  boy. Fábián became confused on seeing her suspicious glance, 
and also som ewhat asham ed o f  h im self: he should no t have talked so m uch—there was no 
p o in t to  i t  anyway. But once he had go t on to  sticky ground w ith  his p ra ttle  he could no t 
help  searching fo r m ore words to  extricate h im  from  his p ligh t. H e  knew these words were 
there, as the  fisherman sitting  on the  shore knows o f the  fish deep down in  th e  w ater bu t 
lacks the ne t o r hook needed to  catch them . H e gave i t  up and abandoned the  search.

“ By the  w ay,” his m other suddenly exclaimed, " I ’ve just rem em bered. F ather said you 
were to  k ill a rab b it when you go t u p .”

“ A rabb it?” asked Fábián w ith  a start.
“ I ’ll do i t  w ith  a game sauce. You always liked th a t .”
Fábián readily stood up; in  fact, he alm ost lep t to  his feet w ith  joy a t being en trusted  w ith  

a b it  o f  w ork.
“ W hich one am  I  to  k ill?”
“T he m ottled  doe. W e can’t  m ake he r take to  th e  buck, w hatever we do. She’s been 

barren  fo r ages.”
T he lad gave a curt nod and set off fo r the  door.
“ Father’ll skin i t ,” she called afte r h im . “All you have to  do is k ill i t .”
T h e  boy was ou t in th e  yard now. H e cast only a fleeting glance about h im , in the  b ril

liance o f  th e  fine Sunday m orning. Eagerly he w ent down the  pa th  to  the stables—he was 
glad o f th is little  task . In  any case i t  had always been his task  to  k ill the  rab b it th a t had been 
singled out, ever since his childhood. H is fa ther just pulled the  coat off it. Fábián was no 
good a t skinning them .

N ow  he w ould clout one m ore behind th e  lugs. H is parents too  seemed to  know th a t th is 
was his job. I t  was good to  feel this, thought Fábián. “ Even the  order o f  things remains 
unchanged here,” he m used. “ N oth ing  changes.” H e headed fo r the  stable in  the  same way, 
w ith  the same clear and sim ple purpose, as he had done ten  years before. H is  rig h t hand was 
em pty , and yet i t  was th is hand th a t harboured death fo r an unsuspecting rabb it. H e  was 
n o t particularly excited, fo r he had killed m any a rabb it before now—who could tell how 
m any had preceded th is one? H e  m ade a sw ift stroke th rough  the  air w ith  his rig h t palm  to 
recall the  old m ovem ent w ith  which he had form erly h it  th e  rabbits on  the  back o f  th e ir 
heads. H e  w ould manage all r ig h t. H e  had no t forgotten how to  handle the  scythe either, nor
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indeed anything th a t  he had learned a t hom e. H is  hands and his m ind  w ould preserve the 
m em ory o f those m ovem ents fo r all tim e. T h a t was why he could never change—bu t why 
should he?

H e  entered  th e  stables just as he used to  do  on Sunday m ornings. Killing a rab b it took 
no m ore th an  h a lf  a m inute  in  all. H e  never used to  pay m uch  a tten tion  to  i t .  A couple o f  
clips behind the  lugs, and he w ould be tak ing  i t  to  his fa th e r to  skin. An insignificant job.

H e  stopped in  fro n t o f  the  cage and d id  no t sta rt on his assignm ent yet. H e  looked a t the 
rabb its. H e  w ould n o t have done th is a t one tim e, because he saw th em  several tim es a day 
th en —when they  were being fed, m ated  and tended. N ow , tw o years later, he unexpectedly 
found  h im self looking curiously a t these m eek little  anim als, always ready to  take alarm . 
H ow  tam e and stup id  they  looked, how  p re ttily  th e ir  backs curved; th e ir  soft little  snouts 
always m oving, seeming to  sn iff a t som ething, though  i t  was m erely th a t they  were breathing 
quickly. T h e ir  ears were ludicrously large, flopping th is way and th a t. Occasionally they  
sh ifted  lazily  in  th e ir  cages, b u t th e ir  m ovem ent was no t really like e ither a pace or a leap . . .  
T he bunnies too  were like  th e ir  elders, as though they  were im ita ting  them , clumsily 
as yet.

Fábián gazed a t them , and he suddenly seemed to  be seeing rabb its fo r the  first tim e in 
his life. T hey were very strange and very interesting . H ow  could he no t have noticed th is 
earlier? T hough they  had always been like th is—m eek, w ith  trem bling  noses and large ears . .  . 
C ould his way o f  looking a t th em  have changed?

H e ben t down. Squatting  in a corner o f  the  lower cage was th e  fa t, m o ttled  rabb it, per
haps no t even seeing Fábián th rough  its  half-closed eyes. Its  nose m oved incessantly, and it 
had  its tw o heavy ears la id  lazily back. I t  was a large beast.

“So you’re the one, are you?” said Fábián.
T he rab b it only gave a slight s ta rt a t h is voice. Some thoroughly chewed stem s o f lucerne 

lay about i t  on th e  litte r.
“T hey say you w on’t  take to  th e  buck. W h at sort o f  a doe are you?”
A nd he added:
“You’ll be served w ith  game sauce soon. W h at good is th a t  fo r you, you fool?” H e  

chuckled. “I t ’ll only be good fo r u s .”
H e  spoke to  th e  rab b it in  friendly tones. A t one tim e he w ould n o t have done th is. H e  

w ould have reached fo r th e  anim al th a t had  been singled out, seizing i t  by th e  fu r  on its  
back and dragging i t  ou t th rough  th e  narrow  trap-door w ithou t saying a w ord. I t  w ould be 
no  use fo r the  surprised rab b it to  try  and cling to  anything. Some o f th em  were no t even 
scared and p u t up  w ith  everything m eekly and unsuspectingly—only th e ir  stup id  eyes 
opened wide— and they w ould no t take alarm  even when Fábián gripped bo th  th e ir  h ind  legs 
in  his le ft hand and le t th em  hang head-dow n. T hey w ould w ait patien tly  to  see w hat 
was to  happen next. Fábián w ould set th e  long ears forward, find th a t  certain  place a t the  
m eeting o f  th e  neck and the  base o f  th e ir  ears, th en  strike twice in  ligh tn ing  succession 
w ith  the  edge o f  his rig h t palm . Once was enough, the  second was just to  m ake sure. T he 
rabb its d id  n o t tw itch  or u tte r  so m uch as a squeak : the  first stroke broke th e ir  spines. T h eir 
elongated, suspended bodies w ould still feel heavy, bu t somehow different from  when they 
were alive.

T he m o ttled  rabb it took  a pace, or m aybe a jum p, tow ards the  wire n e tting  and sniffed 
about calmly. I t  took  a sta lk  o f lucerne in  its  m ou th  and sw iftly tucked it  in. Fábián glanced 
a t his righ t hand and m ade a stroke in  the  air w ith  his taugh t palm . T his tim e the  m ovem ent 
was no t so successful—it  came to  a ha lt h a lf  way. “D oesn’t  seem to  work w ithout a rab b it,” 
he grinned.
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T he anim al, frigh tened  by th e  sweep o f  his hand, w ithdrew  to  th e  corner. Fábián was 

discouraged. T h en  he suddenly le ft the  stable. H e  m ade stra igh t fo r th e  k itchen door.
H is m other was preparing some greens fo r th e  soup. For a while the  lad  gazed absently 

a t her industrious hands. T hen , slowly, as though  i t  was only chance th a t had  led h im  to  
d rif t th a t way, he am bled to  th e  alcove and lifted  the  blue-flowered curtain. H is m other had 
n o t ye t noticed w hat he was up  to . H e  poured  h im self a to t  and quickly drank  it.  T hen  he 
poured another, b u t th is tim e  the  b o ttle  clinked against the  glass. H is m other tu rn ed  to 
wards h im , and her look showed surprise.

“I ’ve had ano ther d r in k ,” said Fábián.
“ A ll righ t, son, b u t w on’t  i t  be too m uch?”
“ O h  n o ,” said the  lad  w ith  a wave o f  his hand, and since his m other had no t seen the  

first, he poured h im self a th ird  to t.
“I  don’t  m in d ,” said his m other. “ D rink  i f  you like, b u t I ’d  have th ough t you were no t 

used to  i t . ”
Fábián laughed.
“I  don’t  know  why, b u t i t  feels good now .”
Y et th a t last to t  had  no t m ade h im  feel particularly  good—it  seemed less the  real th ing  

th an  the  first one th a t m orning. I t  was strong, b u t i t  d id  no t have th e  same fragrance and he 
no longer fe lt th a t caressing fire spread th rough  his chest—he w aited  fo r i t  in  vain. N o r d id  
the  cheerful light-heartedness o f inebriation  come; instead, a base to rpor invaded his m ind.

“You’ve still n o t had  your b reakfast,” said his m other reproachfully. Fábián waved to  
say th a t he w ould have i t  a fte r a w hile.

“H ave you k illed  the  rab b it?”
“ Y ep,” said th e  lad. H e was lo itering  on th e  threshold , gazing ou t a t th e  sun lit courtyard.
“H as Father come hom e?”
“I haven’t  noticed  h im .”
Fábián l i t  another cigarette and w atched h im self grow d izz ier each m om ent from  his 

three  to ts  o f  brandy. As he stood in  th e  open doorway, the  sun blazed in to  his eyes.
“ But I  d o n ’t  do i t  as w ell as I  used to ,” he said absently.
“ W h at?”
“ Killing a ra b b it.” H e  tu rn ed  to  h is m o ther w ith  a chuckle. “ W hy, ju st now I  d id n ’t  

succeed in  killing  i t  a t th e  first go. Used to  be . . .  I  m anaged w ith  one s troke .”
H e  looked a t his rig h t pa lm  and tu rn ed  i t  about as though  i t  was a strange object.
“I ’ll end up by becom ing clum sy.”
A nd he again m ade a big swipe in  th e  air. H is  m o th e r sm iled.
“W ell, i f  you don’t  do i t  fo r some t i m e . . .  you lose th e  knack. T he m ain  th in g  is th a t 

you m anaged to  do i t  in  th e  end .”
" I  should have m anaged b e tte r,” replied  Fábián. H e  fe lt h im self becom ing qu ite  fa in t 

as the  scorching rays o f  th e  sun beat dow n on h im , w hile the  foul flavour o f  th e  brandy 
gathered in  his m outh .

H e  m oved away from  th e  door.
“W here are you going?” asked his m other. “ H ave your breakfast.”
“I ’ll just take another s tro ll.”
H e  took  a long tim e  to  cover th e  distance to  th e  stable. T here  he squatted  down beside 

th e  low er cage and peered a t th e  rab b it th rough  th e  w ire n e tting . H e was ra ther d izzy  by 
now and fe lt i t  w ould be as well to  grasp the  corner o f  the cage. “I shouldn’t  have drunk  th a t 
th ird  to t ,” he though t. “I t  d id n ’t  even taste  good.” But no th ing  could be done about i t  now. 
H is fa ther w ould soon be back, and he w ould have to  k ill th e  rab b it before he came.
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“ Come on th e n ,” he said, opening the  door o f  the  cage. H e  grasped th e  rab b it’s back b u t 

th en  le t i t  go and, w ith  a tired  gesture, closed the  door on i t  once m ore. T h e  rab b it shook it
se lf in  relief, took  a few jum ps, b u t th e  lad  saw th a t i t  had  an offended look about i t .  H e  
squatted  despondently in  fro n t o f  th e  cage, his hands dangling down, and he fe lt no streng th  
w hatever in  them . H is  m ind  seemed also to  have gone num b, and he could no t th in k  o f  
anything in  particular. T h e  bo ttle  o f  brandy was the  only th in g  th a t som ehow loom ed from  
th e  m ist, and even its  image was a ra th e r fa in t one. But a t least i t  was som ething th a t came 
to  his m ind .

T h e  b o ttle  in  th e  alcove became a vague source o f  hope.
“You just w a it,” he m utte red .
H e  set o ff again, up  tow ards th e  house. I f  only his fa th e r w ould n o t come fo r another 

few m inutes.
H is  m other was now setting  th e  room  to  rights, doing the  beds. H e  called in  to  he r:
“Is my breakfast ready?”
“Yes, i t ’s in  th e  oven.”
Fábián m ade fo r th e  alcove. H e  d id  n o t b o ther about th e  glass th is  tim e b u t sim ply 

seized th e  b o ttle  and drank, anxiously, hastily, b u t in great gulps, his hand trem bling  and 
h is ears cocked tow ards the  room  all the  tim e. T h e  brandy poured dow n his th ro a t in  a 
venomous stream , his stom ach protesting, b u t he sim ply drank on, w ith  tears in  h is eyes, till 
he  was com pletely ou t o f  breath . T hen , pan ting  and exhausted, he replaced th e  bo ttle  and 
readjusted the  curtain . O nce m ore he slunk ou t o f th e  k itchen.

By the  tim e  he reached th e  com er o f  th e  house th e  d rink  had go t th e  b e tte r o f  h im . T h e  
yard  seemed to  sw im  about and the  trees to  stagger all over th e  place. H e  tr ie d  to  pass clev
erly betw een them . But som ehow the  stable door too d id  n o t stay pu t; i t  swayed righ t and 
left, though  he had had a good look a t i t  to  be able to  find his way in . A t last he was inside.

Again he squatted  dow n by th e  cage in  w hich th e  m ottled  rab b it was. T h is  tim e  he found  
a firm grip  and glared a t his adversary, w ho was upset by these frequent visits and seemed a 
b it restless.

T here was only th e  w ire n e ttin g  betw een th em . Fábián looked th e  rab b it stra igh t in  th e  
eye, th reatened  i t  w ith  his fist and w aited fo r the  fu ry  to  m oun t w ith in  h im . H e  gazed a t 
the  creature as though he w anted to  hate i t  a t a ll costs.

“You fa t beast,” he said to  i t .  “ I ’ll clout you on the  head straight away. W h at do  you 
say to  that?  Y ou’ll be clouted over th e  head .” H e took  a deep breath, fo r th e  brandy lay 
heavily on his chest and his m ind  was fogged. “You don’t  care a hang? N ow  your m aster’s 
going to  grab your coat and drag you ou t o f  th a t  lousy c o m e r . . .  H e ’s going to  take your 
h in d  tro tte rs  and clout you beh ind  the  lug so hard , you’l l . . .  you’ll croak in  a jiffy. T h en  
your o th er m aster’ll nail you to  th e  w alnu t tree  and pu ll your skin o ff you. You don’t  so 
m uch  as suspect th a t, do you?” he added.

H e  looked a t th e  rab b it maliciously, even grinding his tee th , b u t he fe lt th a t th is was no t 
th e  real th in g . H e  was inwardly tired .

“You’ll  croak, you w ill. N o t take to  th e  buck, eh? N o t have bunnies, eh? T h en  why do 
you live? I ’ll see to  you, y o u . . . ”

H e  fe lt th a t there  was someone a t the  door. H e  looked back. I t  was th e  teenaged lad from  
next door, standing a t th e  entrance and grinning. Fábián quickly go t up  and started  jab
bering.

“H ello , Lali, haven’t  seen you fo r ages. W h a t’s up?”
T he boy came fu rth er in , and fo r some reason o r o th er he k ep t on grinning all th e  tim e. 

Fábián stared  a t h im  suspiciously. H ad  he heard  h im  just now, o r hadn’t  he?
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“W h a t d ’you w ant?” he  asked gruffly.
Lali chuckled.
“D ad to ld  m e to  ask you w hether you had  any cigarettes to  s p a re . . .  H e 's  ru n  o u t o f 

them , and he w on’t  be going to  tow n before the  afternoon. I 'l l  pay fo r th em .” 
“ Cigarettes?” he replied in  a daze. “ M aybe I  can find a packet.”
H e  could no t take his eyes o ff the  lad ’s laughing face. W as he m ocking h im , o r d id  he al

ways look like th is? H e  seemed to  recall th a t th is  k id  had always been one o f  the  grinn ing  sort. 
“ Are you sure i t  isn ’t  you th a t w ants those cigarettes?”
Lali grinned.
“I  don’t  sm oke.”
“I  do u b t th a t .”
“ G od’s t ru th .”
“I ’ll ask your D ad ,” he said severely. T h is  b i t  o f  questioning had restored his sense o f  

security, his suprem acy w ith  respect to  th e  lad . A nd he had m anaged to  speak w ithout s tu t
tering , though  he would no t dare le t go o f  th e  corner o f  the  cage. As long as he held  onto it, 
he  could stand up stra igh t. I f  only he could m ake th a t face ou t m ore clearly.

Lali sm iled and w aited.
“ W ell now, old chap,” said Fábián in  a m ore friend ly  tone, jerking his head tow ards the  

cage. "C ould  you k ill a rabb it?”
T he boy was astonished a t th e  question, b u t nodded eagerly.
“ O f  course I  could, you b e t.”
H e  came stra igh t up  to  th e  cages.
“ W hich  one?”
“T h is m o ttled  one. But I  w ant a good kill, m ate . A t one blow . L et’s see how  good your 

hand  is .”
Lali g rinned and waved.
“ O h, th ere ’s no end th a t  I ’ve k illed .”
Fábián suddenly came to  hate  the  boy’s innocent face.
“ W h at are you always g rinn ing  about?”
Lali shu t h is m outh , b u t his lips p arted  again. Fábián could once m ore see th a t im p ertin en t 

w hite  row o f  tee th .
“ W h y . . .  I ’m  n o t g rinn ing  really .”
“ Yes you are,” said Fábián despondently . “ You’re like a jackanapes.”
Lali shrugged his righ t shoulder to  show he could no t help  i t  and squatted  dow n in  fro n t 

o f  th e  cage. H e  opened th e  trap-door w ith  a fam iliar m ovem ent. T h e  earnestness and sincere 
purpose w ith  w hich he set about th e  job were o f  th e  k in d  people only evince w hen they 
are tak ing  p a rt in a game.

T hen  Fábián noticed his fa ther. H e  was heading fo r th e  stable, stra igh t from  the  house. 
Lali had  seized th e  rabb it—he held  the  h in d  legs in  his left hand  and was ju st p reparing  

to  bring  th e  rig h t down w ith  a whack on th e  rab b it’s neck. Just as Fábián had  im agined 
h im self doing, only a few m inutes earlier.

“ Put i t  back,” he said quickly. “ P u t i t  back in  its  p lace.”
T he boy grinned  in  surprise.
“W hy?”
“Just p u t i t  back.”
Lali reluctantly  shoved the  rab b it back in  its  place and closed th e  door. T h en  he looked 

a t Fábián, as m uch as to  say th a t  he d id  n o t see w hat i t  was all about and th a t  he was w aiting  
fo r an  explanation.



“ You’ll get th e  cigarettes," said Fábián quickly. “I  can bring  th em  m yself; a t least I ’ll 
be able to  have a ta lk  w ith  your D ad .”

A nd he kep t w atching the  door.
“ But th e  ra b b it,” the  boy stam m ered. “Isn ’t  i t  going to  be k illed?”
“ N o ,” answered Fábián w ith  a laugh. “I  was only fooling .”
Lali’s consternation caused h im  w hole-hearted enjoym ent. “I ’ve spoilt h is gam e,” he 

thought m aliciously. T he boy sid led  ou t w ith  suspicion in  h is eyes, and i t  took  h im  quite 
an effort to  keep grinning.

Fábián’s fa th e r came in  a t th e  stable door.
“ W h a t’s up, lads?”
Lali m u tte red  a greeting and quickly edged ou t past h im . Fábián leaned heavily against 

th e  side o f  th e  cage lest his fa th e r notice anything. H e w ould no t have dared  take a step 
w ithout som ething to  ho ld  onto .

“I ’ve chatted  away a deal too  m uch tim e ,” said his fa ther. “T he H etesis asked m e to  
come along th is afternoon and g raft th e ir  roses. Everyone wants me to  do th e ir grafting. 
W herever you see roses, th ey ’re all m y handiw ork. O h  by th e  w ay,” he added, “have you 
k illed  the  rabb it?”

“ N o ,” said Fábián.
“ You haven’t?  W ell get m oving then , I  w ant to  skin i t  now. M o th er w on’t  be able to  

do it  in  tim e fo r d inner i f  I  don’t . ”
Fábián th ru s t h im self away from  the  cage and took  a few paces forward.
“ So w hat?” he asked.
H e  stood stra igh t as he faced his fa ther, swaying ne ither rig h t nor left, b u t he fe lt th a t 

he needed all his strength  to  do it.  I f  only his fa th e r’s face w ould no t keep approaching and 
receding like actors on th e  screen; i f  only i t  w ould stay p u t, fo r he could no t m ake i t  ou t 
properly like th is—it k ep t evading the  strain ing  focus o f  his eyes, and he found  h im self 
looking e ither beside i t  o r over th e  top , regardless o f  w hether he contracted his eyes or 
opened th em  wide. T he brandy came to  his m in d  again. H e  should have d ru n k  m ore—or 
less. As i t  was, i t  couldn’t  have been worse.

“ M ust we k ill it? ” he asked. H is  tongue m oved a b it awkwardly.
“ O f  course we m ust. M other doesn’t  w ant to  cu t dow n a hen now ,” said his fa th e r as 

he swept th e  gangway in  th e  stables. Fábián was glad th a t  his fa th e r always found  som ething 
to  do and th a t he no longer had  to  stra in  h im self to  look a t his face. H e  shu t his eyes. 

“ W e’d be all righ t w ithou t m ea t.”
H is  fa th e r p ropped th e  broom  against the  wall.
“I t ’s Sunday,” he said. “Just give i t  a clout; d o n ’t  be sorry fo r i t .  I t ’s n o t w orth  m uch, 

th a t  ra b b it.”
A nd he added:
“ W e’ve w anted  to  k ill i t  fo r some tim e, b u t we w aited fo r you to  com e.”
“You could have k illed  i t  yourself,” stam m ered the  lad , and he set ou t fo r the  door. 

H e  was overcome by the  pungent sm ell o f  th e  stables, and his stom ach welled up  inside 
h im . H e walked by the  wall, using one hand  to  obtain  surreptitious support. Although 
he knew he was soon going to  vom it, he d id  no t w ant to  hurry.

“ W here are you off to ?” asked his fa ther.
“ Lali asked fo r some cigarettes. . . I ’ll take th em  over and have a chat w ith  his fa th e r.” 
“ Come on now, k ill th a t beast, w ill you, and le t me get on w ith  the  skinn/Cg,” said his 

fa ther. “Do you w ant to  have d inner in  the  evening? You could have killed  i t  tw enty  tim es 
over by now .”
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“T w enty  t im e s ,” laughed Fábián in  the doorway. “T he whole lo t, i f  you like. T he babies 

and the  big ones one after another. I could have m urdered the  lo t, two hundred tim es over.” 
H e guffawed and reeled about a t the  entrance.
H is  fa ther had been fixing the  leg o f a m ilking stool. I t  was only now th a t  he began to  

pay m ore a tten tio n  to  his son.
A t first his face reflected astonishm ent, b u t th en  he slowly, gradually straightened up, 

keeping his eyes curiously on  the  boy. H e looked a t h im  fo r a w hile.
“ Are you d runk?” he asked very calmly.
Fábián was standing against the  ligh t tro m  th e  doorway, laughing and no longer caring 

m uch about him self. H e  swayed, as though to  answer his father.
“ R ab b its. . .  just sk in’em  all. I  w anted to  read today .”
“You miserable creature,” said his father, “ is th is the  way fo r you to  behave?”
“ W h at do you m ean, fo r me to  behave?” he rejoined, gesturing. “ M ayn’t  I  have a 

drink? I ’ve already read so m any books t h a t . . .  i t  does a fellow good to  take some tim e off. 
Go to  the well, k ill the  r a b b i t . . .  H ave b re a k fa s t . . .  lu n c h . . .  I ’m  no longer like th a t I” 

“So I see,” his fa ther nodded.
Fábián m ade a great effort to  look h im  in  th e  eye, bu t th a t face just w ould no t stay still. 

H e  straightened him self.
“All those books are no child’s play, you know !”
A t this he started  fo r the  rab b it’s cage.
“ But I can k ill th a t  rabb it fo r all th a t. I  haven’t  d ru n k  th a t  m uch!”
H is fa ther blocked his way.
“ Stay where you are, I ’ll see to  it. Go and lie dow n.”
Fábián began to  grow furious a t his fa th e r’s calm  behaviour.
“ W hy? T here’s no th ing  wrong w ith m e.”
“ ‘Course no t. You can hardly stand on your feet. I f  you aren’t  able to  look afte r yourself, 

you’d  b e tte r lie dow n.”
“ N o . I ’ve go t to  bring th em  those cigarettes to o .”
A nd a t th is he started  lurching tow ards the  door again. H is  fa ther took  frig h t and 

darted  ou t a sw ift hand to  catch the  lad, bu t Fábián tr ied  to  force his way ou t. N ow  he 
too  grew angry.

“ T he devil you’ll be going anywhere, you foo l.”
H e sent Fábián reeling back from  the  door.
“You w ant to  show yourself off like th is to  others, do you? You student, you!”
And he hustled his son to  th e  corner, where there was a bed o f  hay. Fábián d id  no t resist 

bu t kep t on talk ing , w ith  a tired , w him pering laugh.
“S tu-den t! You saying th a t too? An intellectual can also have a d r i n k . . . .  M ore, in 

fact, than  a . . .  D ad . . .  i f  only you knew how m uch I ’ve read . . .  all sorts o f  th ings. . . ”
► H is fa ther guided h im  to  the  hay w ith firm hands. T he lad le t him , indeed he liked the  
streng th  o f those fam iliar paws th a t had led h im  long ago when he was learning to w alk. 
N ow  he again fe lt th a t old sense o f  security.

“Shall I lie down?” he m uttered .
“ O f  course— ” answered his fa th e r’s b itte r  voice. “ And don’t  le t M other see you .”
“Just a m o,” said Fábián, bending quickly forw ard. H e began vom iting in the corner. 

T he rebellious, stinking drink  alm ost fled th rough  his th roat, as though i t  had till now been 
kep t in  a bad place where i t  d id  no t w ant to  stay another m inute . Fábián groaned and vom it
ed in  violent spasms. H e  could n o t see, fo r his eyes were filled w ith  tears. H is  fa th e r held 
his shoulder.

n
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“You ought to  be asham ed o f  yourself.”
“I ’d like to  vom it ou t the books as w ell,” pan ted  Fábián.
“ All righ t, you can do th a t another t im e .”
T he lad fe lt th a t tw o determ ined hands were doing w hatever they  w anted w ith  h im — 

m aking h im  sit dow n and th en  lie back on som ething soft. H e  no longer cared about any
th in g  and did no t pro test. All he said now  was:

“T h is bed was always here to o .”
“ O f  course i t  was.”
T he fa ther set his son stra igh t as he lay there  and spread a b lanket over h im . Fábián was 

about to  fall in to  a heavy sleep when he heard  the  m ocking w ords:
“ T here you are, professor.”
H e  w ould have liked to  answer som ething, indeed his m o u th  sta rted  m oving, b u t only 

an inaudible whisper issued from  it. In ano ther m om ent he was asleep, w ith  no wish to  
know  o f  anything, fo r he fe lt very con ten t a t the  bo ttom  o f  his deep p it.



C L A S S  S T R U G G L E  A T  S I X  A . M .

by

E N D R E  G E R E L Y E S

“ Boy,” shouted  old P ityó Koleszár, his stentorian  yell h ittin g  m y ears like a bugle call. 
“ Come in  here, boy!”

W hen  I  caught sight o f  h im  I tr ie d  to  steal away w ith  a b en t back, m y flesh 
creeping, b u t his loud exposure o f  m y attem pted  manoeuvre to  by-pass h im  paralyzed me. 
I tu rn ed  back, and, p u ttin g  on  an expression o f  joy—at least I  hoped to  look pleased—I 
entered th e  com partm ent. T hree  heavy form s were seated on  the  synthetic green leather: 
o ld  Pityó Koleszár, old Sajgó, and Bimbi Szabó. In the  raw February dawn our tra in  was 
speeding along the  line ; outside was m urky darkness prom ising cheerless weather. W h at 
w ould have been the  natural th in g  to  do? T o  fling open the  door and step in  w ith  a warm , 
friendly greeting?—after hearty  handshaking all around plunge in to  a loud and lively 
conversation in the  sp irit o f  th e  patriarchal trad itions o f  the  village, bask in  the mellow 
atm osphere o f  affection and feed old P ityó’s paternal em otions like a p e lic a n ...  Instead, I 
grinned mechanically and racked m y brains for a p retext. M y real reasons were unacceptable, 
bu t maybe, i f  I said I was cram m ing fo r an exam . . .  Yes, th a t was i t ! I  continued desperately 
to  weigh th e  possibilities o f  escape.

O n m y way to  th e  sta tion  I had m et M ik i Bátonyi, a fo rm er schoolmate and chum . W ith  
th e  sober tactlessness o f  a m ore or less rested  m an, M ik i had  thum ped m y back and alluded 
to  h is own happiness: “ W hy don’t  you get m arried, m y dear old fellow?” he asked lustily . 
“ Life is no good alone in  th is  heartless, unfeeling w orld ; there  is no th ing  like a k id  toddling  
and peeping ab o u t!”  In  p itch  darkness, slipping over the  w et railway-sleepers, he then  and 
there  took  ou t his pocket-book and showed m e photographs o f  his k id . By m atchlight. 
(H e displayed no few er th an  tw enty-four.) I  had  slept a to ta l o f  two h o u rs ; th e  celebration 
sta rted  as a q u ie t glass o r tw o had grow n long. I h adn’t  even slept o f f  m y intoxication; 
I fe lt sick, m y head was aching, and all I w anted was to  sleep. T o  sleep, o r to  w ithdraw  
from  everybody and give m yself up to  ascetic thoughts. “ G et m arried, m y dear boy,” M ik i 
Bátonyi had  ra ttled  on, “you know my wife, b u t w ait a m om ent, you haven’t  seen her fo r 
ages; let m e show you w hat a nice little  wife she has become, look!”  (A nother twelve pho to 
graphs.) A nd w hile I listened to  th is happy head o f  a fam ily, m y heart was filled w ith dark 
thoughts . M ik i, you ox, I  th ough t to  m yself disrespectfully, you sober ass you, you 
pachyderm  w ith  an orderly m ind, th a t is why I have never been able to  look on you as 
a really tru ly  close friend. C an’t  you feel th a t now, th is m orning, I ’m  no t interested in  e ither 
your k id  o r your p re tty  wife? Are you, my friend, unable to  understand how difficult i t  is 
fo r me to  go away, because even after tw o years I am still hom esick and i t  is hard  to  leave 
E d ith  beh ind’ I  am  discontented, upset, deranged like a haystack afte r a hurricane, and 
here you come and ta lk  to  m e about your balanced spiritual life . . .

ii
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M y anger began to  evaporate only when the  tra in  arrived. I boarded th e  last carriage, 

which prom ised to  pro tect me from  M ik i’s happiness; in  m y joy a t having got r id  o f  him  
I waved an airy good-bye. T here stood M iki under the  electric bulb, beckoning, po in ting  
to  his wedding-ring and im ita ting  the  gestures o f  nursing a baby. T hen  he tu rn ed  and, a fte r 
a final wave o f  the  arm , sta rted  o ff tow ard the  factory. H e w ould no t even be late, the  scoun
drel. H is figure was lost in  the  gloom, and life began for m e. I was going to  find a decent 
com partm ent, read ten  m inutes, and then  sleep u n til Pest.

“ Boy,” shouted old Koleszár, his earsplitting  yell falling on m y ears like a blow. “ Com e 
in  here, boy!”

“ Good m orning, Uncle P ityó ,” I  m uttered , exasperated. “ O ff  on a tr ip ? ”
“ Yes, to  Pest. Fancy, my boy, a t my age, to  a school! T hey’ve p u t in  a new  m achine, 

th a t’s why. N ow  I have to  take a refresher course.
“ Are you playing ulti*?”
O ld  Pityó looked a t me, appalled, his large belly heaving in  disapproval.
“ You have become quite  a townsm an, haven’t  you? Confusing u lti w ith  snapper. You 

d o n ’t see any talon  here; a fte r the  first round there ought to  be one, old ch ap !”
“ Come o n ,” sm iled Bimbi Szabó, fidgeting w ith  the  collar o f  his railw aym an’s uniform , 

“ come in, come in !”
“ You know, son”—I stared a t Uncle Pityó, terrified, nerving m yself fo r th e  com ing 

series o f  anecdotes and jokes fit to  m ake the walls trem ble— “you rem ind me o f  th e  Cartwright 
o f  Verebély. H e , too, left his hom e, and . .

“ Even i f  you are a city-m an now, my fine young fellow”—I glanced a t old Sajgó w ith  g ra ti
tu d e ; I was fam iliar w ith  his frequently  repeated remarks, bu t i f  he kep t Uncle Pityó from  
telling  the  story o f the  Verebély Cartwright th en  le t old Sajgó m ake a nuisance o f  h im self— 
“even i f  you live in  Pest, you can come in, you w on’t  catch any lice!”

“ W ell, w ell,” Bimbi sm iled, still fidgeting, “well I n e v e r . . . ”
G od in  heaven, stand  by m e in  m y sad predicam ent! And tell me, w ould you go in  i f  

your head were buzzing and your eyes heavy w ith  sleep? Uncle Pityó w ill te ll tw o thousand  
anecdotes, and i f  you don’t  laugh he will give your fa ther to  understand th a t you are sad 
and ill and Pest girls o f  easy virtue have ru ined  you; O ld  Sajgó w ill no t cease fo r a m om ent 
to  adm onish you to  love your poor parents if  they  were such fools as to  have you educated, 
because every k id  wants to  sit on  his fa th e r’s head when he rises in  th e  w orld. “ You are 
only puppies, all o f you, m y boy.” Bimbi just smiles all the  tim e, repeating  h is inquiries 
about “ how we live, w hat we do, when we shall m arry” ; he is only seven years m y senior, 
he do esn 't dare to  trea t me as a boy b u t never th inks o f  conversing w ith  m e as an equal. 
A fter all, I won’t  go in!

“ W ell?” Uncle Pityó began to  grow im patien t. “ W ill you take a hand?”
M y blood was up . W h a t i t  am ounted  to  was th a t they  d id n ’t  b o th e r abou t th e ir  

dow ncast young neighbour, they  sim ply needed a partner. Because o f  Bim bi they  were 
playing snapper, fo r Bim bi is s tup id  and gets m ixed up  when it  comes to  b idd ing  in  
u l t i ; once, a t th e  canteen, they  le t h im  have i t  in  blows. O f  course, they  w ere r i g h t ; 
i t ’s best to  play snapper w ith  four.

“ T hanks, U ncle Pityó, b u t I ’m  sorry, I ’m  expecting a friend  to  get in  a t V izslás .”
B im bi gaped and excitedly b u tto n ed  his sm ock.
“ W e d o n ’t  stop  a t V izslás. Y our f r i e n d . . .  th a t boy w ill never ge t on  th e  tra in  

th e r e . . . ”

A popular game of cards.
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C onfound you, B im b i!
“ I am  reading fo r an exam, I m u st s tu d y ,”  I cried in  despair.
O ld  Sajgó, w ho had been on th e  a le rt and w atching fo r an o pportun ity  to  take offence, 

now pounced like  a jaguar, d .lig h tin g  in  th e  situation .
“ W hen  a schooled young m an finds no pleasure in  th e  com pany o f  his fa th e r’s friends”  

— he go t ou t a cigar, cracked i t  gently w ith  his fingers, then  lighted i t  and puffed away 
m editatively  (get i t  over w ith , dam n you)— “he may take h im self off, where he likes!”

“U ncle Sajgó,” I tried  to  jest, my tee th  chattering, “th is is the  last carriage. T here is 
no place to  go .”

W ith  his evil-sm elling cigar, th e  old m an m ade a sign to  in tim idated  old Pityó.
“Y our dea l.”
“Y ou know ,” I  m um bled  w ith  flam ing cheeks, “th a t e x a m .. .  I have to  go over tw o- 

hundred  pages before Pest.”
Bim bi u n b u tto n ed  his sm ock sym pathetically; old Sajgó sm oked his cigar viciously. 

I t  m ade m e furious. T o  p u t i t  m ore precisely, I was beginning to  w ork m yself up in to  a 
frenzy  a t th e ir  obtuse, tactless insistence. I ’ve go t to  learn, I kep t saying to  m yself. So I 
sh u t th e  door like a sneak-thief, and burdened w ith  the fear o f  having com m itted  a m ild form  
o f  class betrayal I crept on stealthily . B ut there is nothing fo r it, I absolutely have to  sleep. 
I opened the door in to  the large com m on com partm ent. O ne fam ily was eating ham  w ith  onions, 
th e  m em bers o f  another had  taken off th e ir  boots and were snuggling down fo r a daybreak 
nap , and th ere  could be no doub t about som ebody’s being provided w ith  m arc brandy. 
Like some dirty-grey , disgusting gas the  a ir rolled around th e  lam p, and th en  m y eyes 
suddenly ligh ted , in  th is inferno, on Freddy Gulyas. R ubbing his boots steadily against 
th e  lea ther seat, Freddy Gulyás raised his chubby little  p ink  hands; he leap t tow ard  m e, 
scream ing a t th e  to p  h is voice. H is parents sm iled and nodded proudly . I  fled w ith  
bloodshot eyes.

I fe lt m y way along th e  accordion-corridor connecting th e  two carriages; the  w orld 
resounded w ith  ra ttlin g  and thunder, tw o iron  sheets m oved under m y soles, and w reathing 
steam  encircled m y body. For a m om ent I  toyed w ith  the  idea o f  staying there , bu t th en  I 
pushed th e  door open in to  th e  next carriage. I  stepped in , already regretting  m y decision, 
and w ent on as i f  com m anded by a strange w ill, p u ttin g  one foot in fro n t o f  the  other, 
and in  a m om ent o r tw o found  m yself face to  face w ith  M rs. Csobánkai. H e r  im posing 
features beam ed w ith blood-curdling kindness.

“ H ello , m y boy! H ow  you have grown since I last saw y o u !”
“T h a t was only three  weeks ago, M rs. Csobánkai,” I  took  up  th e  hopeless struggle.
"B ut you’ve changed, to  be sure. H ow  tim e flies! O h  dear, who w ould have th ough t i t  

possible, who indeed? W hen  you came in  I  was as good as flabbergasted to  see w hat a big, 
strong, healthy m an you have becom e!”

“I  am  i ll ,” I  pleaded, fo r I  guessed w hat was coming, “ and sm all, M rs. Csobánkai!”
‘•I just gaze a t all o f  you youngsters glowing w ith  h ealth ,”  she shrugs one o f  her powerful, 

a th le tic  shoulders, “while we are progressing tow ard  th e  grave.”
“ You are as fit as a fiddle, M rs. Csobánkai!”
“ Yes, m y child. You are young and strong, though you d o n ’t  know it.  By evening I 

feel a stitch  here, a tw inge there , in  m y spine, w ith  th e  pain  shooting in to  my w aist, fo r 
all the  w orld like a curse.”

T h e  stream  o f  words w ent o n ; there  was no stopping her. I  stared a t he r like a lunatic, 
w atching her n im ble  m ou th  and w andering w hether she possessed the  power to  hypnotize. 
W h y  should I  have come here otherw ise, like this, w ithou t any a ttem p t a t resistance or
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escape? N o  one can escape he r a t hom e either, once she has m ade up her m in d  to  ta lk . I  
looked a t her gaping m outh , m ulling about w hether o r no t I  should stop  i t  w ith  m y h a t.

“ T he o ther day I said to  your m other, I said ‘th a t boy o f  yours has grown rem arkably 
ta ll  and strong. D on’t  you rem em ber? H e  as good as grew up  on m y p lum  tree .’ A nd 
your m other laughed, ‘never m ind  even i f  he has deserted your p lum  tree, his younger b ro ther 
is glad enough to  clim b in to  his place, isn’t  he?’ Your b rother is a terrib le  rascal, you may 
take  m y word fo r i t . ” W ith  the back o f  her left hand she w iped her m outh , th is she-devil 
incarnate. “ O ne day last sum m er I heard voices calling from  the  garden, ‘M rs. Csobánkai 
your p lum s are being sto len .’ O u t I rushed, wondering who the  th ie f  could be. W ell, w ould 
you believe it? T here  they  sat, th e  tw o o f  them , th a t boy R obi and your b ro ther, in  the  
tree , shouting, ‘I t  is we who are stealing your plum s, M rs. Csobánkai!’ Poor M ariska, th a t 
boy o f hers, Robi, is certainly a doubtfu l blessing and no m istake .”

A  red fog descended on m y brain. I  sprang up, got my bag, tearing  i t  down fro m  the  
rack, and fled, leaving m y h a t behind. So I had  to  rush  back. M rs. Csobánkai was still 
ta lk in g ; she couldn’t  finish so suddenly. “I  feel sick,” I  stam m ered, “dreadfully  sick ,” 
and ran  off like  one possessed.

O utside, in  th e  cold, deserted corridor, I  leaned m y drooping, stooping back against 
th e  dark brown com partm ent wall. A shooting pain  pierced m y spine and m igrated  to  my 
waist, fo r all th e  w orld like a curse. Enough, I  have had enough! I have had enough o f th e ir  
loud-m outhed kindliness, th e ir thick-skinned fam iliarity! M y eyelids are burning w ith  
fatigue, the  m em ory o f th a t booze is still ham m ering in  m y brain . I  am  going to  cut th e  
th ro a t o f the first acquaintance!

I  staggered on, a t the  heigh t o f to rm en t, and then , fascinated,I was b rough t to  a standstill.
O ver the  com partm ent door a p late said “ N o Sm oking.”
O ne m an was sitting  inside th e  com partm ent, reading. T h is was th e  first tim e I had  

seen his calm , serious face. Puritan  tranquility—at closer inspection th rough  th e  glass, 
subdued severity—seemed to  em anate from  his character. M aybe th a t was w hat held 
back the  surging crowd, w hich fell back before th e  wall o f  th is  sanctuary as i f  repelled 
by an insurm ountable barrier. M aybe he has no acquain tances. .  .

I  entered th e  com partm ent reverently and cleared m y th roat, w ondering w hether a 
reserved bow w ould no t be m ore appropriate .

“ Good m orn ing .”
T he prepossessing stranger raised his tran q u il gaze. H is  voice sounded softly  sonorous 

as he re tu rn ed  m y salutation.
“ M orn ing .”
T he welcom ing sm ile on his narrow , in telligent face relieved and absolved his countenance 

from  im polite isolation, w ithou t being d isto rted  by th e  slightest trace o f  provoking 
pleasantness. I fe lt proud  o f  having analysed his in tentions to  such perfection w ith in  a single 
second and equally p roud  o f  understanding them .

I  settled  down w ith  a happy sigh, restraining my pulm onary activity  lest i t  should d istu rb  
th e  o th er m an. As he took  up  his book, I  caught sight o f  th e  title . T h is is by no m eans 
an indiscretion; i t  is ra ther a sign betw een com panions-in-arm s, just as a kn igh t o f  a fron tier 
fortress m ight have contem plated his com rade’s sword or halberd. M y com panion was 
reading H em ingw ay in  English. I  cannot read H em ingw ay in  English, b u t I like h im  
very m uch in  H ungarian .

H aving m et his in te lligen t blue (or grey) eyes, I tu rned  away m y glance, startled . H e  
raised his eyebrows slightly and sm iled. I understood. H e  accepted and re tu rned  m y 
in terest while encouraging me to  take  th e  next step. How ever, I  was n o t so sure o f  th is,
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a t th e  m o m en t; I  should have hated  to  squelch the  developing consonance by a dissonant 
chord. W e sat reading, the  tra in  rushed on, and as 1 glanced aside a bevy o f  sparks sped 
past the  black window. W h at a m arvellous sight. For h a lf a m om ent I forgot my neighbour 
and adm ired th is g littering  crazy mass o f  ligh t, to  discover w ith  a thum ping  heart, when 
I  looked up, the  same spellbound absorption on h is face. Yes, th is was the  next step— or 
sign, i f  you like. T he th ird  I undertook m yself a fte r some vacillation. I closed m y book, 
p u t i t  down on the l ittle  tab le , and raised m y eyes—to  m eet his sm iling look. H e  was the 
first to  speak.

“ M arvellous, isn ’t  it? From  th e  age o f  six I ’ve always been fascinated by th is  sigh t.”  
“Very beau tifu l,” I  assented greedily, while my wavering joy was spoilt by m y inability  

to  say anything b u t such a silly phrase. “V ery beau tifu l!”
“I shouldn’t  like to  d istu rb  you”—b u t I  could te ll by his expression th a t  he knew  how  

little  he d isturbed m e.
“ O h, b u t yo don’t—no t a t a ll.”
I  should have liked to  b ite  o ff m y head! W hile  I  longed to  be engaging and w itty , I 

could bring ou t only such tedious, lukewarm , inane phrases, hang it  a ll! I looked a t h im  
w ith  envy and adm iration ; unobtrusive politeness and friendly tac t seemed to  be in  his 
blood. I d id  no t w ant h im  to  take me for a provincial blockhead.

“ Are you fond o f H uxley?” he asked, poin ting  to  my book.
“I ’m  n o t,” I replied w ith  a shade o f defiance. “ H e  is an extrem ely cold m an .”
“ But highly in te lligen t.”
Slightly p u t ou t by his schoolm asterly superiority, I  re itera ted  in  a tone coloured by 

irrita tion :
“ Yes. A dazzlingly in te lligen t halfsm ile in  th e  corner o f  h is m ou th  and nothing else. 

N ever to  take a stand, o r a side!”
“ T h a t is no t th e  chief trouble, bu t th e  abnorm al size o f  his b ra in .”
I  hoped he w ould no t notice th a t  th is sentence was beyond m e. For a m om ent I fe lt sad 

and scared. Inwardly I tried  to  justify  m yself by rem em bering th a t in  our studies we had 
n o t yet reached H uxley. W h at a duffer I am . I t  was fo rtunate  I d id n ’t  blab i t  ou t like a 
frigh tened  schoolboy.

“ Are you a m otorcycle cham pion?” he asked w ith  a sm all laugh, and I was a t a loss 
w hat to  th in k  o f  his m ild  im pertinence.

“ W hy should I be a m otorcycle cham pion?”
“You look like one.”
T his struck hom e, because he was righ t. M y shoulders are too  broad fo r m y height, m y 

ways are affected, and my inborn  shyness is ap t to  m ake m e rude. I  lack elegance and ease. 
I  tried  to  retaliate  gaily:

“ I ’m a m ud-w restler.”
“I  play centre-half,” he appeased me w ith  a fa in t sm ile, and again I found  h im  fascinat

in g ; he played on m y m oods as on an instrum en t. T h is m an seemed to  radiate calm  self- 
consciousness and superiority, and I watched him , enchanted. H e held ou t his hand, and 
fo r a m om ent I was filled w ith  a m ixture o f  hope and despair. I f  his handshake was half
hearted , snake-like, I could afford to  be disappointed, bu t if  I was disappointed there would 
be no m ore conversation. H is palm  was pressed against m ine, his fingers clasped m y hand 
quietly , strongly, bu t w ithou t any boasting. Fine!

“ H ere, Joe, th is  w ay!”
T h is shouting echoed ruthlessly down th e  corridor, shattering  th e  silence, to  be prom ptly  

follow ed by savage tram pling  o f feet and banging o f  doors. A fter the  dism ay connected w ith
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th is  sudden alarm , we were overtaken by the  hopeless de term ination  o f  those faced w ith  
d ea th : the  enem y had broken in , all was lost!

T he door was rudely flung open w ith  such noise and vehemence th a t I fe lt as i f  someone 
had h it me in  the  face. People rushed in, rolled in . T he a ttack  was headed by a wom an o f 
about fo rty , wrapped in  a wooly black shawl so closely th a t  only her hard, suspicious w hite 
face gleam ed in  th e  darkness. W ith  rapid ly  snapping words she gave instructions, saying 
little  b u t in a peculiarly sharp voice th a t go t on one’s nerves. T hey puffed and tu rned  about 
w ithou t tak ing  any notice o f  us. I  was dazed by th e  w eight o f  th e  heavy blows th a t rained 
down on m e. I had  no t yet been able to  assess th e  true  m agnitude o f  the  danger. T he noise 
and m otion  m ade m e pull m yself together. T hey dressed and undressed, threw  about 
a lo t o f  bundles, baskets, and bags, ignoring us all the tim e  w ith  a sort o f  stupid  obstinacy. 
T hey never though t o f  u tte ring  a word o f  greeting or th a t the  leader w ith  the  shawl should 
bawl less loudly. T hey panted . I have often  found  th a t travelling enthralls villagers, bu t 
1 have never encountered such a borderline case. They sat dow n and I began to  scrutinize 
th em  w ith  masochistic in tensity . T hey were four. T h e  younger wom an, who showed a 
ridiculous resem blance to  the  elder one, was s itting  in  a fur-collared jacket, w ith  a kerchief 
on her head and boots on he r feet. H e r severe face was s ilen t; i f  her voice is as unpleasant 
as her m o th er’s i t  is b e tte r so, I thought. T he young husband played th e  leading part, 
grinning rig h t and left b u t avoiding a tu rn  in  our d irec tion ; his long, sparse black ha ir was 
falling on bo th  sides over his big ears. U nder his nose he had a m illim etre-th in , irresistible 
Gable-m oustache. H e  m ust have been the  pick o f  the  basket in  the village, a D on Juan—  
who deserved his wife. T he little  boy was fou r; he stared  w ith  his m o ther’s vacant 
tac itu rn ity , and his nose was d irty . H e  k ep t sniffling; there  was noth ing m ore to  be said 
about h im .

“In  short, they  looked in to  th e  figures and found th a t th e  house could be b u ilt fo r a 
hundred and forty  thousand. T h a t was w hat made Gazsi box the  engineer’s ears.”

“Joe, Joe,” th e  m other-in-law  re turned , “i f  you were there  you should have stopped 
h im !”

“ T he deuce I should! Gazsi drives h im self; he w ould hardly  ever leave th e  m ine i f  we 
were to  let h im  stay. Drives h im self like the  d ev il! W hile  the  engineer calculates.”

“ T h a t’s no t th e  way to  p u t th ings righ t, Joe.”
Joe go t excited; i t  was no t enough th a t th e  m other-in-law  yelled, so d id  he. H is  h a ir 

v ibrated as i t  fell on bo th  sides; he tried  to  be form idable. You are no th ing  like w hat I  fig
ured  th e  heroes o f the  battle  fo r coal to  be, Jo e !

I  glanced a t m y travelling com panion w ith  a brotherly  sm ile. H ang  i t  all, th is  is fate, 
one m ust p u t up  w ith  it, a t least one gets some fun  ou t o f  w atching them . I looked a t the  
grey-eyed m an. T o  m y astonishm ent the  H em ingw ay-m an stared  severely before him , no t 
looking up fo r a m om ent. H is  eyes were v irtually  glued to  th e  window, perhaps to  escape 
from  the  m other-in-law ’s dangerous p rop inquity . H e  was silent, his face betrayed regular 
anger, and I sensed even m ore th an  fury—hatred .

T hen  the  first m iracle came to  pass. T ough Joe gave us a quick, sidelong glance. H e  w ent 
on  talk ing , his voice growing still louder and m ore voluble. I pricked up m y e a rs ; he was 
speaking of Pálfalva, o f his in ten tion  to  go and live there  and take the  tram  to  Terenye. Per
haps because he m entioned m y village, o r because I found his noisy v ita lity  m ore w inning 
th an  his w ife’s cool, tongue-tied  im m obility , m y a tten tion  was tinged w ith a fa in t serenity. 
Good idea, to  move to  m y village, Joe. A nice l ittle  tram , th a t is where I learn t how to  court 
th e  girls. I t  took us to  Etes to  b a th e . . .  I t  w ill do very well fo r you, Joe. I f  only th a t  blasted 
k id  w ould stop  sniffling now and th en !
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T he grandm other, perhaps activated bp m y look, began to  grope in  he r clothes, brought 

ou t a handkerchief, and w iped her grandson’s nose. Good fo r you! Now the  fam ily was alm ost 
bearable, though  the  speechless m other m igh t have th ough t o f  i t  herself, her head being 
em pty  enough to  take in  the  idea. I  w ondered why th e  young w om an never opened he r 
m outh .

Joe, on th e  o ther hand, continued to  shout. See, Joe, you m ig h t adopt some o f  your w ife’s 
silence; you needn’t  bawl as i f  you were afraid in th e  dark. So I am  also liable to  shout when 
I  argue? I  shout because I have go t used to  it, and form erly  I  used to  shout when I  was 
frightened. I was in tim idated  by those stand-offish, soft-spoken young Lipótváros gentle
m en, th a t’s why I spoke so loudly; bu t w hat in  the  w orld is there  to  be afraid o f  here, Joe?

D on Juan stopped talk ing  fo r h a lf  a m inute  to  catch his breath , and th a t was when th e  
second m iracle came to  pass. T he young wom an raised he r head and spoke:

“ W e shouldn’t  have taken  th e  fast tra in .”
“D ra t i t , ” scolded he r m other, b u t the  stiffness o f  he r face m elted  in to  a sm ile, “why 

sh ou ldn 't we? I to ld  you I  w anted  to  see i t  once inside, w hat i t  looks like. W ell, i t ’s 
lovely.”

T hey were beginning to  collect th e ir  belongings, preparing to  get off. T hey had travelled 
only two stops—I m ean the  tra in  had stopped a t only two places. O ne gets used to  tram  stops. 
T hey stood up, packed and p u t on th e ir th ings like soldiers; they  p u t little  Joe on his feet, 
and no one bothered  to  wipe his nose. T hey gathered one ano ther together and crowded 
around the  door. T h e  silen t wom an rem ained sitting  fo r an extra m om ent, bu tton ing  her 
jacket and passing th e  back o f  her hand  across her m outh .

Somewhere, deep inside, I  could no t help sm iling. T he iron-faced elder w om an was r ig h t; 
one m ust see i t  for oneself. I f  one hasn’t  go t fa r enough to  see i t  in  fo rty  years, one m ust do 
so in  the  forty-first. A cheer fo r th e  m other-in-law !

I  had le ft M rs. Csobánkai too  suddenly, in a veritably insu lting  m anner. H ad  m y conduct 
actually p u t a stop  to  M rs. Csobánkai’s flow o f  words? W ho knows? I know the  unfailing 
antidote fo r it: once she said to  m y m other, “You know, m y dear, I can enjoy a good chat only 
w hen th ere ’s no ‘gen try’ about in  the  neighbourhood, because when I sm ell the  like i t ’s 
as i f  m y tongue were being tied  down, goodness only knows w hy.” M y m other nodded as
sent, no tw ithstand ing  he r usual way o f  laughing a t M rs. C sobánkai; she said th a t i t  was 
m uch th e  same w ith  her. O f  course i t ’s all wrong, b u t som ehow one can’t  forget the past 
so easily.

W ith  a slow sm ile I  realized  th a t  fo r th e  first tim e in  m y life I  had  been taken  fo r a 
gentlem an.

I  gazed afte r them , and perhaps because m y though ts had been w ith  m y people a t hom e 
m y heart was suddenly warm .

An unexpected m ovem ent on th e  p a rt o f  m y com panion in te rru p ted  m y reverie. T h a t 
anger curbed by self-control gradually faded from  his face as he le t down th e  window. A ra in  
o f  ashes and a suffocating sm ell o f  gas invaded th e  com partm ent. T o m y questioning look 
he shrugged his shoulders am iably and said :

“I  loathe the  sm ell o f  p a ils .”
I  sat dum bfounded. These words pressed m e to  m y seat. I  stared  a t h im , w atching h im  

as he settled  down cautiously, gingerly, crossing his well-shod feet lest his trousers should 
get soiled. I fe lt the  blood rush  to  my h ead ; I sprang u p ; I could not, w ould no t control m y
self. I seized the  handle o f  th e  w indow  and w ith  th e  power born  o f  h a tred  pulled  i t  up  vio
len tly ; i t  cracked like  a  le f t hook.
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E N C O U N T E R

by

L Á S Z L Ó  K A M O N D Y

Tw o m en were trudging  along th e  dike by th e  stream . M átyás Kun was pushing a wheel
barrow, and János Meggyesi, beh ind  h im , was em pty-handed. T hey stopped a t the  river 
bend. M átyás Kun surveyed th e  Zala, where th e  w ind ruffled the surface o f  the  river, while 
Meggyesi stared a t the  youthful greenness o f the  earth .

. T he water, yellow w ith  m elting snow, flowed past them , alm ost b rim m ing over the  to p  o f 
th e  dike. T he trees on  e ither side had begun to  pu t fo rth  th e ir  buds and the grey elder- 
bushes showed the  tip s o f  th e ir  tin y  leaves. A little  fu rth er off, the  pale green stalks o f  spring 
wheat waved in the  south w ind.

“I ’ll take over,” said Meggyesi, bending dow n for th e  wheelbarrow.
M átyás Kun watched a while longer the  slow, m ajestic flow o f  the  w ater; th en  he too set 

ou t a fte r Meggyesi.
T hey were tak ing  borrowed grain to  repay th e  joiner a t Anna m anor who had  helped th em  

out w ith  sowing seed a t the  tim e o f  the  land reform .
M átyás Kun was the first to  notice th a t som eone was com ing tow ard  th em . H e  saw h im  

as soon as the  m an tu rned  down from  the bridge.
Gáspár Fodor, who was once the  land lord’s coachman, had  a suitcase sw inging from  his 

hand.
A few paces behind h im , a second short, stoutish  m an came dow n from  the  bridge.
“ Let m e take i t  now ,” said M átyás Kun.
H e  spoke a t th e  p o in t where th e  filthy w ater o f  S tinky D itch  poured in to  th e  river. T he 

Z ala  widens a t th is spot, th e  banks are higher, and a view opens up  all the  way to  the  steeple 
o f  the  neighbouring village.

M átyás Kun lit  a pipe, Meggyesi a cigarette. T hey tu rn ed  th e ir  faces to  the  south, let
tin g  the silky w ind stroke them , standing and gazing tow ard th e  lim its o f the  land  and the sky.

“ Someone’s coming tow ards us,” said Meggyesi, who had  only ju st noticed as he was 
looking sideways.

“ You know th em ,” said M átyás Kun. “You know  b o th  o f  th em  w ell.”
Meggyesi was a m an o f  sm all stature, m obile and m uscular like a m oun ta in  horse. H is 

m eek brown eyes strained suspiciously, w ith  child-like alarm , a t the  person who was ap
proaching them .

H e  only saw one m an, and even h im  he d id  no t recognize.
"Is i t  two? You say there  are two? Ah yes, so there  are. Looks like som ething m oving 

behind h im .”
M átyás Kun tu rn ed  away.
“ W e’ll w ait fo r th em  here,” he said.

i
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T he tw o m en came closer and closer. T hey could no t have been m ore th an  tw o hundred 

paces off now, approaching a t a leisurely pace.
Meggyesi recognized Gáspár Fodor now too.
“ L ook,” he said. “I t ’s th a t lousy Gáspár.”
Gáspár Fodor corresponded w ith  the  landlord, Gusztáv T im oróczy. T h e  people a t the 

m anor had heard th is from  his wife and from  the postm an.
“Surely no t?”
“ Surely no t w hat?” asked M átyás Kun, as i f  he d id  no t even suspect w hat Meggyesi 

m ig h t be th ink ing  or referring to .
“W ell, w hat people say?”
M átyás Kun knew  full well w hat people were saying.
“ . . .T h a t he w rote a le tte r  to  say he was com ing back,” continued Meggyesi, h is eyes 

still peering a t the  dike.
"Yes, th a t’s T im oróczy all right, behind h im ,” answered M átyás Kun.
T h e  first th in g  János Meggyesi thought o f  was w hether M átyás Kun w ould greet h im  

or no t. H e  decided th a t i f  Kun greeted the  landlord  he w ould do so too.
“ Is i t  really T im oróczy?”
“I  saw him  as he tu rned  down from  the bridge,” answered M átyás Kun.
“A nd even i f  Kun doesn’t , ” though t Meggyesi, “ i f  Tim oróczy greets us first, I ’ll touch 

m y ha t as well. I ’m  behind h im  anyway.”
T h e  tw o m en could no t have been more th an  a hundred paces from  th em  now. T hey also 

had a rest.
“ T h ey ’ve stopped ,” said Meggyesi.
“ M aybe the  suitcase is heavy,” M átyás Kun answered m eekly.
Meggyesi became restless, very restless.
“ W h at a d irty  ro tte r! Sm uggling him  back by a round-about p a th !”
M átyás Kun said no m ore, t ill  Gáspár Fodor again seized the suitcase. S talking like a reg

ular liveried coachman, indeed as though the  suitcase were em pty, Gáspár Fodor headed for 
them .

“ T he wheelbarrow’s standing just r ig h t,” said Kun, the  sk in  tigh ten ing  in  bunches across 
his bony face, “ just r ig h t.”

I t  stood a b it awry across th e  pa th  on to p  o f  the  dike, blocking the  route.
“ Do you w ant to  fight?” asked Meggyesi in  alarm , and he recalled th a t T im oróczy once 

had his sick wife taken in on his coach, and th a t some four hundred acres o f  the  land th a t 
had  been d istribu ted  would have to  be restored, so rum our had it.  These two thoughts now 
alternated  in  his head w ith  trem endous rapid ity .

Gáspár Fodor, and Tim oróczy behind h im , came closer and closer. T hey  slowed th e ir 
steps, b u t they k ep t coming;

T hey m ust have been about ten  paces o ff when M átyás K un w hispered in  a suppressed 
tone  to  M eggyesi:

“ W e’re no t giving way, János!”
“ W h a t’s to  come o f  th is?” th o ugh t Meggyesi, b u t he d id  n o t move, and he d id  no t speak 

e ither to  encourage or to  dissuade his friend. H e m erely gave a slight cough, clearing his 
th ro a t in the  same way as when, as one o f T im oróczy 's labourers, he had gone to  ask the land
lo rd  for som ething.

Gáspár Fodor stopped a few  paces from  the  wheelbarrow, and, as though  he had got w ind 
o f  th e  passions raging in  M átyás Kun, he g reeted  h im  w ith  affected h u m ility  b u t also a touch 
o f  reserve.
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“ Good day. W here  to , old chap?”
M átyás Kun peered a t th e  river. Meggyesi behind h im  raised his arm  alm ost to  h is ha t.
“ W ell, the  squ ire’s r e t u r n e d . . . ” said Fodor, and repeated again, “he ’s re tu rn ed .”
M eggyesi gave a cough, and M átyás Kun looked silently  a t th e  water.
Gáspár Fodor stepped a l ittle  to  one side, and now T im oróczy greeted them .
“ Good day, m en. W here  are you bound for?”
M átyás Kun stood beside th e  wheelbarrow, his back to  Meggyesi, b u t i t  was as though 

no one had said anything.
“W h at is i t ,  János? D on’t  you even recognize m e any m ore?” asked T im oróczy.
M átyás Kun shrugged his shoulders, and Meggyesi, though  he w ould have liked  to , 

could no t bring h im self to  say anything. But fro m  now on i t  was T im oróczy o f  w hom  he was 
m ost afraid.

“ Brother M átyás, hey ,” chuckled Fodor, try in g  to  give m atters a jocular tw ist, “you seem 
to  have gone d eaf since th is  m orn ing .”

M átyás Kun was still staring a t the  w ater. Q uietly , betw een his tee th , he h issed :
“ Call a leech your b ro ther, no t m e!”
Fie d id  no t even tu rn  tow ard  the  land lo rd ’s coachman.
Meggyesi k ep t w ondering w hat w ould happen i f  M átyás Kun d id  n o t move th a t  wheel

barrow . W hat— w hat on earth.—would be th e  outcome?
M eantim e the  w ind had com pletely abated. T h e  river’s back was sm ooth.
Gáspár Fodor looked tow ard  T im oróczy.
“ M átyás,” T im oróczy now said, w ith  th e  tone o f  a squire try ing  to  be friendly . “Surely 

you don’t  w ant us to  cross th e  river o r S tinky  D itch?”
M átyás Kun d id  no t answer.
“ . . .  O r are we to  wade th rough  the  m ire?” and w ith  a wave o f  his arm  he indicated  the  

w ater-logged m eadow on th e  le ft bank.
Meggyesi w ould have liked  to  be able to  see th e  eyes o f  M átyás Kun, his liquid-green, 

clever eyes, to  see w hat he w anted, to  get some guidance on  how he was to  behave.
“ M átyás!” T im oróczy’s voice was harsher now, and he fished ou t a piece o f  paper from  

his pocket. “You had  your dose o f  trouble  in  ’n ineteen! You ought to  have learned from  
t h a t . . . ”

M átyás Kun tu rn ed  his head, b u t only his head, to  one side.
“ . . .  M y fa th e r saved you from  being beaten  to  d ea th .”
“A nd th e  squire gave you a liv ing ,” added Gáspár Fodor.
“A nd he once had  m y wife taken  in  by coach,” th o u g h t Meggyesi, “th e  tim e  she fell 

from  the  a tt ic .”
“ You heard m e, God dam n i t ! ” shouted Gáspár Fodor. “ M ove th a t con trap tion  or I ’ll 

kick i t  to  b its! D o n ’t  ju st stand there, d ’you hear m e?”
“ N ow , th en , keep calm  m en ,” said T im oróczy.
M átyás Kun stood quietly  m otionless beside his wheelbarrow.
“ O r you take i t  away from  here, b ro ther János, fo r C hrist’s sake,” continued Fodor, again 

seizing th e  suitcase.
Meggyesi m oved and cleared h is th ro a t in  th e  great silence.
“ N o t m y barrow ,” said Meggyesi, gathering  all his courage. “ T his wheelbarrow’s no t 

m i n e . . .  i t  belongs to  M átyás. ”
M átyás Kun glanced back a little , no t m ore th an  a backward flash o f  his eye, by way o f  

encouragem ent. Meggyesi fe lt a w arm th  running  through h im  at th a t look.
H e  had given a good answer, one th a t had  pleased M átyás Kun.
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“W ell, aren’t  you going to  sh ift it? A ren’t  you going to  budge, dam n it? ” shouted Gáspár 

Fodor, his face growing livid. “T ake it,  take it ,  o r else— 1”
M átyás Kun b en t slightly tow ard  th e  wheelbarrow.
“ T h is barrow ’s m ine, ju st like th e  land  I ’ve been given.”
“You’ll be wishing you could hand i t  back, le t m e te ll y ou ,” yelled Gáspár Fodor. 

“T he tim e w ill come for you to  foo t th e  bill for your rule, d o n ’t  you w orry !”
A t these last, unm istakable words, a shudder w ent th rough  Meggyesi. But all the  hurts 

he had suffered, all the  old hurts crowded in to  his heart a t once now, and th is roused a sort 
o f  resistance in  h im . H is m ounting  tem per sent a trem o r over his body.

“ N ow  then, go slow, just go slow ,” said T im oróczy, and h is whey-coloured eyes opened 
w ider th an  usual one m om ent, b linking back th e  next.

“ Bloody h e ll!” said Fodor, w hipping h im self in to  a still h o tte r  tem per as he stepped 
r ig h t up to  th e  wheelbarrow.

T h e  body o f  M átyás Kun became ta u t ; he stood up stra igh t and looked Gáspár Fodor in 
the  eye.

“ T his wheelbarrow’s m y property, and i f  anyone touches i t  I ’ll ru n  h im  th ro u g h !”
Gáspár Fodor suddenly stooped dow n to  shove th e  wheel off th e  p a th . M átyás Kun was 

quicker. H e  jerked the  wheelbarrow back, th en  sent i t  forward, th rusting  i t  w ith  all his 
m ight.

T he land lo rd ’s coachman splashed backward in to  the  river w ith  b o th  arm s outstretched. 
F irst only his left foo t slipped off the  dike, bu t th e  rig h t followed.

H e  could n o t find anything to  grasp.
“ W h at have you done?!” shouted T im oróczy, looking terrified  and aghast a t his fo rm er 

coachman, now struggling in  th e  w ater.
Gáspár Fodor had a good d rink  o f  the  filthy, clayey-yeliow w ater and gasped for air. 

T hen , since he could no t swim, he began to  th rash  about crazily, w hirling in  tow ard the  m iddle 
o f  th e  river.

H is hat had flown off his head as he fell, and having now overturned i t  swam and swam 
dow nstream , as though it  had been p u t ou t to  beg.

T im oróczy looked a t his form er coachman, a t a loss as to  w hat to  do, th en  to o k  hold o f 
his suitcase. I t  was only when he was some distance off th a t he shouted:

“Y ou’ll—you’ll answer fo r th is  som ew here!”
Meggyesi was frightened as he watched Gáspár Fodor flailing the water.
“You’ll answer,” yelled T im oróczy, hurry ing still faster in  the  opposite direction.
Gáspár Fodor, gasping for air, coughing and spewing w ater from  his m outh , was heading 

fo r the  opposite bank. All o f  a sudden he subm erged. By the  tim e he surfaced again, he was 
once m ore a t the  m iddle o f  th e  river.

“ T here’ll be trouble, M átyás, m ark  m y w ords,” said M eggyesi softly. “ W e ought to  
pu ll h im  out som ehow .”

M átyás Kun watched the  river stonily.
“ L et h im  pull h im  o u t,” he said slowly.
Meggyesi d id  no t reply bu t stepped back and sta rted  looking fo r a long branch or some

th in g  o f th e  k ind .
How ever, there  was no th ing  suitable near them .
" H e ’ll drow n, M átyás, he ’ll d row n,” Meggyesi k ep t repeating.
Gáspár Fodor was again being sw ept tow ard  the  shore, b u t some tw enty  o r th ir ty  yards 

fu rth e r down. T he way he was spinning he m igh t have been taken  from  a distance fo r a 
playfully frolicking bather.
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“I f  only he w ould reach i t ! ” sighed Meggyesi aloud, w hen Gáspár Fodor was hardly a 

few  feet from  the  opposite bank.
H e  d id  reach it, b u t he could no t clam ber ou t.
H e  laid  his righ t arm  on the  dike, th en  rested  a while before he slowly pu lled  the  left 

up beside it.
M átyás K un’s bearing relaxed, and he took  a deep breath . H e  seized the  handles o f  the  

wheelbarrow, rearranged the  sacks and set off. H e  d id  no t even cast a glance a t Gáspár 
Fodor as he passed him  on th e  opposite bank, nor a t Meggyesi behind him .

And Meggyesi follow ed behind h im .
T he Z ala flowed slowly past, heavy w ith  m elting  snow, clayey yellow, alm ost brim m ing 

over the  top  o f  th e  dike. T h e  w ind rose again in  the  south, and the  pale green fields o f  w heat 
fu rth er off, as well as the  sedge on the riverside m eadows opposite, whispered as they  swayed 
to  th e  tune  o f  the m ounting  south  w ind.
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I S T V Á N  C S U R K A

Down where even th e  whale and the  fish cannot see, dow n a t the  b o tto m  o f  the  sea, 
h a lf  way between Europe and Am erica, lying prone in the  little  hom e he had squeez
ed apart for him self, there  dw elt a m an called M ihály Pásztor.

T he bottom  o f the deep sea is covered by a layer o f  rust-red  ooze, sm ooth as a m irror, 
soft and cold, and the  eternal caresses o f  the  infinite sea have m ade it  level and flat as th e  
w ater itself. T his is w hat the  m other earth  is like everywhere under the  oceans, and i t  is 
only near the shores th a t i t  begins to  rise, to  have its  weeds and sands. F u rth e r in, down 
in  the  depths, there is a m onotonous u n ifo rm ity : no  hills, no m ountains o f  A tlantis, no ligh t 
and no life.

All the way betw een th e  N ew  W orld  and Europe, M ihály Pásztor was the  only rebellious 
disturbance, the only m ound upon the  plane surface. Form erly, before those who had sunk 
w ith  h im  and the ship itse lf had been consum ed by the  salt w ater, M ihály Pásztor had lain  
in  the  com pany o f  m any little  m ounds. However, these once-living creatures and th e ir ship 
had  no t been able to  stand  up to  the  dark, th e  cold and, above all, the  pressure. T hey had 
d isintegrated, and th e ir shreds had been taken off by the  deep-w ater current th a t descended 
w ith  im perceptible slowness from  the N o rth e rn  Arctic. T hey had been churned up and 
dispersed in the  digestive spaces o f  the  great waters, th e ir organic parts cast to  the  creatures 
o f  the w ater fo r food, while the  inorganic, hard  m atte r was after a great struggle sim ply 
sh ifted  down south tow ards the Equator, where i t  was forced to  w ander till finally even 
th e  iron  would crum ble to pieces.

So M ihály Pásztor stayed alone in  th e  A tlantic. H is  body squeezed a bed fo r itse lf 
in  the rust-red  ooze around h im , ne ither cram ped nor spacious—just rig h t for his size. 
T h e  cold corpses o f  tiny  algae, corals and foram inifera d rifted  down from  the  dark firm am ent 
o f  the sea and covered h im , as loess w ill do w ith  those on  land. N o t a th ick  layer, fo r the  
broad sea stream  th a t billowed down from  the  n o rth , the  lower, opposite p artner o f  the  G u lf 
Stream , kep t washing and .washing it  off h im . T h is heavy d r if t im parted  a gentle trem o r 
to  his grey beard th a t now reached down over his chest, and it  kep t wiggling the  end o f  string  
th a t dangled from  the calf-skin satchel which lay beside his left arm.

For m any long years M ihály Pásztor was m otionless in  his abode, since he was pressed 
hard by the  w eight o f  th e  sea, frozen by its coldness and num bed by the  dark. For it was 
only a t m ountain-top  height above h im  th a t th e  w ater began to  have waves, the  rays o f  
th e  sun could penetrate only to  a depth  o f  twelve hundred feet, and the  tiny  scratches o f  
th e  ships’ furrows were dissipated w ithout a trace by th e  skin o f  the sea, way above.

M ihály Pásztor nevertheless go t on qu ite  well w ith  th is  solitude, and particularly  w ith  
th e  pressure. I t  was in  fact th e  pressure th a t k ep t h im  together. H e  too w ould long ago have
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decom posed in to  his composite cells to  serve as food fo r the  fish, large and sm all, and for 
th e  m inute  phagocytes, i f  he had  no t in  his life above learn t th e  trick  o f  living under 
pressure and had no t now been able to  exploit the  enorm ous w eight o f  the  sea th a t rested 
upon him , m aking use o f  i t  for his own benefit. In his case, however, the pressure exerted 
on  h im  from  all sides squeezed h im  together, compressed h im , and though it  was true  th a t  
i t  w ould no t let h im  move, no t so m uch as bat an eyelid, fo r th e  pressure penetrated  between 
his very fingers, under his arm pits, and ran down his th roat, i t  also gripped his heart and 
preserved it, even though  it  d id  no t perm it it to  beat.

W h at is m ore, the  pressure w ould no t let his soul ou t either—it  too was squeezed in to  
h im , though som ewhat hardened. A nd solified inside his head were all his m em ories, his 
desires, and even a song:

“I t ’s grease th a t  m akes th e  cartwheel tu rn  well,
Com e on girls to  H am burg , b id  m e farewell.
T he galley-ship in H am burg I ’ll be boarding,
So long girls, to  Am erica I ’m  going.”

M ihály Pásztor could no t forget anything, because he w ould have had  to  move in  order
to  forget.

W hen  he had become so fa r compressed, however, th a t his flesh became as hard  as his 
bones had been, and his bones as hard  as diam onds, he m oved anyway. H e  incorporated 
th e  pressure. H e  drew  th e  w eight, the energies o f  his constriction, in to  him self, and afte r 
his b irth  w ith in  the  body o f the  forces engendered by the  load he began to  w ink, then  he 
drank  o f the  salt w ater around h im . H e used it fo r food and drink . H e could no t stand up 
yet a t th is stage, because i t  took  some tim e fo r him  to  regain his streng th  and th e  circulation 
o f  th e  new blood was slow to  get started  in  th e  cold. So he w aited  w ith the  same patience 
th a t  he had shown before.

U p above, th e  battles o f  tw o W orld  W ars scratched th e  back o f  the  w ater, b u t he d id  
n o t notice them .

Then, one day in  about 1945-50, he fe lt th a t a hum an body had sunk down beside h im  
in to  the  ooze. I t  was hardly an a rm ’s distance from  h im . W ith  a trem endous effort he tu rned  
on h is side, b u t he could n o t see it, because i t  was dark . H e strained his eyes fo r tw o m onths, 
b u t in vain. T hen  he became fed up  w ith  th is and w ith  an even greater effort drew  h im self 
up  to  its side, qu ite  near the  body. As he m oved, he again fe lt how trem endous the pressure 
was, bu t he paid  no heed to  it, i t  could do h im  no harm  now. H e could no t see the body 
even from  nearby. H e  pondered w hat he should do. “ I cannot ligh t a fire,” he thought, 
“ fo r th e  sea w on’t  le t me. I shall never find ou t w hat so rt he is.” H e  sat dow n beside him  
and had his supper. “ H e ’ll decompose like all th e  rest,” M ihály Pásztor concluded. “ But 
I  w ouldn’t  have m inded know ing w hat k ind  o f  stock he came from , whose lo t i t  is now 
to  come dow n here. H e ’ll decompose . . . he’s no  good a t w ithstanding pressure.” H e was 
sorry for him .

H is  curiosity, however, w ould no t let h im  rest. “ I can find ou t by feeling h im ,” he sud
denly realized. “ If, by any chance, h e ’s a H ungarian , he ’ll have a m oustache. If  h e ’s a G erm an 
he’ll be shaven and if  he’s French his h a ir’ll be curly. You don’t  often  have o ther sorts round 
here. H e  m ight o f  course be an Am erican, b u t they  don’t  usually sink a t th is spo t,” he de
cided, and set about feeling.

T he first th in g  his hand encountered was th e  chap’s feet. Slowly groping, he m ade his 
way upw ard. Tow ards his hips th e  sm all change in  his pockets ra ttled . “T he clink  is ju st



like  a two-crow n b i t ,”  he though t, b u t he d id  no t p u t  his hand  in  th e  m an ’s pocket. Good 
heavens no!

By the  tim e he had come to  his neck he began to  suspect th a t  th is  was no Frenchm an. 
H e  was fa t and his neck hung in  folds a t th e  back o f his head. H e quickly pressed his pa lm  
on  his face, and th e  first th in g  he noticed was th a t he had a m oustache. “ Eee by gum ! 
H e ’s a H u n g arian !” he exclaim ed to  h im self, and sat back again to  do some th ink ing .

T h en  he once m ore sta rted  feeling th e  feet. T here  were no boots on them . “ In  th a t  case 
he can only be a gentlem an,” th ough t M ihály  Pásztor, and he again groped his way up 
h im . “ Course he is, he ’s po t bellied!”  N ow  he applied bo th  hands to  stroking his face, 
tugged a t his m oustache and was glad he was there . “ I ’m  sure h e ’s H ungarian . H ow  good it  
w ould be i f  he w ould also be able to  w ithstand  the  pressure,” he lam ented . “ A t least I ’d 
be able to  find ou t fro m  h im  w hat’s up  a t hom e. W e could ta lk  and live like the  fish 
in  w ater.”

In  due course he realized th a t  the  m an w ould no t be able to  p u t up  w ith  the pressure, 
because he was a gentlem an. H is  system  was flabby, he was no t used to  it. “ I ought to  be 
able to  help  h im  som ehow ,” he figured. H e  soon came to  th e  conclusion th a t  i f  he covered 
h im  up w ith  ooze, so th a t  th e  salt juice should no t be able to  gnaw away a t h im , then  even 
th e  gentlem an m ig h t survive and be compressed to  become hard , so th a t a fte r a tim e he w ould 
be able to  speak to  h im . So he heaped ooze on  h im  w ith  b o th  hands and sweated all over, 
fo r i t  was hard  w ork dow n there , under th e  pressure. H e  even stam ped it  down, and w hat is 
m ore, he erected a breakw ater round  his head, so th a t the  currents should n o t sweep the  m ud 
off him .

I t  all happened exactly th e  way he had  p lanned i t .  A few  m onths la te r th e  gentlem an 
m ade a move. H e  quickly scraped the  m ud  off h im  and shook h im .

“ N ever say die, s ir !” he yelled in  h is face.
T he gentlem an stared vacantly in to  th e  darkness and trem bled .
“ Just eat and drink , sir. Y ou’ll be b e tte r then , b u t don’t  take too  m uch a t a tim e, or 

i t ’ll upset you .” H e  considered th a t  th is last piece o f advice was necessary, because he had 
know n above th a t gentlem en were greedy people.

T he gentlem an was conscious now, b u t he dared  no t answer. H e  d id  n o t know yet where 
he w as; he m erely fe lt th a t th e  sound was com ing to  h im  from  th e  left, and th a t its source 
was already aware th a t he, H u b a  Z ichy, was a gentlem an and  should be called sir. “ H ow  
on earth  can th a t  be?” he wondered, instead  o f  rejoicing th a t  he was alive. “ H e  m u st be 
some sort o f  security m an ,” he th o u g h t. “ I t  seems one o f  th em  follows you even beyond 
th e  border.” H e  dared n o t answer, because he was afraid  he w ould w ant to  execute h im  here 
in  hell, o r still worse, to  take h im  back. H e  was afra id  o f  th e  security m an.

M ihály Pásztor, however, th o u g h t he was having his m eal and th a t  th a t  was why he was 
silent.

T h en  th e  gentlem an rem em bered and, having recognized his situation , discovered th a t 
he had died  and was alive and th a t he m ust now necessarily be a t th e  b o tto m  o f  th e  sea, 
together w ith  the  security m an. T h e  only th in g  th a t  astonished h im  was how in  hell he had 
no t noticed “th is bloke up  on board sh ip .” N ext, having become acquainted w ith  the  circum 
stances prevailing on the  sea-bed, he though t th e  security m an w ould n o t be so overpowering 
dow n here either, so he decided to  answer.

“ But w hat should I eat, m y dear com rade?” he asked in  m eek dispair.
But M ihály Pásztor had  never heard  o f  such a title .
“ C om rat, com rat,” he said angrily, “ i t ’s m ore like fish we are, no t com rats.”
From  th is  Z ichy im m ediately realized th a t  his com panion could n o t be a security m an 12
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bu t, judging from  his speech, ju st a sim ple peasant. “ In  th a t case i t ’ll be fine,” he thought. 
“ I ’ve got a w inning case.”

“ W ell, m y m an, w hat am  I  to  eat th en ?” he asked, th is  tim e  com m anding to  be fed. 
“T he sea,” said M ihály.
T he gentlem an th ough t fo r a w hile, th en  realized th a t  th e  “ crafty peasant” was righ t, 

he could no t eat anything else here. So he, too, ate  and drank. N o t as a m atte r  o f enjoym ent, 
b u t to  satisfy his needs. “I ’ll be eating b e tte r stu ff soon,” he though t. “T h is fine ooze will bear 
fru it, and the  m anpow er’s here as well. I ’ll have a larger estate here th an  I had  above. G rand .” 

M ihály Pásztor in the  m eantim e waited h a lf  patiently , h a lf  anxiously, fo r his companion 
to  finish eating. H e d id  no t w ant to  d istu rb  h im  w ith  his questions before then , though  they 
were crowding to  the  tip  o f  his tongue.

“T h ere ,” said Z ichy w ith  satisfaction, as though  he were closing a clasp kn ife. “ I ’ve 
eaten bette r in m y life .”

“ W e l l . . . ” g run ted  M ihály w ith  a sm ile and w aited fo r the  gentlem an to  begin strik ing  
up an acquaintance. A fter a l l . . .  But Z ichy d id  no t speak. H e  preferred to  converse w ith  
h im self, and w ould have liked to  bring  a good party  together fo r a game o f  taroc.

“ And w hat k ind  o f  folks live hereabouts?” he asked, adjusting his speech som ewhat 
to  th a t  o f the  peasant, and alm ost adding: “ O f  th e  b e tte r k ind , I m ean.”

“W ell, m ore or less nobody, sir ,” said M ihály, and he fe lt h u rt a t th e  gentlem an’s 
ingratitude. H e d id  n o t even thank  h im  for resurrecting h im , and here he was, inquiring  
stra igh t away about others, w hen he had n o t even asked about h im  . . .  N evertheless he 
re tu rned  a hum ble answer.

“ A wheezy old whale occasionally ventures down here, b u t only once every leap year. 
I t  can’t  stand the  pressure e ither. I know because i t  gives great groans when i t  comes th is 
way and its bones c re a k . . .  For w e’re down, sir, a t the  very depths, alm ost in  hell. T he 
pressure’s very great here, sir, very g re a t. . . ”

“ N o t th a t i t ’s m uch less above,” said Z ichy  w ith  a laugh.
M ihály did no t quite  understand this, com ing from  a gentlem an, b u t he rem ained silent. 
A fter a w hile, he nevertheless struck up  again. “ D on’t  be angry, sir, bu t I ’d like to  know  

w h a t’s up a t h o m e . . .  A fter all i t ’s no t long since you’ve come away, sir, and I don’t  even 
know how m any years i t  is since I ’ve been here. I  was dead fo r a while to o ; in  fact i t  was 
1899 when I left Szalonta. T here m ust have been a great deal o f  change since t h e n . . .  m any 
people m ust have d i e d . . .  perhaps even the  m agistrate’s died, he was an old m an when 
I l e f t . . .  M aybe even th e  King isn ’t  th e  same either. Francis J o s e p h .. .  W e’ve go t O tto  
in  his place I s’p o se . . . ”

“ W e w anted  to ,” th o u g h t th e  gentlem an, “ b u t we couldn’t . ” O u t loud, however, 
he m erely said :

“T here is no H ungary  any m ore, m y m an. T here was, b u t there isn ’t .  She’s finished. 
She’s been destroyed and ravaged, and her thousand-year-old o rder’s been u p tu rn ed .” And 
he added jok ing ly : “She’s dead because she loved too h a rd . . . ”

“ W as it  the  T u rk s again, sir?”
“ N o , m y good m an, th e  R usskies.”
“ You m ean th e  Russians, do you?”
“ Yes.”
“ M ay th e  sk in  shrivel on th e ir  b o d ie s .. .  So they  can’t  le t us be. W h y  in  ’48 , i f  they  

h ad n ’t  come like a lo t o f lo c u s ts . . .  T hey gave poor Kossuth a rough deal.”
T hey were silent fo r a w hile.
“ T h en  we’ve got th e  T sar fo r k ing now, have we?” inquired  M ihály.
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“ N o, S ta lin ,” said the  gentlem an w ith  a chuckle.
“ W h o ’s th a t?”
“ You’re too stup id  to  understand th a t, m y good m an ,”  answered th e  gentlem an. “ H ow  

could I e x p la in . . .  A k ind  o f  T sar you know , b u t . . . ” H e  d id  no t know  w hat to  say. 
“ But an a theist. G et m e?”

“D ear oh dear,” said M ihály, shaking his head.
For about tw o days n e ither said so m uch as a word to  the  o ther. (It should be explained 

th a t  th e  days and n igh ts all seem as one dow n there, so th a t  you loose your sense o f tim e.) 
Z ichy pondered on  how  he could obtain  some m oney, how  he could bring a semblance 
o f  order to  th is  place under th e  sea, so th a t  th is piece o f  m anpow er should no t be sitting  
there  in idleness. H e  th ough t about obtain ing  some grain to  sow, and th a t i t  w ouldn’t  be 
a bad idea i f  a ballet-g irl happened to  fall overboard one o f  the  steam ers above. . .

M ihály in th e  m eantim e was fre ttin g  over w hether to  ask th e  gentlem an i f  taxes were 
h igh  a t hom e. For he was afraid  th a t the gentlem an m igh t take offence i f  he asked him  about 
th e  tax; moreover, he m igh t n o t be able to  give h im  accurate inform ation , seeing th a t he was 
never pressed w ith  a taxes up  above—on th e  contrary, since they  were pa id  to  h im , he w ould 
never have found them  too h i g h . . .

"D ear oh dear,” he sighed, b u t Z ichy  d id  n o t vouchsafe an answer.
H e  said i t  again.
“D ear oh dear, i t ’s a hard  life ,” he said by way o f  emphasis, b u t Z ichy  still rem ained 

silent. “ H e ’s asleep,” he th o u g h t. “ H e ’s lazy—a real gentlem an. Even th e  sea doesn’t  
change th e m ,” and he nudged h im  w ith  his elbow. Z ichy, w ho really was asleep by now, 
sta rted  up.

“ W h a t’s up?” he grunted.
“ I beg your pardon?” said M ihály, pre tend ing  he had had  nothing to  do w ith  it.
“W h at are you nudging m e for?”
“ M e? I t  wasn’t  m e. I t  m ust have been a carp or a sheat-fish th a t bum ped  against you, 

sir. Look ou t, th e  pike are ap t to  b ite .”
“ Go o n ,” said Z ichy deprecatingly. “Those are fresh-w ater fish.”
“ Y ou’re te llin g  m e, you jackass,” th o u g h t M ihály, b u t he le t h im  go on w ith  his superior

airs.
“ T hen i t  was probably a bream , sir .”
“T h a t’s a fresh-w ater fish to o .”
“ W hy, fo r us th is w ater’s also fresh by n o w . . .  h a h a . . .  fresh as your m o th er’s m i l k . . .  

fresh as one o f those fine hom e-baked loaves. . . ” H e  paused a little , th en  tu rn ed  to  th e  essence 
o f  th e  m atter. H e  d id  no t w ant to  plunge in to  the  very m iddle  o f  it ,  so he asked:

“ H ow  m uch is a q u in ta l o f  wheat a t hom e now?”
“ W e had an inflation, b a rte r’s th e  only way i t ’s w orth selling.”
“ W ell, th a t w ouldn’t  m atter, if  only i t  w eren’t  fo r th e  t a x . . .  fo r those ta x e s . . .  i t ’s 

the  tax  th a t  always h u rts the  poor m an w o rs t. . . ”
“I t  can h u rt  your lo t to  your hearts’ con ten t now ,” said th e  gentlem an sarcastically. 

“T he land’s yours, you pay yourselves, h a h a . . .  O f  course, only i f  you can afford to .  . . , ” 
and he po in ted  upward, tow ards th e  surface o f  the  sea.

M ihály was silen t fo r a fo rtn ig h t afte r th is . H e  pondered, he d id  no t understand, he had 
a vague suspicion, b u t he dared  no t even suspect, u n til finally he screwed up  courage to  ask: 

“ W ho d id  you say the  land belonged to , sir?”
“ W ho, w ho,” yelled th e  gentlem an furiously ; “ th ey ’ve d istribu ted  it, m ine too, th ey ’ve 

to rn  i t  to p ieces. . . ”

1 2 ’
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“ T o th e  people?”
“ O f  course, to  who the  hell else? N o t th e  cobblers, you can be sure .”
“T he p riests’ too?”
“ Yes."
N ow  M ihály  knew, and he was again silen t fo r a long tim e. H e  fe lt th a t  his h eart beat 

m uch b e tte r th an  before, and he could even stand  up now. H e  took  first little , th en  bigger 
walks in  th e  neighbourhood.

T hen , one day a t about dawn, he slung his satchel over his shoulder and w ent up to  the  
gentlem an.

“ W ell, I ’ll be off now, G od bless you sir ,” he said and set ou t.
“ W here are you off to ?” Z ichy  yelled a t h im .
“ H om e. I came away on account o f  the  land  and I ’m  going back on account o f  i t . ”
“ N o t an in ch !” said Z ichy, also standing up. “ Surely you w o u ld n 't leave m e here alone 

a t th e  b o ttom  o f  th e  sea, in  th e  dark?”
“ W hy, who looked a fte r m e, fo r God knows how  m any years n o w . .
“ T h a t’s none o f  m y b u s in e ss .. .  I say, w ha t’s your nam e?”
“ You te ll m e, s i r . . .  I ’m  a t hom e here, and i f  I  d id n ’t  re— ’’ b u t he stopped  h a lf  way 

th rough  the  word, because he d isliked boasting.
“I ’m  H u b a  Z ichy ,” said th e  gentlem an w ith  negligent arrogance.
M ihály grew qu ite  red—his face became the  colour o f  the  ooze on  w hich he stood.
“ From  Szalonta?” he asked.
“ Yes, th a t’s one o f th e  places where I  had  a thousand acres.”
“ T h en  we have some accounts to  se ttle ,” said M ihály quietly .
“ I don’t  owe anyone anything, i t ’s the  w orld a t large th a t  is in  deb t to  m e,” roared Z ichy.
“ Q uite  righ t, so am  I ,” replied M ihály and seized th e  clothes on  th e  gen tlem an’s chest, 

then , as fa r as th e  great pressure w ould perm it, sm acked h im  on th e  face.
“ T h a t was m y deb t to  you, for I  am  M ihály Pásztor fro m  Szalon ta .”
A nd he set o ff to  find th e  D anube, to  see where i t  flowed in to  th e  sea. O nce he found  

th e  Danube, he could easily w alk up  its bed to  the  T isza ; there  he w ould again travel 
a good distance u p  to  th e  Kőrös rivers, and he w ouldn’t  clim b ou t before V árad. F rom  there  i t  
w ould be easy to  reach Szalonta. H e  w ould find his way all r i g h t . . .

T he gentlem an cried afte r h im  in  despair, ran  about r ig h t and left, and had  no idea w hich 
way to  follow h im . M ihály had gone a good way, great clods o f  ooze had  stuck  to  his boots, 
b u t he still heard his lam ents. H e  grew sorry fo r h im .

“ T ry  and rise ,” he shouted  back. “ I f  you manage to  sw im  up to  th e  surface o f  th e  w ater 
you m igh t easily have some ship pick  you up and take you to  A m erica.” H e  form ed a funnel 
o f  his hands in  fro n t o f  h is m outh , to  be able to  shout.

T h e  gentlem an took  h is advice and sta rted  sw im m ing upw ards. H is  body and soul d is
in tegrated  so sm oothly and evenly in  th e  upper regions, w ith  th e ir sm all pressure, th a t  
he d id  no t even notice how  he had become food fo r the  salt-w ater fish th a t  frolicked about 
gaily up there.

M ihály, however, w alked and w andered under the  w ater, along th e  infinite ocean bed. 
H e  fe lt his way along th e  shores o f  Africa and Europe and everywhere tas ted  th e  juices and 
th e  fish o f  the  river estuaries, b u t he found  none th a t had  a H ungarian  flavour. H e  was sad 
on  these occasions, b u t he d id  no t lose his confidence. A m id great difficulties he clim bed up 
the  saddle o f  the  S tra its o f G ibraltar, and there  he was, inside th e  M editerranean. H e  was 
glad th a t th e  w ater was warm er. H e  now m ore frequently  came across his native flavours 
and finally, having waded over in to  the  Black Sea, he found  th e  estuary o f the  D anube. T h is
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was th e  first tim e  he took  a rest. H e  sat dow n and enjoyed th e  scents o f  hom e. H e  had 
a good supper and p u t  some fine, fresh-w ater hair-w eed under his head w hen he w ent 
to  sleep. H e  only set ou t again th e  next m orn ing  when th e  sun had reached down to  th e  
b o ttom . For here i t  d id  reach the  bo ttom . H ow ever, hardly had he taken a few paces in  the 
low-pressure fresh w ater b u t he  had to s it dow n. H e  was ou t o f  breath . B ut by now he could 
even feel th e  sm ell o f  th e  lands about Szalonta from  tim e to  tim e. H e  was n o t used to  the  
fresh w ater and th e  low pressure, b u t  he set ou t again, anyway. H is  ankles swelled, as though 
he h ad  a h eart disease, and they  were filled w ith  w ater.

A t th e  Iron  G ate  he  inquired  o f  the  fish. H e  was surprised how few  o f  them  spoke 
th e  H ungarian  language. T h en  one o f  th em  to ld  h im  to  go fu rth er, fo r H ungary  only began 
some way up.

A nd so he w en t. Slowly, pan ting  and gasping. Even his satchel grew heavy fo r him , 
though  he had  never in  his life fe lt its w eight.

F irs t only his ha ir began to  fall, then  his nails also became loose. H is eyelashes and brows 
follow ed.

H e  looked fo r th e  T isza, b u t he could n o t m anage to  find i t  through e ith e r its flavour 
o r its  cu rren t. “ T h ere ’s no denying, i t ’s a long tim e since I le f t ,”  he though t. “ M aybe 
th ey ’ve regu lated  th e  T isza  again.”

But by th e  tim e, considerably later, w hen he stum bled  over th e  wreckage o f a bridge 
he had becom e very weak. H e  looked ou t and he saw th a t Buda and Pest stood on th e  tw o 
banks o f th e  R iver.

“ I ’ve come beyond th e  T isza ,”  he  though t, and lay down because he  fe lt very tired . 
H e  was choking, and he gasped fo r w ater. H is  heart hardly beat by now . H e  tu rned  on his 
face, dug h im self in to  th e  ooze, spread ou t his arm s and gripped the  m ud  w ith  his hands. 
H e  tried  to  em brace the h ea rt and he sobbed, though  he had never cried before in all his life .

T h e  bells had  ju st starced ringing a t Szalonta w hen he w ent to s le ep . . .



T H E  L I A R

by

E N D R E  F E J E S

O n  sum m er evenings we w ould sit up  on th e  back o f  th e  bench, close to  one 
another like th e  birds on  th e  wires, our legs dangling in th e  air, playing ou r m ou th - 
organs. W henever we heard  the  bushes in  fro n t o f us rustle  we w ould leap to  the  
ground, ready to  ru n  away. But i t  was no t th e  park-keeper who appeared; i t  was he, 
th e  liar. H e  never used the  paths. H e  m oved freely, like th e  fish in  the  waters o f  
th e  ocean, stra igh t across th e  carefully tended  lawns and shrubs o f the  square, and th is 
too  was one reason we all adm ired h im  so m uch. O n  occasion the  park-keeper would 
give chase, and then  he w ould show h im  a clean pa ir o f gym -shoe heels, tu rn ing  back w ith  
a laugh every now and th en  as the  distance betw een them  increased. L ater he would again 
emerge from  one o f  the  bushes and begin, w ith  a serious expression, to  tell one o f  his un
likely stories. T here  were also tim es when the  park-keeper caught h im . T he cane came 
th udd ing  down on his back as he was taken to  the  police sta tion  a t the  corner o f Kenyérmező 
S treet. Som etim es he was sum m oned to  appear before the  Juvenile C ourt a t Szerb Street, 
and we w ould then  gaze a t him  w ith  awe and reverence. H e  la te r to ld  us th a t  the  police 
m agistrate had called h im  “sir" and asked him  to stay in the cell for four hours. T here were 
tim es when he disappeared for days on end. W hen  he cropped up again he asked for a fag- 
end and am id great puffs to ld  us th a t he was living a t th e  G rand H ote l H o te l Palatínus on 
M argaret Island a t the m om ent, because his hom e was being fum igated against bugs.

“ T he ceiling o f th e  hotel is pure glass, the  m oon shines in , and when I  lie down on the  
silk  bed I count th e  stars. In  the  m orning I ring  the  bell and a whole goose liver is brought in  
on  a magnificent silver dish. A nd the  p o rter salutes m e.” A t th is he spat forcefully a t th e  
pebbles because th e  nicotine was irrita tin g  his tongue.

L ater his fa ther, a one-eyed, surly tin -sm ith  came down, gave h im  a good h id ing  w ith  
his belt, th en  dragged h im  hom e by the  scruff o f his neck. H is desperate shrieks could be 
heard  fo r a long tim e, from  way down a t the  end o f  Berzsenyi Street.

N ow , as he stepped out from  the  dark bush in to  the pale ligh t o f  the  gas lam p, like a m is
chievous little  goblin fam iliar w ith  all the arts o f  sorcery, he silenced us w ith  a single wave o f 
his hand. H is  outstretched pa lm  held a gadget w ith  a black disk covered w ith  w hite  and red 
num bers. In  an im patien t flurry he explained the  rules, th en  drew  up  his eyebrows and  
shouted ;

“ Everyone placed th e ir bets? O ff she goes!”
H e  pressed the  bu tton , the  tiny  ball o f  bone spun sw iftly round, and in  a m atte r o f  m in 

utes he had lost e ighty fillers. H e  sent the gadget flying, dispatched a contem ptuous, sardonic 
sm ile in its wake, th en  sat down on a bench and gazed stra ight ahead. W e offered h im  a 
cigarette and asked h im  to  te ll us a story.



H e looked up  a t th e  dark  sky, the  tip  o f  his cigarette glowed red, and he quietly  began 
his tale.

“ Early in  th e  m orning, when th e  sun rose, I  w ent up  Eagle H ill. I lay down on a w hite 
rock and gazed a t the  sun as i t  clim bed up  to  the top  o f the  Insurance Building tow er. 
T here was a haze o f smoke over th e  city b u t i t  couldn’t  hide th e  sun. T iny  lizards sun
bathed  by m y side. I  took off m y vest and pressed m y back against the  cool stone. Suddenly 
a lovely girl came tow ards m e. H e r blouse was snow -white and her h a ir was so long it  
reached dow n to  her waist. And its  colour was like the  leaves o f  the  chestnut tree on the  big 
playground, when they begin to  fall. She sat dow n by m y side and to ld  me her name.

“ ‘A nna.’ Yes, she was called Anna.
“I broke m y apple in tw o and gave her one o f  the  halves. W e sat fo r a long tim e, watching 

the  Danube. I t  was as blue as he r eyes. She lives far away, very far, fa rth e r th an  we could see. 
She p u t her hand out to  show m e where, b u t there  was only m ist where she pointed.

“ ‘By S t. A nna’s lake.’
“T h a t’s where she came from . T here the  m ountains are h igh  and th e  fir trees reach up  to  

th e  sky. T he people live in  sm all houses and you’re allowed to  clim b up the trees because 
there’s no ground-keeper in  the forest. You can bathe in  the  lake and there are goldfish in  
i t ,  like in  th e  zoo.

“She asked m e to  go w ith  he r and she w ould be m y wife. A nd I prom ised I w ould go. 
T h en  she kissed m y m ou th  and w ent away because she had som ething to  see to . And I ’m  
going away Vvith her tom orrow , fa r off, and you’ll never see me any m ore . . . ”

H e  was a good way off, his tiny  figure illum inated  by the  last gaslight a t th e  corner o f  
Légszesz Street, when our fury  erupted  and we th rew  stones a fte r h im  as we shouted:

“You’re lying, liar! You’re lying, l ia r!”
But a t n igh t, when we cuddled up under our eiderdowns and slum ber overcame us, our 

m ouths watered w ith  sweet reminiscence, we sauntered am ong firs th a t stretched to th e  
skies, and the  trees were th e  colour o f A nna’s hair.

. . .  A year flew past, we no longer sat on the  back o f  the  bench, and our m outh-organs 
had  long become rusty. W e oiled our hair, and stared w ith  eyes feverishly aglow at the  girls 
who came by from  the  neighbouring civic school. W e argued in  thickening voices, vehem ently 
and excitedly, as though about to  go fo r each other, and our whispering sounded like a 
decrepit, hoarse and wheezy brass tru m p e t when someone blows in to  i t  to  give i t  a try .

There was one g irl w ith w hom  we were all in  love. H e r curled auburn  hair, her perplexed, 
wide-open eyes, tiny  mouse tee th  and sharp tongue caused a trem o r o f  excitem ent to  pass 
th rough  m e as well. She knew  th a t she was beautiful, and also th a t i f  she looked us in  the  
eye, or happened to  le t her tau t, resilient arm  come up  against ours, or i f  we fe lt the  w arm th 
o f  her hips as we sat close beside her on the  bench, we w ould grow dizzy  like insects flying 
around the  fire th a t  singes them . A nd w ith  low ered eyes we w ould stare confusedly onto our 
perspiring hands.

W e com peted a t solving puzzles and we ran races, strain ing  our lungs to  the  last and 
gasping fo r a ir as we reached the  end where she stood. T h en  she would laugh in ringing tones 
and flash a k ind  smile to  reward the pale, sw eat-bathed, bu t happy w inner. She played w ith  
us, and we engaged in  fantastic  feats, feeling th a t we were defying life and death. W e 
fought w ith  tight-clenched fists, sm ashed th e  oblong glass o f  th e  gaslamps w ith  pebbles, 
jum ped over the  bench w ith  bo th  legs a t once and p u t fire to  the  waste paper basket in w hich 
th e  park-keeper collected th e  b its o f  paper he had harpooned w ith  his poin ted  stick.

W e sm oked one cigarette after another, draw ing long puffs deep down in to  our chests. W e 
had a constant feeling o f  nausea and a t tim es we fe lt i t  w ould be best to  die.
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O nly he rem ained as he had been.
W hen  the  lam p-ligh ter stretched his long stick in to  th e  dusk and concluded his grave cere

m ony a t the  last lam p in  the  square, he w ould pa rt one o f the bushes and appear. W e sat 
tigh tly  huddled together on the  bench while he leaned against a tree  and indifferently spat 
pum pkin-seed shells ou t in  fro n t o f  h im . W e clam oured noisily, asking h im  to  tell us a 
story. H e  sm oothed back his hair, w hich drooped over his eyes, and when he started  speak
ing we became silent.

“V ery long ago there  used to  be a huge brick-works. I t  was the  largest in  th e  w orld. An 
enorm ous num ber o f people worked there, and th e  chim ney sm oked n igh t and day. T he 
people quarrelled and were wicked to  each other, so th a t w ater e rupted from  the  ground and 
a t dawn one day i t  swallowed up th e  whole place. N ow  they  are working under w ater and 
m ay never come up again.

“I  w ent there  today and had  a look.
“ T he w ater above th em  is like a m irror, w ith  only an occasional bubble here and there. 

T here is an old fisherman in  a boat, and he to ld  m e th a t the  pond was bottom less. T h a t i t  
swallowed up everything, was deep and bottom less. For years they have been pouring gar
bage in to  i t  by th e  cartload, b u t i t  swallows i t  up and its surface stays sm ooth. Sedges grow 
all round th e  shore and b irds live there.

“I  laid  on  m y belly in the  boat and tried  to  peer under th e  w ater, b u t all I  saw was dark
ness. I  shall go ou t a t daw n tom orrow  and sw im  dow n to  th e  b o tto m . . . ”

W e all sta rted  shouting.
“You’re lying! People can’t  live under w ater! You can’t  live w ithou t air. L iar! Fancy 

sw im m ing to  the  b o ttom  o f  a bottom less p o n d !” A nd one o f  us severely fired the  crucial 
question a t h im :

“W here is th is  pond?”
W e watched h im  w ith  tense joy, w ith  th e  adolescent’s m alicious gloating over seeing 

ano ther caught, and, giggling, we nudged each o th er’s sides.
H e  gazed up aloft, as was his hab it, as though  aw aiting help  from  there , and th en  

qu ietly  said:
“ A t Lenke Square, a t th e  corner o f Fadrusz S treet, where th e  w ind always blows from  

th e  hillside caves. T h a t pond there is bottom less.”
A t th is he nodded to  us, stepped over th e  th in , ou tstretched wire, and disappeared among 

th e  bushes.
O ne day th e  g irl w ith  the  curled ha ir asked him , laughing:
“W ell, have you been to  th e  b o ttom  o f  the  bottom less pond?”
H e  looked a t he r fo r a long tim e and answered seriously:
“ N o. I  haven’t  had tim e  to  y e t.”
T he girl laughed ironically, and he said to  h e r qu ietly :
“You’re b eau tifu l.”
T h e  g irl was confused, now, and avoided his eyes. W e stared  a t th e  two, flabbergasted, 

n e ither laughing no r able to  understand w hat was going on.
“ T ell us a story ,” said th e  girl, casting a flirtatious sideways glance a t h im .
“I ’ll bring  you a lovely present. M ore precious th an  silver, dearer even th an  gold, be

cause i t  has the  colour o f  the  rainbow  on it. I ’ll go away now, because I ’m  travelling fa r fo r 
it .  O nly  I  know where i t  is and only I can fe tch  i t  from  there . W ait fo r m e and I ’ll bring 
i t  you .”

T he girl listened to  h im  w ith  he r eyes wide open, and sadly, tim id ly , she ask ed :
“ W hy do you always te ll lies?”
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A nd he answered qu ietly :
‘‘I  always te ll th e  t ru th .”
O u r supressed jealousy now burst ou t in  a loud  guffaw o f  laughter.
‘‘Liar! L iar!” and the  walls o f  the  neighbouring gas-works echoed th e  sound.
H e  gave a nervous shudder, perhaps fo r th e  first tim e in  his life.
H e  sm oothed back his h a ir and, straightening his back, surveyed us proudly. T here was a 

supercilious sm ile about his lips as he w ent away.
T he next day he stepped ou t o f the  bush and w ith  great care, as though  he was taking his 

h eart out, produced a tissue-paper parcel from  under his patched sh irt. W hen  th e  sheath 
was peeled off, th e  m illion  colours o f  a peacock’s feather—m ore beautifu l th an  anything we 
had ever seen—shone in his hand. H e tu rn ed  i t  about slowly, as though  adm iring its rich 
and varied splendour. H e  looked a t the  girl, deep in to  he r eyes, and spoke quietly.

“I never lie. I ’ve brought you th is from  afar, from  fierce and craggy rocks. I crawled on my 
belly, hung on by m y nails, and the  sun beat dow n on m e, b u t I ’ve brought i t  you because 
you’re beau tifu l.”

” H e bought i t  in  a shop. F rom  a dealer,” we said when he had gone. T h en  we fell silent, 
fo r the  girl pressed the  silky feather against he r face and w ith  he r eyes aglow gave an odd, 
absent sm ile, as though she knew  a secret.

W e read in the  m orning papers th a t th e  fire-brigade had brought down a young lad from  
th e  steep rocks o f  G ellert H ill, by the  side o f  the  R udas Baths, where he had been looking 
fo r a cast-off peacock’s feather. T h e  crowd who had gathered a t the  foot o f  the h ill excitedly 
watched the fellow in  his m orta l peril, hanging over a precipice by his hands, which clung 
to  a crevice, while his legs churned over the  void. W hen  the  firem an clam bered down the  
ladder w ith him , several m em bers o f  th e  excited crowd began boxing his ears. T he te rr i
fied kid, on  th e  verge o f  crying, p u t up  w ith  i t  a while, th en  w ith  a sudden m ovem ent 
jum ped free o f  th e  ring  o f  people and ran  away. H e  was clutching th e  peacock-feather in 
h is hand.

W hen au tum n came he spent a long tim e gazing a t the  yellowing leaves. T he g irl called 
to  h im  angrily:

“ W h at are you staring a t?”
“D on’t  you see?” he asked sorrow fully. “ A utum n has kissed our square and i t  has gone 

pale. T he trees, th e  grass and th e  shrubs have d ied .”
“ R idiculous,” said th e  g irl. “I t ’s au tum n and th ere ’s no th ing  w orth  staring  a t about th a t .”
H e  th o ugh t fo r a while, th en  in  his qu iet tone began telling  a story.
“ O ne day I v isited a large hall. T h e  walls, th e  beds and th e  people were all w hite. T here 

was a com plete silence and I  walked on tip -to e  so as no t to  break it.  T here  was a bed in  fro n t 
o f  the  window and I  sat dow n there . O u t in  the  garden the  leaves began to  grow yellow, and 
I  saw through  the  open w indow  how a breeze found  its way in . I t  ran all the  way round  th e  
hall and finally kissed m y m other. I t  had  been sent by th e  autum n, I  had seen i t  w ith  m y own 
eyes. A fter th is  she, like th is  square now, grew pale and closed her e y e s . . .  ”

H e  shuddered, as though  he fe lt cold, and tu rn ed  the  collar o f  his coat up on  his lean 
neck. W e d id  no t say a w ord, we d id  no t laugh in  his face, we grew sad.

T h e  girl clung to  his arm , he r eyes showing alarm , and she tu rn ed  on h im  in tearfu l anger.
“You’ve lied  again! You can’t  see th e  w ind. Say th a t you lied !”
H e , th e  liar, looked a t her long and slowly and gave an understanding nod.
“I lied. You can’t  see th e  w in d .”
H e  gently stroked the  g irl’s h a ir and th en  cheerfully began to  whistle.
W hen  th e  snow had fallen and the  wooden build ing  o f  th e  tin y  shelter a t the  edge o f  the

185



1 8 6 THE NEW HUNGARIAN QUARTERLY
square had become a fairy-tale cottage, we m oved to  th e  little  confectioner’s in  L uther 
S treet. T h is was where we sat o f  an evening and spent the  overtim e m oney and tips w hich 
each o f  us m anaged to  scrape together in  our jobs.

O ne evening when he arrived and warm ed up his frozen hands—for during the  day he car
ried  hom e parcels and baskets fo r the  wom en at Teleki Square m arket—after he had eaten 
h is cream  bun and lit  a cigarette we asked h im  to  tell us a story.

H e  leaned back on  his chair, gazed at the  plaster p a tte rn  on the  ceiling and started  talking.
“ O ne dark  n igh t last sum m er, a naughty little  blue star slipped down from  the  sky. I t  

came from  high up and left a b righ t streak behind i t  on th e  dark sky so i t  could find its way 
back. Finally i t  landed by the  surface o f  a lake and was am azed to  see itse lf reflected there. 
C lim bing up on a blade o f  sedge it  rocked to  and fro, laughing happily a t its own beauty.

“A frog came rowing th a t  way on th e  back o f  a tortoise, churning up  the sm ooth water.
“ T he sta r tried  angrily from  its  perch to  shoo i t  off, bu t the  frog w ould no t go. I t  kep t 

circling in  fro n t o f  the star w ith  its boat, driving soft waves against the sedge.
‘“ O h, how ugly you are!’ cried the  star, and the frog called up angrily:
‘“ T h a t m ay be, bu t I ’m  a t hom e and you can’t  send m e away!’
“T hey  sta rted  a long argum ent, and the  population  o f  th e  lake were divided in to  two 

camps.
“ ‘Send i t  away. I t ’s got no business to  be here,’ said th e  long-necked stork.
“ T he yellow-clad duck was o f  a different opinion.
“ ‘W hy? T h a t’s no t righ t a t all. T he sta r’s our guest and we m ust honour i t . ’
“I  was lying on  the projecting branch o f  a slender willow, listening to  them . T he pheas

an t spoke and the  nightingale, the  colourful peacocks screeched; and only th e  fish opened 
and closed th e ir  m ouths silently, observing events w ith  a fixed gaze.

“I fe lt the  dawn ruffle m y hair. T he shadows emerged from  th e ir dream s and m orning 
came. T he little  star looked up at the  sky, bu t i t  d id  no t see th e  streak, because the  sun had 
w iped it  off. I  go t dow n from  the  tree  and w ent to  the  blade o f  sedge, bu t the  star was no 
longer alive.

“I  brought i t  hom e as a keepsake, I ’ll show i t  you one day, i t ’s like a mauve-coloured 
peb b le . . . ”

“A m auve-coloured p e b b le . . ” repeated th e  girl, he r lip  drooping contem ptuously. She 
arranged her curled hair in  her m irror and asked, “ C an’t  you te ll a n icer one?”

H e  chuckled and said gaily:
“ O h  yes, I can .”
A nd when he started  telling  it, w ith  happily  sm iling, b righ t eyes, we d id  no t know th a t 

th is w ould be the  last story we would hear from  him .
“I have a pig a t hom e in  m y cupboard. I t  has a slot on  its  back. T h a t’s where I  p u t m y 

m oney. I ’ll fa tten  i t  by springtim e, to  m ake i t  real heavy, th en  I ’ll smash it  on th e  floor, be
cause I ’m  getting  m arried next spring. T he red carpet w ill be rolled ou t down the aisle o f 
th e  church in  Poorhouse Square and the  organ w ill boom . T he tram s will sound th e ir  bells 
m ore quietly  and th e  taxi drivers will go easy on  th e ir horns. I ’ll invite the  whole tow n to  
line th e  streets.

“In  spring, when th e  sky is blue, when people s it on the  pavem ents in  fro n t o f  the  coffee 
houses, when the  cheeky sparrows pra ttle  gaily on the  leafy trees o f  th e  boulevard and the 
m id-day bells ring  in  resounding tones—in spring, when th is tow n awakens, th a t’s when I ’m  
ge tting  m arried. You’ll be there  too, all o f  you, and you’ll laugh, and we’ll drink  liqueurs and 
s tu ff our bellies w ith  sausages and all kinds o f  fine titb its . W e’ll tap  barrel afte r barrel o f 
beer, w e’ll invite  th e  park-keepers as well and conjure smiles on th e ir  m orose faces. T he
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policem en w ill be there  too , and th ey ’ll use th e ir  shiny swords to  slice th e  crisp-baked 
loaves. In  spring we’ll step ou t o f  the church under the  blue sky, we’ll say good-bye to  you, 
and fly away in  a silver-bodied aeroplane to  a sm all house, up on th e  h igh m o un ta ins. . . ”

W e listened, w ith  sm iling, rad ian t eyes.
“You’re ly ing ,” said the  girl in  a bored voice. “ You w on’t  even have enough m oney to  

buy yourself a su it next spring .”
But he m erely laughed.
“I  w on’t?  You say I w on’t?  By spring? T h en  you d o n ’t  know w hat spring is. I t  

gives us little  w hite clouds w ith  frills, w arm  rain, verdant freshness and everything. I t  dres
ses up  the square, our dear square, and teaches even the  sick to  sm ile. I t  opens up  the  windows, 
conjures flowers inco the pots and a whistle on the  lips o f  the  concierges.

“Spring’s th e  tim e fo r happiness, and th a t’s when I ’m  getting  m arried .”
O utside, the  snow fell from  the  lead-coloured sky, the  tram s carried w hite shields on 

th e ir  backs, and the  cars ro lled  on  slowly and noiselessly, tak ing  care n o t to  d istu rb  th e  si
lence o f  th e  sleeping city.

But we laughed ou t loud, because fo r a m om ent spring was am ong us.
T h e  next day we sat there, feeling cold and pu lling  away a t our cigarettes, drum m ing  nerv

ously on th e  top  o f  the  battered  little  tab le. As the  door opened we snatched up our heads 
and sadly poured  the  ru m  in to  our tea.

H e  leaned back on his chair as he was w ont, and his dream y eyes gazed a t a cobweb 
whose fine strands spread all over a corner o f  the  ceiling.

“She w on’t  be coming today ,” said one o f  us hoarsely. “She’s gone to  th e  m ovies.”
W e stared  a t our cups and held our very breaths.
“I don’t  believe i t , ” said th e  lia r quietly  and go t up. “I w ant to  see fo r m yself. W here is 

she?”
H aving received an answer, he donned his coat, green w ith  age, and w ent off.
I caught up w ith  h im  at th e  corner o f  Rákóczi Square. W e stopped in Dohány S treet, 

where the  exit o f  the movie was. I  pulled m y cap down over m y ears, cupped m y hands and 
blew  m y ho t b reath  in to  them . H e  stood like one o f  those tiny  posts on which the  boundary 
wires in  th e  square are stretched, looking a t th e  door. I t  was exactly ten  o’clock when the  
people came pouring out, chattering  and laughing, carrying the  excitem ent o f  the  movie 
w ith  them .

T he girl was also there . She clung closely to  th e  w ell-cut overcoat o f  a young m an, while 
w ith  her o th er hand she laughingly adjusted the  hood over he r head.

W e watched th em  go ou t on  the  boulevard and then  disappear from  our view.
W e w andered aimlessly about the  tow n. I t  was late  a t n igh t when he stopped a t the  m iddle 

o f  the  bridge and, leaning against the  railing, spent a long tim e staring a t the  ice floes.
I stood close by h im . A policem an on his beat looked suspiciously from  under his snow- 

covered helm et, then  stro lled  on tow ards Buda.
T h is  was the  first tim e he spoke.
"Y ou see, she couldn’t  w ait t il l  spring. H ow  stup id! I t  w on’t  stay th is way long, only she 

doesn’t  know it.  Tom orrow  the  square w ill be green and th e  leafy bushes w ill hide us. All 
the  crust o f  ice w ill m elt, from  her heart too, and she will come to  m e on the  bench and cry. 
But I sh an 't te ll her any m ore stories, and I d o n ’t  ever w ant her any m ore.”

H e  shook his head violently, a piece o f  snow dropped off his cap, and we set ou t fo r hom e.
T hrough  m any long evenings we w aited fo r h im  in  vain. H e  d id  no t appear again.
T hen  th e  w orld became m uddled  up, th e  hard  fist o f  war stole the  square from  us, and 

we lost ou r youth .
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T h e  o ther day I  was com ing down a steep s treet in  Buda, on m y way to  th e  bus stop. 

As I  looked in  th rough  one o f  th e  fences, I  saw th e  girl. She frow ned d istrustfu lly  a t the  
stranger who stared  a t her, th en  recognized m e, ran laughing to  the  gate and dragged me in  
by th e  hand. W e sat down on  colourful garden chairs, and she proudly showed m e her little  
son, who played under th e  shadow o f  a rose-bush a b it fu rth er off.

She to ld  me th a t she had  m arried, she was happy, th is little  house was th e ir  own, and she 
had  just been able to  buy an electric refrigerator, since th e  ice-m an doesn’t  come up here.

T h en  th e  old reminiscences followed. W e took  all th e  old gang in  tu rn , seeing w hich o f 
th em  had survived, who had  no t, and w hat had  become o f  them .

“T he liar?” she said, w ondering fo r a m om ent. “I haven’t  heard  o f  h im  either. Perhaps 
he d ied .”

She drove a fly off he r face w ith  a laugh, and m ade a p re tty  grimace.
“I t  was a great love-affair then , we th ough t i t  w ould last to  th e  grave.”
She chuckled w ith  relish, as though she had to ld  a jrk e .
“ O h, w hat a silly business i t  was. H ow  stup id  we all are, when w e’re children. I hardly 

believe he’s alive. N o , I 'm  sure he isn’t .  H e  wasn’t  fit fo r th is life. Poor chap. W ith  those 
silly little  lies o f  h is .”

She m ade a sm all gesture and offered a cigarette from  a tin y  lea ther case. W e lit  up.
T he little  boy ran up to  us, holding up his small, p ink  finger, as m uch as to  accuse the  

tho rn  th a t had scratched h im . H e  cried b itte rly  in  his m o ther’s lap  as she cuddled h im  close 
and covered his round little  head w ith  tin y  kisses.

“T ell me a s to ry !” sobbed th e  child. “T ell m e th e  p re tty  one so i t  shan’t  h u r t .”
And his m um m y, rocking h im  gently, sta rted  telling  h im  th e  story:
“ Once upon a tim e a naughty little  blue sta r slipped down from  th e  sky. I t  came from  

high up and le ft a b righ t streak behind it, so i t  could find its  way b ack . . . ”



I L L - M A N N E R E D  P E O P L E

by

M I H Á L Y  V Á R K O N Y I

I p u t up  fo r years w ith  th e ir  m ocking m e.
T hey th o u g h t I  did no t know w hat those fleeting encounters o f  th e ir  glances m eant 

when I said som ething. In fact, i t  was m erely th a t I  d id  n o t w ant to  know.
M y m other w ould occasionally console m e.
“You just sing sm all, sonny. N ever m in d  w hat they  say behind your b a c k . . .  And you 

can’t  really be sure. A fter all, your colleagues are all refined, educated people. Just th in k  
w hat i t  w ould be like i f  you le ft th is good job and landed am ong vulgar, uneducated people. 
O h  dear, th e  very th o u g h t! T h ey ’d  be th e  death  o f  y o u . . . ”

I t  was especially Feri Sulcz, a sm art, well-dressed draughtsm an, who liked to  poke 
fu n  a t m e, particu larly  a fte r M rs . Só ti cam e to  w ork  in  o u r departm ent. M rs. Sóti 
was the  only person w ith  w hom  I  was occasionally able to  have a serious conversation. 
She w ould show in terest in  m y affairs, and som etim es she w ould even stroke m y head. 
Sulcz w ould then  shove his own tow ard  he r as well, b u t all he go t was a playful cuff. 
M aybe th a t  was why he was angry w ith  m e.

T he row  broke ou t a t N ew  Y ear’s, th e  day a fte r Feri hung a m onkey on th e  edge o f  his 
draw ing board.

I t  was a perfectly  ordinary  figurine, concocted o f  p laster and fur, in  th e  characteristic 
posture o f  a m onkey. I  had  know n fo r a long tim e, from  various rem arks th a t  had  been 
dropped, th a t  i t  lay h idden  in  his draw er. N ow  I was able to  inspect i t  myself.

T h e  to p  o f  its  head was pa in ted  w ith  red  Ind ia  ink, and th ick , b lack-rim m ed spectacles 
cut ou t o f  cardboard had been pasted  on its  nose. I t  was a good likeness: i t  definitely resem 
bled  me.

I p re tended n o t to  notice th e  expectant glances th a t  darted  to  and fro, from  th e  m onkey 
to  m e, M rs. Só ti’s suppressed giggle, and Sulcz’s provocative, self-satisfied w histling. 
However, i t  was in  vain th a t I  expected som eone to  take p ity  on m e and p u t an end to  th e ir 
clum sy jest. In  th e  evening i t  still dangled there, and as I  looked back from  the  door I 
fancied i t  was m aking faces a t m e.

T he next day I  woke up in  a thoroughly  bad m ood.
I  had long become used to  the  way people stared  a t m e, some bashfully, others w ith  

unconcealed horror. T hey were as m uch a p a rt o f  the  street scene as th e  shop-windows or 
the  poster colum ns. Y e t . . .  on th is  particu lar m orning I  w ould no t have m inded  i f  no one 
noticed m e, i f  I  had  been jostled about on th e  tram  instead  o f  having tw o seats offered me. 
T here  was a k ind  o f inexplicable lightness in  th e  pure w in ter brilliance o f  Baross Square. 
T he houses looked jaunty, th e  brakes o f  the  cars seemed to  screech louder, th e  ringing o f  the
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tram  shone w ith ligh t. T he people, too, were m ore lively th an  usual; only I  had  the  same 
difficulty clam bering up the  steps o f  the tram , the  same as usual.

Someone started  the lif t  in  the  office just in  fro n t o f m y nose, although he m ust have 
seen I was coming. All I saw was his dark-grey striped  suit, fo r his face was hidden by the  
next floor. And th en  I  w aited in  vain fo r three  m inutes, and five m ore. T he person seemed 
to  be determ ined th a t I  should set ou t on foo t fo r the  fo u rth  floor. H e  only sent the l if t  
back when I was past the  second floor landing.

W hen  I  entered  the  draw ing office, th e  others were all standing round  Sulcz’s table 
laughing. M rs. Sóti suddenly said:

“ L et’s decide, then , when and where?”
I stepped up  to  them .
“So we’re to  have the  departm ent social a fte r all?" I  asked, pretending to  be as cheerful 

as they  come. "W here’s i t  to  be?” I w ould no t really have gone. I  w ould no t have w anted 
to  embarrass e ither th em  or m yself. W h at I w anted was m erely th a t I  should be able to  
th in k  th a t evening: “All I ’d  have to  do is p u t on m y s u i t . . . ”

“ Are you coming too?” sm iled Szalóki, one o f  the  designers, in  ill-concealed surprise. 
“ W e never thought— ’’bu t he d id  no t finish th e  sentence. M y face grew scarlet. I  was just 
about to  stam m er som ething to  the  eftect th a t a fte r all, I also happened to  belong here. 
I looked tow ards M rs. Sóti. I w ould have liked her to  smile a t m e as she used to , b u t she 
d id  no t re tu rn  m y look. She was nervously stroking the  edge o f  a drawing board, and when 
I  m ade a slight m ovem ent in  her direction she tu rned  still fu rth e r away.

Feri Sulcz took his m onkey in  his hand and tweaked its ear w ith  tw o fingers.
"N ow , now, little  m onkey, don’t  be naughty! Do you w ant to  come as well?”
For a m om ent I saw th e ir  eyes, bulging w ith  the  effort o f  restraining th e ir  laughter; 

th en  I yelled som ething—perhaps i t  was “sh u t u p !”-—and kicked a t Sulcz’s dark-grey 
striped  trouser leg.

H e  was the  stronger. By th e  tim e they separated us, m y face was all covered w ith  blood. 
M y tie  had been to rn  off, and the  ren t lapel o f  m y jacket hung loose.

From  the  wash-room  I w ent stra igh t to  th e  personnel departm ent. Fortunately they  
accepted m y notice to  leave.

M other came and sa t on th e  edge o f  m y bed th a t  evening, ju st as she had done when 
I  was sm all.

“ Go back, son ,” she said, stroking m y head. “T ell th em  why. T h ey ’ll transfer you to  
another departm ent, and everything’ll be all righ t, you’ll see. T h ey ’re hum an beings, 
th ey ’ll understand. Speak to  the m anager or th e  party  secretary.”

“ M e?” I exclaimed. “ M e go back? Back where they trea ted  m e like a—like a—”1 choked 
w ith  rage. “ N ever! I ’d  ra ther starve, o r . . . ”

But I  d id  no t starve. W ith in  a week I again had a job. I  calculated and explained, bu t 
i t  was as though  som ething had snapped w ith in  m e. I  shouted a t one o f  m y colleagues: 

“W h at are you staring at? You insolent lo u t!”
Perhaps he had no t really been looking a t m e a t all, b u t he was ta ll and black, uprigh t 

and proportionate in  every lim b.
W ith in  the  space o f ten  m onths I had  worked in four different places. In  every smile 

I th o u g h t saw I M rs. S ó ti’s m aterna l— yet in  retrospect seem ingly m ock ng—  face; every 
m ove rem inded m e o f  th e  way Feri Sulcz had tweaked th e  m onkey’s ear.

A t m y last place I was fired by the  disciplinary com m ittee  fo r causing a scandal. A fter 
th a t  my application a t A rchitectural Designers was tu rn ed  down.

“ You u nderstand ,” they  said, as they  th um bed  th rough  th e  fu ll pages o f  m y em ploym ent
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record. “ A disciplinary discharge. A nd anyway i t ’s n o t fo r  a week or a fo rtn ig h t th a t  we 
w ant to  take on people.”

I  w ent home-—and drank. By now I had acquired th e  hab it o f  drink ing . I to ck  th e  bo ttle  
up  under m y coat and locked m y se lf in  w ith  i t .  M o th e r sobbed outside th e  door:

“ O h  m y God, w hat will become o f  you, sonny dear—”
I  d id  no t answer her.
N ow  th a t I  had been tu rn ed  dow n I d id  n o t leave m y room  fo r two days. T h en  I  again set 

ou t fo r a job. I  looked a t newspaper advertisem ents and wandered about all day. A t th e  end 
o f  th e  fifth day I finally discovered som ething th a t w ould su it m e: th e  little  factory a t 
th e  end o f our s tre e t w anted  a draughtsm an. Eefore going in, I  walked all round the  build
in g . “I t ’s a good th in g  i t ’s so near,” I  though t, and was already glad  o f  all the curious and 
searching looks I  w ould avoid.

“I ’m  sorry ,” said th e  clerk w hom  I saw. “T h e  vacancy has been filled. All I  could do 
now  is take you on  as an unskilled w orker.” H e  looked a t me and sm iled, as one who 
knows he is saying som ething com pletely ridiculous. I lost my tem per.

“A ll righ t, then , take m e on as an unsk illed  w orker,” and I th rew  m y em ploym ent 
record on th e  table.

H e  hesitated.
“I t ’s hard  w ork ,” he said anxiously. “W ill you be able to  do it?  A fter all, you’re a techni

cal designer: you m igh t find som ething else.”
Som ething else? W ith  a disciplinary discharge? I m igh t have to  trudge about fo r a m onth  

before I w ould be taken on somewhere. A nd how long w ould I stay there? W as it  no t all 
th e  same where I was to  be fired from  in a m o n th  or tw o’s tim e? Anyway, M other had  had 
to  change o u r next-to-the-last hundred -fo rin t note th a t m orning.

“ You just take m e on ,” I said roughly.
I  had  to  report fo r w ork th e  next m orning,—n o t a t th e  central premises o f  th e  factory 

b u t in  a sm all workshop sandwiched among blocks o f flats two streets away. T here were 
only four o f  us altogether a t th is depot, and th is was a good th ing . So was the  fact th a t we 
had a changing-room  on th e  spot.

Less o f  a good th in g  was th e  way they  scrutin ized  m e when I arrived—-I thought 
th ey  would be prodding  a t m e in  a m om ent. A t o th er places they  w ould a t least w ait u n til 
I  tu rn ed  away and only th en  look me up and down.

“ W ere you born th a t  way?" asked Bujtár, an elderly m an w ith  a large m oustache, who 
was our group forem an. I recalled M o th er’s w ords: ” . . .  living among educated people, 
so n . . . ” H ow  rig h t she had  been. I  had  only been there  th ree  m inutes, b u t I  was already 
able to  see this.

“Yes,” I answered sharply. “W h a t o f  it, d o n ’t  you like it? ”
“ W h at’s up  w ith  you? Eaten sour grapes th is  m orn ing ,” rem arked Bujtár, looking at 

m e from  th e  com er o f  his eye. T h en  he shrugged and showed m e w hat I was to  do.
O h, how I had loathed those m inutes when they tu rned  away afte r first m eeting m e, and 

w ith  p ity  and revulsion in  th e ir looks sniggered behind my back. And now it  was especially 
painful. For i f  th a t was how th e  ones had behaved who at least pretended face to  face th a t 
they  found nothing odd about me, th en  w hat w ould these poople be like, w ho. . .  I fe lt 
like shouting a t them  across th e  w orkshop: “ Yes, I ’m  a hunchbackl M y m ug’s furry , like 
a m onkey’s. So what? So what?”

For some m inutes I  m ade a show o f  getting  on  w ith  m y work-—I was to  clean th e  rust 
o ff a sheet o f  iron  w ith  a w ire brush—bu t then  I  could stand it  no longer. I  suddenly tu rned  
tow ard  them . T hey  were ju st liftin g  a large, circular cover onto a tank.

191
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“ H ey, come and give a h an d ,” shouted one o f  them , groaning under the  load. I could no t 
help sm iling. M e give a hand? “ G et a move on, stop  gaping,” he said im patien tly . I  shrugged 
m y shoulders and w ent.

D uring  the  lunch break th ey  sat beside each o ther just as though  I  was n o t there. “H ow  
rig h t M other was,” I th o u g h t. “So far a t least, though they  m ay have laughed behind m y 
back, they were a t least polite  when they were face to  face. T oo  p o lite .” I  drew still fu rth er 
away fro m  them .

As th e  days passed, they  became m ore talkative. O nly  B ujtár looked over the  to p  o f  my 
head. Gugis, who was one o f  th e  fitters, said he was angry w ith  m e fo r the  way I  had  answered 
h im  th a t  first m orning. Fancy h im  being angry! W h at about m e, then? H e  w ould forget 
i t  in  tim e, and i f  he d id  n o t I  couldn’t  care Jess. A ll i t  w ould m ean is th a t  I w ould be here 
n o t fo r tw o m onths bu t only fo r six weeks.

A fter the  first week I asked fo r an advance o f  two hundred forin ts. T hey  were very reluc
ta n t  to  le t me have i t .  I gave h a lf  to  M other, and w ith  the  o ther hundred I inv ited  Gugis 
and th e  rest to  have a glass o f  beer.

A t th e  th ird  to t  o f  brandy Gugis w anted  to  go. I  w ould no t le t h im . Finally he w ent 
away, though  I  do no t rem em ber when.

A t lunch the  next day B ujtár suddenly tu rn ed  on m e.
“ I say, Lajos, do  you live alone?”
“ N o ,” I answered in  surprise. “W ith  m y m other. W hy?”
“I was only asking.” H e  was silent fo r a b it. T h en  he w ent o n : “ Look, I  d o n ’t  say th a t 

I  w on’t  d rin k  a p in t o r tw o o f  beer myself, b u t I  don’t  like having drunkards am ong m y 
m en. G et m e?”

I  fe lt the  fu ry  m ounting  in  m y th ro a t. H a d n ’t  they  learned even th e  rudim ents o f  good 
m anners?

“W h a t business o f  yours is it? ” I  b u rst ou t. Bujtár snatched his head up  in  surprise.
“ N ow  then . Perhaps i t  is, to  some extent you know. A nd I  talked  decently to  you, 

d id n ’t  I— ”
Gugis also intervened. “ W h at th e  hell, is th a t  the  way educated people ta lk  to  each 

o ther?”
“I f  you don’t  like i t ,  go and com plain. Go to  the  personnel people and have m e fired!” 

I  cried in  a voice th a t grew h igh-p itched  w ith  excitem ent. I  gave Gugis a piece o f  m y m ind  
to o : “ N o  one asked you fo r advice.”

Bujtár go t up  and looked me u p  and down.
“ W h a t’s all th is bravado about, eh? O f  course, i f  th a t’s w hat you w ant, to  have me te ll’em  

to  fire y o u . . . ” H e  shrugged his shoulders and w ent ou t a t th e  gate. H e  d id  n o t come back 
u n til long a fte r th e  lunch break was over. I th ough t he w ould come and tell me to  fe tch  
m y cards and I w ould no t have m inded i f  he d id . But he d id  no t say anything. N o t th a t 
day, the  second, o r the  th ird . For a week we worked side by side, w ith  hardly a word passing 
betw een us.

T hen , one m orning, a new  m an was taken  on. T he way he scru tin ized  m e, I  fe lt th a t 
he too  w ould tu rn  against m e. F irst he called H o rv á th ’s m oustache cat’s whiskers, th en  
he said Gugis’s legs showed we were a horse-riding nation . I knew m y tu rn  w ould come 
soon. So i t  d id . A t lunch  he asked m e loudly:

“ H ow  long’ve you been working here?” But he quickly corrected h im self: “I  m ean 
how long’ve you been here, because as to  w o rk in g .. . ”

“ N ow  th en ,” said Bujtár, in te rrup ting  h im , “I  don’t  like  th a t so rt o f  ta lk . Y ou’d  do 
b e tte r to  show us w hat you can do first.”
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“ W ell I ’ll certainly do as m uch as th is  m ate  o f yours,” rejoined th e  new m an w ith  a 

m ocking laugh. “ N ow ’s th e  tim e  to  yell a t h im ,” I  though t, “and th en  get o u t o f  h e re .” 
Gugis looked a t h im , th en  w inked tow ard  m e.

“ Come on, m a te ,” he said to  the  new m an. “ L et’s p u t th is  little  b i t  in  place.”
T he little  b it was a cover, weighing a good couple o f  hundredw eight o r  m ore. T he new 

m an gave an offended g ru n t as they  lifted  it.
“ Two people can’t  l if t  th is .” Gugis spat th e  stub  o f his cigarette from  his m outh .
“ Lajos! Just come and take th e  o ther end ,” he called to  m e. A nd to  the  new  m an he 

sa id : “You just w atch .”

I  was diffident as I  w ent u p  to  h im , because I  had  no idea w hat he w anted to  do. W hy, o f 
course I can’t  lif t  it, no t i f  I . . . O r  is th is to  be th e ir revenge fo r last week? So they can have 
an even greater laugh, as though  my back wasn’t  enough?

“ H eave!” com m anded Gugis— and the  cover took m y hands w ith it .  O ver on the  side 
where the  new  m an could no t see, Gugis had caught hold o f i t  righ t a t the  edge, close 
to  me, alm ost instead o f  m e. All I had to  do was m ain tain  the  balance.

“ There you are,” said Gugis. “T h a t’s the  way to  do i t . ” T he veins bulged on his arms 
and neck. T h en  we p u t th e  cover down on th e  earth . “ N ow  you come along,” he said to  the  
new m an.

H e w ent up, lifted , and th e  sweat poured from  h im . I th ough t they  were about to  drop 
i t .  I  jum ped up. A t th is m om ent Gugis p u t his hand ou t tow ard m ine; once m ore he lifted  
instead o f  m e. All he had to  say was:

“T here! T h a t’s how i t  is .” H e w inked a t  m e and w ent ou t.
I  w ent a fte r him .
H e  was standing by th e  wall, holding his belly, pan ting  and alm ost doubled up.
“ T he dev il,” he g runted . “ O ne o f  these fools’ll make m e . . .  have a rup ture  one d a y . . .  

W ell,” he continued, forcing a grin  on h is face, “I ’m . .  . just a s . .  as crooked as you n o w . . . ”
Indeed, as he stooped rig h t down, he looked just as though he was im ita ting  me.
I had to  dash a tear from  m y eye.
Gugis was quite  taken aback and stood there  speechless. W e m igh t still be there  i f  

Bujtár had  no t roared a t us from  the  doorway.
“ W h a t’s th a t, talk ing  shop there? Com e on, I  w ant some m oney on the  fo u rteen th .” 

H e  came up to  us and slapped Gugis on the  side w ith  th e  open palm  o f his hand. “You 
id io t. You learned th is bravado business as well?”

T here  is no t really m uch m ore to  tell. I have been working there fo r close on a year now. 
O f  an evening, we occasionally have a glass o r tw o o f beer. T h en  Bujtár always sounds the 
re treat. N o th ing  particular happens to  m e.

O ne Sunday we were doing some overtim e. W e were tak ing  a finished tank  over to  the 
stores on a handcart when I noticed M rs. Sóti and Feri Sulcz walking arm  in  arm  along the 
street. I tu rn ed  my head away, b u t M rs. Sóti called afte r me.

“ Lajos d ear!”
I left the  others—they w ent on— and we talked  a b it. Feri Sulcz w ent ahead. A fter a few 

m inutes Gugis called from  th e  corner:
“ H ey, Lajos, get a move on, come on .” T h e  rest was no t addressed to  m e, bu t he spoke 

so th a t I could hear him . “ Bundle the  wench up, and—”he said, w ith a fu ll-th roated  guffaw.
M rs. Sóti was aghast, and asked:
“ T ell m e, Lajos dear, how can you do such d irty  work? A nd among these rough, ill- 

m annered peop le . . .  I t ’d  be th e  death o f  m e . . . ”
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H U N G A R Y  A N D  T H E  C O M M U N I T Y  

O F  E U R O P E A N  W R I T E R S

T he date is N ovem ber, 1958, and three 
H ungarian  w riters take th e  n igh t tra in  to  
Prague, in  order to  take th e  plane fo r Rom e 
and somehow get to  th e  Congress o f  E uro
pean W riters in  N aples by th e  next m orn
ing. T he last m eeting o f th is k ind  I a ttended 
was the  P E N  congress in  Z urich  11 years 
ago. Since then , I im agine, th e  rites o f such 
in ternational literary  conferences and the  
hum an and in ternational relations determ in
ing  th em  have undergone m any changes.

W ill there  be anyone who knows us, 
anyone w hom  we know? And, too , no one 
a t hom e is certain  o f  the  exact m eaning o f 
th e  inv ita tion  sent by G ian Battista Angio- 
le tti, the  head o f  the  Italian Sindicato o f  
writers, to  a few H ungarian  writers, o r o f 
w hat the congress w ill be lik e ; according to  
the  invitation, th e  w riters o f  every European 
country w ill be represented.

W e arrived a t N aples late  a t n igh t, wor
ried  about th e  restrictions o f  our visa. An 
unexpected brightness: th e  m ain  streets o f 
tow n, the  harbour and the  grand ho tel were 
all splendidly illum inated . W e had only 
tw o or three  hours fo r sleep, and in  the  
m orning a special bus was to  take us to  the  
congress opening. M y colleagues, József 
Fodor and László Gereblyés, bo th  o f  th em  
poets, watched m e no t w ithout suspicion: 
was i t  really tru e  th a t I  spoke D ante’s lan
guage and th a t I  knew th e  local customs? 
I  spent tw o years in  Ita ly  when I  was a 
young m an, and som etim es, as i f  walking in

a graveyard o f  m em ories, I  like to  th in k  o f  
i t  as m y “second country .”

T he delegates to  the  congress m et in  the  
hotel lobby. M in iature  nam e-cards attached  
to  th e  bu ttonhole  indicated  who each w riter 
was and where he was from . T h is was a 
delectable Babel. As a m a tte r  o f  fact, only 
th e  Italian  w riters knew each o ther. W hom  
w ould we m eet a t the  next tu rn?

In  the  bus next to  m e a gentlem an wear
ing dark glasses was taking notes. W e in tro 
duced ourselves, and he m um bled th e  nam e 
“ M orosini.” “ From  Venice?” H e  nodded. 
“T om m asina M orosini was a queen o f 
H ungary. She w ent hom e to  Venice from  
Buda in  1301.” M y neighbour looked a t 
m e like one seeing ghosts. I  owed m y first 
friend  in  Italy  to  th e  accident th a t  I w rite 
historical novels. T h e  second friend  I found 
was one o f  th e  Italian  w riters and publicists 
whose words have the  greatest w e ig h t: G uido 
Piovene. H e  had  visited Budapest in  Janu- 
ary .o f th a t  y ear; he had been in  my country. 
Piovene recognized me and em braced m e.

I should w rite  about A ngio letti’s sm ile. 
T h is great European intellect, the  outstand
ing hum anist, w riter and th inker, died in 
1961. For m any decades he had worked on 
a d ream : the  w riters o f  th e  whole o f  Europe 
rallied in  a single cam p (Tutta l’Europa was 
th e  title  o f  his last, posthum ously published 
book). In  the  au tum n o f  1958 he appeared 
a t the  congress a t the  zen ith  o f  his strength  
w ith  n o  sign o f th e  terrib le  disease th a t
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overcame h im  soon afte r th e  first congress. 
I t  is impossible to  fo rget his sm ile, the  way 
he drew us in to  th e  “magic circle .”

T he first congress o f th e  C om m unity  o f  
European W riters had  set its e lf  th e  aim  o f 
determ ining w hether there  existed a theo re t
ical basis and a practical possibility  fo r 
establishing an organization th a t  w ould 
include all th e  w riters o f  E urope. In  w hat 
way w ould th e  new organization differ from  
th e  P E N  clubs? A ndre Cham son, th en  
presiden t o f  P E N , sat on the  podium  a t the  
tim e, so there  was no difference in  principle 
betw een th e  tw o organizations o f  w riters. 
T he first tw o days were spent w ith  definitions 
o f  m atters o f  principle, and m eantim e th e  
delegates to  th e  congress eagerly probed 
each o th er’s words, voice, language and 
sp irit. A ngioletti declared th e  thesis: the  
a im  o f  C O M E S  (th is became th e  notn de 
guerre o f  our organization) is th e  “m oral and 
m aterial p ro tection  o f  the  w riters o f  E urope.”

T he m ost keenly an tic ipated  speech was 
th a t  o f  th e  Soviet delegate N ikolai Bayan, 
the  chairm an o f the  Association o f  U krain ian  
W riters and the  vice-president o i C O M E S  
to  th is day. H e  said a friend ly  “yes” to  the 
idea in  neat, w ell-rounded sentences. H e  
agreed w ith  the  idea o f Tutta VLuropa and 
also hoped th a t th e  enthusiasm  o f  th e  con
gress w ould prove to  be m ore than  a flash in  
th e  pan.

H aving learned m y lesson a t earlier P E N  
m eetings, I b rough t the  tex t o f  a speech 
along from  hom e. I t  was alm ost a sequel 
to  w hat I  had  said a t th e  P E N  congress in  
Stockholm  in  1946. O n beh alf o f  the  w rit
ers and literatu res whose languages were 
isolated, I  requested the  new  organization  
to  find a way fo r m aking i t  easier fo r ou tstand
ing literary products to  jo in  th e  m ainstream  
o f w orld literatu re, th e  lite ratu re  o f  th e  
m ajor languages o f  th e  w orld ; le t C O M E S , 
in  its long-range plan, assume th e  role o f  an 
in term ediary  betw een “great” and "sm all” 
literatures. T h is in terven tion  elicited  an 
unexpectedly w arm  response. H ere  and 
there  I could see the  signs o f  definite in te rest

and I could hear th a t  th e  idea was drawing 
com m ents bo th  in  the  room  and in  the  
corridors.

T h e  H ungarian  delegation, on th e ir 
re tu rn , had  th e  feeling th a t they  had partic
ipated  in  a valuable beginning b u t th a t 
only th e  fu tu re  w ould show how  m any of 
th e  fine ideas w ould be realized.

O ne year o f  silence followed. I  began 
to  be afra id  th a t  the  flame had d ied  ou t and 
th a t all th a t w ould be left was th e  m em ory 
o f  an unexpected and beautifu l journey and 
th e  farewell from  the  w riters o f  Europe 
afterw ard, under the  m arble tab le t inscribed 
w ith  a few lines from  the Acneid, in fron t 
o f  th e  cave o f  th e  Sybill o f  Cum ae. T h en  an 
inv ita tion  arrived asking m e to  take pa rt 
in  th e  w ork o f  th e  rules com m ittee in 
Rom e.

T h ere  m u st have been about 30 o f  us 
around the  tab le . T he only serious obstacle 
seem ed to  be o f  a philological nature. T he 
L atin  languages once again proved to  be 
“ false sisters” (fausses soeurs); th e  French 
m em bers o f  th e  com m ittee were dissatisfied 
w ith  the  French translation  th a t was m ade 
in  Italy  o f  th e  Charter. For h a lf  a n igh t we 
tr ied  to  bridge th e  differences in  connotation 
betw een scrittore and écrivain. Finally the  
whole first passage on  th e  definition o f 
w rite r had  to  be reworded. W hen  we came 
to  an agreem ent on  a final tex t, we had the  
feeling th a t we had laid  down th e  foundation  
stones o f  a new, all-European organization.

T h a t was how  the  second congress in  
R om e was sum m oned, again by th e  Italian  
Sindicato. T h is was regarded as th e  found
ing  congress. N ow , once m ore, three o f  us 
came fro m  H ungary . T h is tim e, in  th e  
sum m er o f i9 6 0 , m any friends and acquaint
ances greeted us w ith  welcoming hand
shakes. C erta in  basic principles had already 
determ ined  th e  general character o f  COM ES. 
T h e  new organization (and th is distinguishes 
i t  from  P E N ) wishes to  rely first o f all on 
th e  official organizations o f  th e  w riters in  
th e  indiv idual countries. W herever such 
organizations are active, they  nom inate
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m em bers fo r C O M E S  and contact i t  on 
m utua l problem s.

A lthough th e  C harter p u t six m em bers 
in  charge o f  th e  affairs o f the  d irecting 
council, i t  seem ed expedient th a t, in  the  
first phase, one w riter-delegate fro m  every 
country o f  Europe represented should be 
given a place on  th e  d irecting council. 
M ostly  included were those o f  us who had 
taken  part in  wording th e  C harter the  year 
before.

A pale and th in  A ngioletti received the  
ovation due th e  first presiden t o f  C O M E S . 
A great am bition  o f  his life had come true , bu t 
he, the  one who had called the  organization 
in to  being, was able to  preside only fo r a 
while and only when kep t going by various 
injections. T w o vice-presidents were elect
ed: André Cham son (in th e  m eantim e he 
had  passed th e  P E N  presidency over to  
A lberto Moravia) and N ikolai Bayan, bo th  
o f  them  unanim ously elected. T here was a 
tac it understanding th a t th e  general secre
ta ry  also had to  be an Italian—this was a 
revival o f  L atin  courtesy. T he m ajority o f  
th e  delegations voted fo r Giancarlo V igo- 
relli, who is an outstanding w riter and 
publicist, an energetic m an sharply opposed 
to  fascism.

T he threads m et m ore and m ore often . 
A few m onths la te r V igorelli came to  Buda
pest for a short tim e. T his was his first stop 
and  his first experience o f  the  general 
in terest and sym pathy in  Europe fo r the  
cause o f  C O M E S .

M ore and m ore letters, requests, ques
tions, problem s and tasks required answers. 
I  received books from  V alladolid and from  
H elsink i to  recom m end to  H ungarian 
publishers and then  follow w hat happened 
to  them . T he C O M E S  secretariat in Rome 
wished to  clear up a num ber o f  issues; they 
requested a list o f  literary translators and 
asked how th e  re lationship betw een w riters 
and  publishers was regulated in H ungary. 
A t the  same tim e th e  C O M E S  m em bers 
o f  the  individual countries had to  be desig
nated . H ere  again there was a gentlem an’s

agreem ent: th e  understanding th a t  from  
th e  sm aller countries there  w ould be no 
m ore th an  th ir ty  o r forty  m em bers a t m ost. 
In  th e  m eantim e th e  H ungarian  W rite rs’ 
Association had been reorganized in Buda
pest, and the  discussions on  how th e  activi
ties connected w ith  C O M E S  could be 
m ade a p a rt o f the  activities o f  the  H unga
rian  organization o f  w riters were carried on 
w ith in  th e  fram ew ork o f  th is  organization.

February 1961, R om e: Im re Dobozy, 
th e  general secretary o f  th e  H ungarian  
W rite rs’ Association, came w ith  m e to  the  
m eeting of th e  d irecting council. W e had 
forw arded in  advance the  nom inations 
fo r the  first 24  H ungarian  C O M E S  m em 
bers. A fter the  opening o f  th e  m eeting 
A ngioletti addressed us w ith  a sm ile: “ L et’s 
begin w ith  the  H ungarians!” T h e  exact rites 
o f  th e  ceremony had no t yet been fixed. T he 
chairm an said I was to  introduce those we 
had nom inated . I  was caught unprepared by 
th is honour—to  go ou t in fro n t o f  th is 
in ternational m eeting and hold an im prom p
tu  speech about H ungarian  w riters whose 
names, literary  standing and interests were 
in  all p robability  unknow n. Those who 
know  th e  clim ate o f  such conferences w ill 
be able to  im agine how w orried I was about 
dropping m y words in to  icy silence.

So I  had to  pass a public  exam ination in  
contem porary H ungarian  literary  h istory. 
Dobozy became quite  excited and drops o f  
perspiration  appeared on his forehead, he 
was so anxious for us to  get a good reception. 
T h e  alphabet brought us luck. M arcell 
Benedek, a dean o f  H ungarian  w riters who 
was awarded th e  Palm  o f the  French Acade
my, was the first candidate I had  to  in tro 
duce. H e is the  greatest H ungarian  transla
to r  o f  prose works, and a good num ber o f  the  
delegates had heard his nam e. A lbert 
Gyergyai holds the  same d istinction , and in 
his case again we could w itness nods o f 
recognition. N o r were the  next three names 
—those o f Gyula Illyés, László N ém eth  and 
Áron Tam ási—unknow n in European lite r
ary circles; several books o f  each had already
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appeared in ternationally . W hen  I finished 
th e  list there  was qu iet, po lite  applause. 
D uring  th e  interm ission A ngioletti to ld  me, 
“D id  you notice? I  called on you first be
cause I am  fond  o f  H ungarians.”

At th a t  m eeting  we had to  decide about 
tw o congresses. O ne o f  th em  was being 
prepared  fo r 1961, in T u rin , where the  
w riters w ould pay trib u te  to  th e  m em ory 
o f  th e  Italian  Risorgimento. But th e  greater 
problem  was the  p reparation  o f  th e  con
gress p lanned for 1962, a t which new  officers 
were to  be elected and th e  relationship  o f  
th e  w riter to  film , radio and television was 
to  be discussed.

Paris in  a spring-like Decem ber, 1961: 
T h is was th e  first m eeting  o f  C O M E S  
outside o f  Italy—partly  to  realize the  
idea o f  European universality and partly  
because A ndre Chamson presided over th e  
m eeting there  in  his capacity as vice-presi
den t. A ngioletti’s chair was le ft unoccupied 
as a trib u te .

T he m andate o f  the  d irecting council 
was soon to  expire, and the  original rule o f  
having only six persons on i t  instead o f 
28— one fo r each o f  the  m em ber countries— 
was to  be restored. Everyone was glad to  
hear th a t the  prince o f  Italian  poets, G iusep
pe U ngaretti, w ould be w illing to  accept 
A ngioletti’s orphaned chair. Florence was 
m ade th e  new  headquarters o f  C O M E S . 
A t the  request o f  M ayor la Pira, th e  “Tow n 
o f  Lilies” gave a hom e to  the  cultural in sti
tu tio n s w hich had th e ir headquarters in  
Italy . O u r organization received a nice and 
spacious hom e in  a fo rm er royal villa. 
Finally th e  N o rth -Ita lian  spa o f  S t. V incen t 
offered five m illion  lira  pe r annum  fo r a 
C O M E S  literary  prize. T here  was a long 
discussion o f  w hether i t  w ould be an award 
on th e  p a tte rn  o f  th e  N oble Prize, crowning 
som eone’s whole lifew ork, o r m ore like the  
G oncourt Prize, w hich is given fo r a single 
w ork th a t  has recently achieved great success.

T he expertly edited  Europa Letteraria, 
though  com pletely independent o f C O M E S , 
serves th e  purposes o f  th e  o rg an iza tio n . Its

issues publish  an increasing am ount o f 
H ungarian  m ateria l. A t th e  T ranslators’ 
Congress in R om e, sponsored by th e  P E N  
clubs, a large num ber o f  C O M E S  m em bers 
greeted th e  H ungarian  delegates. T he ind i
vidual national U N E S C O  com m ittees be
came in terested , and U N E S C O  included 
C O M E S  on its list o f  organisations de base.

T h e  preparation  o f  ano ther congress was 
un d er discussion in Paris. T h is alm ost long- 
range plan  w ould be devoted to  the  problem  
o f  literary  translations. T he Soviet delega
tio n  proposed Leningrad fo r th e  location o f 
th e  congress in  1963. A com m ittee o f  four 
was form ed fo r the  prelim inary work, w ith  
John Lehm ann o f  Britain and N ikolai Bayan 
o f  the  Soviet U nion representing the  “great” 
languages and Joostens Albe, the  F lem 
ish poet, and m yself representing the  
“sm all” o r isolated languages. W e continued 
to  send proposals to  Rom e, w hich were then  
brought to  a com m on p latform .

Four H ungarian  delegates celebrated 
th e ir  own “E aster week” in Florence a t the  
M arch 1962 m eeting o f  C O M E S . Professor 
Gábor T olnai, a historian  o f  literatu re  and 
ed ito r-in -ch ief o f  a H ungarian  literary peri
odical, headed th e  delegation, w hich in 
cluded Gyula Illyés, the  g reatest living H u n 
garian poet, th e  young poet M ihály Váci, 
ed ito r-in -ch ief o f  th e  periodical Új írás 
(“N ew  W ritin g ”), and m yself.

T he lis t o f  nom inees I took  w ith  me 
increased th e  num ber o f  H ungarian  C O M E S  
m em bers to  36. T h e  Florence m eeting was 
som ething o f  a farewell party , fo r ou t o f 
the  28 form erly in  the  council only seven 
“greats” would rem ain . T here, however, we 
nom inated  Laxness, a N obel Prize winner, 
as a th ird  vice-president, to  represent all o f  
Scandinavia. T h e  arithm etic  o f  politics 
unavoidably came up in  th e  nom inations 
and recom m endations. T here  was also the  
question o f  w hat o th er languages m ay be 
“represented” by a w riter in  a given tongue. 
T he problem  o f  G erm an lite ra tu re  was a 
d ifficult one; Ingrid  Bachmann, M ax 
Frisch’s wife, was finally nom inated  fo r her
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links w ith  Austria, th e  tw o Germ anies and 
G erm an-Sw itzerland alike.

T w o o f  us, th e  F lem ish Albe and I, 
spoke on behalf o f  th e  “iso lated .” “ There 
are tw o peoples in  Europe whose languages 
are spoken bp only a few b u t whose lite ra
tures are nevertheless g reat: th e  Finns and 
the  H ungarians,” I said. “ I f  C O M E S  really 
wishes to  stand fo r ‘all Europe’ th en —- 
perhaps even because o f  th e  sym bolic 
im plications—some th ough t should be 
given to  th e  ‘m ost isolated’.” T here  was a 
sudden, spur-of-the m om ent discussion, and 
th e  atm osphere became favourable fo r us. 
Chamson, an unrivalled m aster o f  form ulae, 
recom m ended th a t  th e  num ber o f  council 
m em bers should be raised to  nine and the  
th ree  lyniiques should be handed to  the  
“iso lated ,” who w ould th u s become m em 
bers o f  th e  m ore selective organization. 
T h a t was how an Irishm an, a Flem ing 
and a H ungarian  became syniiqua.

T he nom ination  procedure, w hich had 
been fixed by th is tim e, was alm ost restfu l. 
C O M E S  had already a thousand m em bers, 
and a hundred or so new nom inations were 
brought to  th is  M arch m eeting . M agda 
Szabó became th e  first H ungarian  wom an 
m em ber. M ore and m ore people are coming 
to  know her nam e; on th e  big book m arts 
o f  the  world she is no longer unknow n, ju st 
as Péter Veres and Lajos M esterházy are 
becom ing know n. M ore and m ore people 
have heard th e  nam e o f György Rónay, the  
transla to r and Catholic poet. Such sm all 
signs as a few smiles, w hispering and nods 
m ean a great deal a t such tim es—a b it  o f 
heartw arm ing success.

T he congress started  w ith  a speech by 
V igorelli in  the  Palazzo Vecchio in  Florence. 
T h e  speakers spoke from  the  same p latfo rm  
from  w hich Savonarola opened in  1496 th e  
Salone C inquecento he b u ilt, w here “ h is” 
council m et. M ayor La Pira was o u r wonder
fu l h o st: his halberdiers and bowm en stood 
guard over th e  archaic atm osphere o f  the  
hall. V igorelli’s speech was a declaration o f  
dem ocratic fa ith . Am ong th e  thousands o f

C O M E S  he listed  the  dozen greatest and 
we heard Gyula Illyés’s nam e am ong them . 
T h e  only troub le  was th a t everyone was 
shivering in  th e ir  coats and m any even in  
hats. V asari’s frescoes w ould no t brook 
central heating. (T he  city fathers o f  Flor
ence m ust have worn w arm er cloaks for 
th e ir  council m eetings in  th e  Florentine 
w inters.) Even the  halberdiers leaned their 
weapons against th e  doorpost and breathed 
w arm  air on  th e ir  hands.

But the  atm osphere suddenly became 
heated  when i t  came to  th e  elections. 
T h e  fact is th a t  the  council m ay only 
propose, whereas the  assembly is th e  con
stitu tional organ th a t decides. A nd th is 
was no longer m ere form ality . V ice-presi
d en t C ham son unexpectedly announced 
th a t he w anted to  resign from  his office 
and to  serve th e  aim s o f  C O M E S  as an 
ordinary m em ber in  th e  fu tu re . T he 
French delegation threw  in  th e  nam e o f 
Jean-Paul Sartre, whereas others w anted 
John Lehm ann, th e  English delegate, to 
become vice-president. T h e  voting pro
ceeded by delegations: every country had 
one vote. Lehm ann received 11 votes and 
Sartre 14. T h e  election stirred  up  em otions, 
b u t then  V asari’s frescoes have seen a few 
storm s like th is during  th e  past h a lf  a 
thousand years o r  so.

T his congress was already led  by the  
new directing council. Sartre  h im self was 
no t present; he received th e  news o f 
h is election “somewhere in  Paris.”

T he basic them e o f  th e  three-day con
gress—th e  relationship o f  th e  w riter to  
radio, f ilm  and television—was too  vast 
to  w ork ou t some unified  principle w ith  
regard to  these th ree  “pleasure sources” o f 
m odern  life. M any m em bers praised or cen
sured th e  situation  a t hom e, b u t there were 
also a large num ber o f  general statem ents. 
I t  was probably th e  speech o f  th e  Soviet f ilm  
director C hukhrai th a t provoked m ost dis
cussion.

W e H ungarians had tw o concrete propo
sals. G ábor T olnai recom m ended th a t, in
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o rder to  im prove th e  literary  level o f televi
sion, C O M E S  should arrange a biannual 
festival a t w hich prizes w ould be awarded. 
W hen  th e  topic o f  th e  radio came up, I  
proposed th a t th e  broadcasting companies 
o f  Europe should in form  each o th er about 
all radio dram as over 60  m inutes in  length , 
should act as interm ediaries, and also should 
try  to  ensure the observance o f  copyrights, 
w hich has no t been uniform ly done in  the  
case o f  radio plays. Both proposals were 
accepted and are to  be subm itted  to  the  new 
council.

#

W ritin g  about th e  w ork o f  th e  C om m u
n ity  o f  European W riters, I spoke first o f  
ourselves, th e  H ungarians, in  order to  give 
som e idea o f  how d ifficu lt and ye t w hat a 
pleasant activity  i t  is gradually to  gain 
understanding friends fo r our isolated lite r
a tu re . U nder the  700-year-old vaults o f  the  
Palazzio Vecchio, foreign publishers are in 
search o f  H ungarian  w riters. M ore and 
m ore is spoken about th e  past, present and 
fu ture  publication  o f books w ritten  by 
H ungarians and in  H ungary, by  n o t one bu t 
several foreign publishers.

Anyone who knows the  lengthy and often  
unsuccessful process by w hich a H ungarian  
book finds placem ent abroad, anyone who 
knows how long th e  p a th  is th a t  leads from  
the  first sign o f in terest by a foreign publish
e r  to  th e  appearance o f a book by a H unga
rian  w riter in  the  window o f  a foreign book 
shop, will be able to  appreciate th e  im por
tance o f  such conversations, plans, and even 
actual contracts. Today i t  can already be 
said  th a t there  is no country on th e  conti
n en t o f Europe where th e  publishers’ lists 
do  no t include some translations o f  works 
w ritten  by H ungarian w riters living in  
H ungary . Personal contacts and reciprocity 
in  th e  placem ent o f  literary  works have 
created a large num ber o f  new possibilities. 
T lie a t first apparently dead-letter passages 
o f  in ternational cultural agreements are 
tu rned  in to  real exchange arrangem ents fo r

w riters (fo r instance, th e  successful visit o f  
th e  first F innish w riters’ delegation to  Buda
pest), and these delegations usually include 
some C O M E S  m em bers who are welcom ed 
as friends in  the  country visited. T he am ount 
o f  progress th a t has been m ade along 
these lines can be appreciated probably best 
by som eone who has ju st recently m ade his 
seventh tr ip  to  th e  various forum s o f  the  
C om m unity o f  European W riters, each o f  a 
different m ood and atm osphere.

Before we left Rom e we had th e  chance 
to  present ourselves a t th e  Journalists’ Club 
in  th a t city. T he head o f  the  C O M E S  
delegation spoke about the  avid in terest, the  
veritable hunger, fo r books, which th e  Italian  
papers m entioned  th e  next day—some o f 
th em  ironically—under such headlines as 
“T he H ungarian  M iracle.” Q uestion after 
question was p u t  to  us in  th e  crowded room . 
In  the  heated  m om ents o f  im provised speech 
a rem ark  occurred to  m e th a t I  heard  in 
London, in  i9 6 0 :  “You H ungarians are a 
little  like inhab itan ts from  M ars in  our im agi
nation  : you have huge heads, and the  brains 
w ith in  are ju st as large—th a t’s your lite ra
tu re . Except th a t th e  rest o f  your body is 
to o  sm all fo r i t ,  don’t  you th in k  so?” 
A lthough i t  was no t unequivocally flattering, 
nevertheless i t  is certainly characteristic o f  
th e  general opinion th e  w orld has form ed— 
th e  literary  and cultural w orld, th a t is— 
about us fro m  the  outside. In  every country, 
I  said, there  was a different relationship 
betw een the  dem ands fo r intellectual and 
m ateria l goods. T h is relationship determ ined 
th e  particular cultural clim ate o f  a country. 
In  H ungary, according to  the  analogy w ith  
th e  people from  M ars, literatu re  and every
th in g  connected w ith  i t—w riters, books, dis
cussions and criticism —have prim ary  place 
in  the  public  in te rest. Probably fo r th is 
very reason i t  is n o t accidental th a t, despite 
th e  alm ost fa ta l isolation o f  th e  language, 
today  H ungarian  books find th e ir  way in  
larger and larger num bers to  foreign coun
tries, in  answer to  a real dem and by foreign 
publishers.
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T H E  “ M A G V E T Ő ”  P U B L I S H I N G  H O U S E

T h e  Magvető, Budapest’s youngest pub
lishing house, was established in  January 
1955 as th e  publishing firm  o f  th e  H unga
rian  W rite rs’ U nion, th u s serving to  give 
expression to  th e  view points o f  bo th  au thor 
and publisher. T he venturesom e character 
o f  the  undertaking is already obvious from  
th is . W h at is i t  th a t  m ost authors desire o f  
th e ir  own publish ing house? T h a t i t  should 
issue every one o f  th e ir  works in  as large 
an ed ition  as feasible and pay th e  highest 
possible royalties. A nd w hat is i t  th a t the  
publisher requires? T h a t works selected ac
cording to  certain  po in ts o f  view from  the  
endless stream  o f  m anuscripts subm itted  to  
th e  ed ito r should appear in  a num ber o f  co
pies determ ined, again, by certain po in ts o f  
view, while royalties should be fixed in  
harm ony w ith  a un iform  set o f  standards. 
I t  is no wonder, then , th a t in  the  early years 
o f  its  existence the  Magvető resem bled a m o
to r  k ep t going by m inor explosions occurring 
a t regular intervals. Antagonism  betw een 
th e  views o f w riter and publisher has existed 
ever since th e  w orld’s first publishing house 
was established, and the  desire o f  the  writers 
to  handle th e ir  own affairs by them selves is 
just as old. O ne o f  th e  m ost telling  exam
ples o f  th is striving in  th e  history  o f  litera
tu re  is Balzac, who devoted only a few years 
to  th e  publishing business b u t spent the  rest 
o f  his life working to  pay off his publishing 
debts. N ow  th e  Magvető, too, had  its  Bal- 
zacian period, and the  only reason th is d id  
no t lead to  disaster was th a t  a S ta te  publish
ing house operates under com pletely differ
en t circumstances from  private enterprise.

From  an interview  th a t  H einrich  Boll 
gave to  some students I  learned th a t some 
Swedish w riters w ould approve o f  receiving 
a regular salary from  the  state . In  th is con
nection Boll w rote:

“I  do n o t th in k  m uch o f  th is idea, be
cause I do no t see th e  slightest possibility o f  
finding a grém ium  w hich w ould determ ine

who is a w riter and who no t. T here  are no 
generally obligatory, objective criteria o f  
artistic  quality . T h en  w hat should one be 
guided by? Success, w hich m ay precisely 
m ake m onthly  salaries unnecessary? A host 
o f  poor w riters are enjoying success, and so 
are a few good ones. T here are very m any 
poor w riters who have no  success and m any 
good ones who do no t earn a subsistence 
m in im u m . . .  I  do no t believe th a t a S ta te  
salary w ould ru in  a great w r i t e r . . .  But 
n e ither do I believe th a t the  S tate should be 
obliged to  subsidize anybody’s dream s and 
illusions from  its tax  revenues.”

I tru s t I am  n o t being particularly  m a
licious in  th in k in g  th a t  Boll’s severity stem s 
from  th e  fact th a t he h im self is in  a very 
fo rtunate  p o sition : he is n o t only an excel
len t b u t a t the  same tim e a popular w riter, 
whose works are w idely read and published 
in  large editions. I  cannot agree w ith  his 
last sentence, fo r there  are w riters whose 
dream s and illusions are w orthy  o f  being 
paid  fo r by th e  S ta te . But he is absolutely 
righ t in  saying th a t  the  selection o f  these 
w riters m eets w ith  alm ost insurm ountable 
difficulties. Nevertheless, i t  is no t excluded 
th a t  in  th e  fairly  near fu ture  w riters w ill 
receive salaries from  th e  S tate in  the  same 
way as actors, doctors o r accountants.

I  re tu rn  to  th e  Magvető publishing house; 
i t  is no longer connected w ith  the  W riters’ 
U nion, b u t alongside the  three  largest Buda
pest book publishing companies—one of 
w hich issues m ainly H ungarian  classics, th e  
second foreign, and th e  th ird  youth  and 
children’s literatu re—it is still concerned 
m ainly w ith  m odem  H ungarian  lite ra tu re: 
about 60  per cent o f  its  publications are 
works o f  living H ungarian writers. Perhaps 
i t  is just th is fru itfu l contact w ith  living 
authors th a t gives vigour and freshness to  
its  work. T he Magvető has a repu ta tion  fo r 
bold, even daring undertakings. T he editor
ia l staff consider i t  th e ir responsibility  to
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support every new  literary  in itiative  and 
to  m ake i t  possible fo r each young or begin
ning w riter who shows th e  slightest prom ise 
to  have som ething published. T hey are 
endeavouring to  fulfil th is  responsibility 
first o f  all w ith  the  series by young w riters 
en titled  Új termés ( “ N ew  C rop”), w hich has 
already begun to  bear f ru it by first draw 
ing a tten tio n  to  th e  work o f  a num ber o f 
new young prose w riters, such as Lajos 
Galam bos, András Tabák, M áté T ím ár, 
Am brus Bor, Endre Gerelyes, Károly Sza- 
konyi and, am ong the  poets, Lajos Sim on, 
Lajos Papp and o thers.*  O f  th e  som ewhat 
o lder writers, fo r th e  m ost p a rt in th e ir  
th irties , Magvető has issued works by T ib o r 
Cseres, Gyula Fekete, Iván M ándy,1 Lajos 
M esterházi, Géza M olnár, Ágnes N em es 
Nagy, György Som lyó and M ihály Váci.

Am ong th e  w riters who began th e ir  
careers even earlier, the  following have had 
works published by Magvető: László Bóka, 
László Erdős, Gábor Goda, Béla Illés, Endre 
Illés, Ferenc Jankovich, Géza Képes, Im re 
Keszi, László Passuth, György Rónay, 
István Sőtér, Sándor T atay , G ábor T hurzó, 
István Vas and Z seni V árnai. Am ong these 
th e  readers o f  T he N ew  H ungarian  Q uar
terly  are fam iliar w ith  tw o o f  László Bóka’s 
studies,2 a sketch by Béla Illés,3 a short story 
and play by Endre Illés,4 a study  by Im re 
Keszi,5 th ree  essays by Passuth,6 and István 
Vas’s London travel notes.7

* Readers of The New Hungarian Quarterly 
are already acquainted with Károly Szakonyi (“In 
a New House,” Vol. II. No. 4), and the present 
number carries short stories by Lajos Galambos 
and Endre Gerelyes.

1 “ Morning at the Cinema,” N H Q  Vol. II. 
No. 4.

2 “Problems of Style and the New Public,” 
Vol. I. No. 1; “Endre Ady and the Present,” 
Vol. m .  No. 5.

8 "Encounters,” Vol. II. No. 2.
4 "Epilogue," Vol. II. No. 3; “Sand-Glass,” 

Vol. m. No. 6.
5 "Society without Snobs,” Vol. III. No. 6.
8 “ Identities Established,” Vol. II. No. 2; 

“Tihany Antiqua,” Vol. II. No. 3; "Sexcentenary 
of Debrecen,” Vol. III. No. 5.

7 “A Journey to England,” Vol. I. No. I .

T he M agvető has published László N é - 
m eth ’s8 novel, Égető Eszter ( “ E szter Égető”), 
and is successively bringing ou t his studies. 
I t  has issued Gyula Illyés’s9 poems and works 
o f  o th er “popu lis t” w riters like Sándor 
Rideg, Pál Szabó and Péter V eres10.

T he career o f  M agda Szabó11, as a 
a prose-w riter, previously known only as a 
poet, began a t Magvető w ith  Freskó ( “ Fresco”), 
follow ed by A ^ ő ^ ( “T he D eer”) and a novel 
fo r young people, Mondják meg Zsófkának 
(“T ell L ittle  Zsófi”)—all have since
been published in  a num ber o f  languages. 
I t  was Magvető th a t  p u t ou t the  long-silent 
Géza O tt l ik ’s12 novel, Iskola a határon ( “School 
on  th e  F ro n tie r”), w hich is also about to  
appear in  G erm an and French translation .

As p a rt o f  th e  lifew ork o f  M ilán  Füst13 
w ho is now 7 4 , A feleségem története ( “T h e  
Story o f  M y W ife”) has been issued in  a 
second ed ition  by Magvető (a French version 
has since also appeared in  Paris), as has the  
au th o r’s new  novel, A Parnasszus felé 
(“Tow ards th e  Parnassus”). T he publish ing 
house is p lann ing  to  issue tw o volumes 
annually o f  th e  lifew ork o f  75-year-old 
Jenő Józsi Tersánszky; besides o lder works, 
w hich have seen various translations, these 
w ill be new  ones by an au th o r who is as 
youthfu l and active today as ever. W e believe 
h is new  volum e, Nagy árnyakról bizalmasan 
( “ Confidentially about G reat Shadows”), 
p lanned fo r C hristm as 1962 and containing 
th e  w riter’s reminiscences o f  his contem pora
ries, w ill a ttrac t wide a tten tion .

Magvető has m ade i t  a practice to  issue 
th e  in te rru p ted  lifew ork o f  victim s o f  fas-

8 “The Two Bolyais,” Vol. I. No. 1; "Schools 
for an Intellectual Society,” Vol. II. No. 2; “If 
I Were Young Today,” Vol. III. No. 5.

9 “Rácegres Notebook," Vol. II. No. I ; “The 
Switch-Over,” Vol. II. No. 4.

10 “English Prose (Notes on an Anthology),” 
Vol. II. No. i.

11 “The Poles,” Vol. II. No. 2. also a book- 
review in our preceding issue.

12 "On the Embankment,” Vol. I. No. 1.
13 “The Visual Power of the Written World,” 

Vol. III. No. 7.
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cism. I t  has published th e  literary  history 
and literary works o f  A ntal Szerb, th e  w rit
ings o f  A ndor E ndre G elléri and Gábor 
H alász, Károly Pap’s short stories and nov
els, György B álint’s articles, M iklós R ad- 
n ó ti’s studies and poem s o f  Z o ltán  N agy.

$

As m ay be seen, Magvető Publishing House 
does no t issue lite rary  works exclusively. 
I t  engages in th e  publication  o f  studies and 
essays, o f  literary  history, as well as o f  
sociographical w ritings, such as Vasszínű ég
bolt alatt ( “ U nder M etal-C oloured  Skies”), 
com prising urban  sociographical studies 
w ritten  betw een th e  tw o w orld wars. Am ong 
trav e l accounts le t us m ention  Hat hét 
Kínában ( “Six W eeks in  C hina”), w ritten  
and illustra ted  by th e  excellent cartoonist 
T ib o r Toncz, and  o f  those in  preparation, 
Iván  Boldizsár’s travel diary, Zsiráffal Ang
liában ( “D oing B ritain  w ith  a G iraffe”)14. 
A n in teresting  experim ent and docum ent is 
Lajos Básti’s l ittle  book, now  in  press, in  
w hich  th is  ou tstand ing  acto r tells o f  his 
perform ance o f  th e  role o f  Adam —under 
d ifferen t d irectors and w ith  different con
ceptions—in  M adách’s dram a Az_ ember tra
gédiája ( “T he Tragedy o f  M an”). A consid
erable publishing task  was th e  illustrated  
book o f  H ungarian  lite ra tu re  and th a t 
o n  H ungarian  m usic history—both  o f 
w hich were ed ited  by Dezső K eresztury.15 
N ex t in  line is th e  illu stra ted  book o f  
H ungarian  theatrical h istory, to  appear in  
1964. M ention  should also be m ade, among 
Magyető's publications on  fine arts, o f  tw o 
richly illu stra ted  volumes, one by the  
scu lp tor Ferenc Medgyessy, en titled  Életem- 
ről-művlszetről ( “A bout M y  Life and A rt”), 
and the  o th er by the  sculptor Béni Ferenczy 
írás és kép ( “W ritin g  and Pictures”).

A lthough Magvető issues prim arily  the  
works o f  H ungarian  w riters, its  editorial

14 An elaboration of the diary appearing in the
preceding and present issues of The New Hunga
rian Quarterly.

sta ff do n o t lose sight o f  th e  fact th a t  only 
th rough  constant contact w ith  w orld litera
tu re  can th e  reading public  keep abreast o f  
developm ents in  th is  sphere. H ere  are a 
few  o f  th e  works published in  H ungarian  
transla tion  by Magvető: Shakespeare’s sonnets, 
English and Scottish  ballads, poem s by 
Sandburg, Leopardi, Georg T rak l, Jim enez, 
R ilke, Bryusov and M ao Tse-tung; verses 
o f  Apollinaire and V illon ’s Le Grand 
Testament in  bilingual editions; a thorough 
selection o f  French Renaissance poetry  and 
m odern French lyrics, as well as Italian  
lyrics o f  past centuries; Bulgarian fo lk  
p oetry ; Am erican and African N egro poet
ry. I t  is p lanned to  issue th e  poem s o f T .S . 
E lio t next year. T he Magvető has released 
G.B. Shaw’s d ram a Geneva w ith  th e  illustra
tio n s o f  Feliks T opolski; th e  novels Prater 
Violet by C ristopher Isherwood, This Gun 

for Hire by G raham  Greene, Flash by V irginia 
W oolf, Le grand tcart by Cocteau, Hotel du 
Nord by Eugene D abit, L’Étranger by Camus, 
Fermina Marjueẑ  by V . Larbaud, and Le 
Diahle au corps by R adiguet; one Sartre and 
one G ide dram a, Sain t-E xupéry’s charm ing 
ta le  Le petit Prince and Jean Effel’s am using 
drawings portraying th e  creation o f  the  
w orld. O ne o f  Magvető’s m ost popular p ub li
cations is a collection o f  French aphorisms. 
G erm an lite ra tu re  is represented am ong 
o thers by T hom as M ann’s selected studies, 
th e  b ilingual ed ition  o f  Gesang vom Kind
chen, and  D ü rren m a tt’s short stories.

In  connection w ith  Soviet lite ratu re— 
whose publication  is n o t prim arily  th e  re
sponsibility o f  Magvető—the firm  has set for 
itse lf th e  same goal as in  th e  sphere o f  living 
H ungarian  au th o rs : i t  endeavours to  provide 
translations o f  th e  m ost recent works o f  
young w riters and beginners, w hich m ay 
possibly be only experim ental in  character 
b u t a t any ra te  are p a rt o f  the  great upsurge 
th a t  is so characteristic o f  present-day 
Soviet in tellectual life; th e  novelettes o f

16 Keresztury has contributed numerous 
theatrical reviews to The New Hungarian 
Quarterly, including the present issue.
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Y uri Bondarev (The Last Shots) and  Aksionov 
(Colleagues) have been transla ted  in to  num er
ous o th er languages in  addition  to  H ungarian.

In  1957 the  publishing firm launched its 
representative foreign series under the  title  
“ W orld  L ibrary ,” w hich began w ith  a few 
re-issues b u t subsequently has issued the  
m ost recent books o f  th e  best foreign au
thors. T he firm  also goes back, when neces
sary, to  im portan t works th a t  because o f  
H ungary ’s isolation brought about by th e  
w ar could n o t appear in  th e ir  tim e. T he 
books o f  th is  series a re : Jean-Luc persecute by 
R am uz, Leviathan by Ju lien  Green, Der 
Erwählte by T hom as M ann, Voleur d’enfants 
and Le Survivant by Supervielle, Portrait of 
the Artist as a Young Man by Jam es Joyce, 
Across the River and into the Trees by H em ing
way, Heaven is My Destination by W ilder, 
II conformista by M oravia, Wolf Solent by 
John Cowper Powys, Zeit gu leben und Zeit

zu sterben by R em arque, La Semaine sainte by 
Aragon, Nackt unter Wölfen by A pitz, Mi- 
moires d'une jeune fille rangle by Sim one de 
Beauvoir, II gattopardo by Tom asi d i Lam 
pedusa, Dziura w niebie by Tadeus Konwicz- 
k i, Our Man in Havana by G raham  Green, 
Jeder stirbt für sich allein by H ans Fallada 
and The Great Gatsby by F. Scott F itzgerald.

F u rth e r plans include th e  novel Popiol i 
diament by A ndrzejewski (the film  released 
under the  same title  was adapted  from  it), 
La Peste and  La Chute by Camus, th e  selected 
w ritings o f  M usil, th e  sh o rt stories o f  Ivo 
Andric, La torce de Page by Sim one de Beau
voir, th e  selected short stories and satires o f 
H ein rich  Böll, Offizierfabrik by Kirst, 
Knock at the Door by Sean O ’Casey, Enigma 
Otiliei by th e  R um anian  w riter Calinescu, 
Fodroẑ  by th e  Polish w riter D ygat, the  novel 
My Hawk, Merned! by th e  T u rk ish  au tho r 
Yashar Kemal, and  others.

Katalin Rayman

2 0 3

A  S E L E C T  H U N G A R I A N  B I B L I O G R A P H Y  

O F  E N G L I S H - A M E R I C A N  L I T E R A T U R E ,  

A R T S  A N D  S C I E N C E  F O R  T H E  Y E A R  1 9 6 1

T he aim  o f  th is  select annual bibliography 
is to  give th e  in terested  reader some infor
m ation  on  H ungarian  books and articles 
w hich are closely connected w ith  the  litera
tu re , arts, culture and science o f  th e  English- 
speaking w orld. For th is  reason we have 
confined ourselves to  listing  only such books 
and articles as are e ither translations from  
English o r H ungarian  w ritings on  the  sub
jects m entioned. English literatu re  is repre
sented  in  th is  single year from  Chaucer to  
Kingsley Amis, and H ungarian  publishers 
produced in  the  same year a com plete edition  
o f  Shakespeare’s works and o f  E lizabethan 
dram as. H ungarian  books and articles on 
British-A m erican subjects show a deep in te r

est in  th e  culture o f  the  English-speaking 
world. T h e  bibliography shows, fo r instance, 
how the  death  o f  E rnest H em ingw ay stirred  
and inspired H ungarian  w riters, critics and 
scholars.

T he p ictu re  given by th e  bibliography is, 
o f  course, fa r from  com plete. N ew spaper 
articles and translations appearing in m aga
zines and newspapers have had to  be om itted .

T he entries o f  the  bibliography could 
have been nearly doubled i f  we had listed 
books and pam phlets in  English th a t appea
red  during  th e  year in  H ungary.

M ore th an  fifty—m ostly scientific—peri
odicals contain m any papers, essays and 
articles in  English. T he bu lk  o f  these period
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icals represents th e  different “ A cta” o f  the  
H ungarian Academy o f  Sciences. W e strictly  
confined ourselves to  listing  only those item s 
w hich are closely connected w ith  th e  litera
tu re , arts, and science o f  th e  English- 
speaking world. T he fact th a t  the  language 
o f  a publication was English d id  no t serve as 
a criterion  fo r including i t .  A ra th e r consid
erable num ber o f  English gram m ars and 
textbooks published during th is  period has 
therefore been om itted .

T ranslations

Poetry and Drama

B R O W N , C. E n itan : [Poem] Vers. Ford. 
[Transl.] Kálnoky László. =  Nagyvilág. [The 
W ide  W orld ]. 1961. 6 . évf.* 10. sz.** 
1 4 3 4 .  p .

B R O W N IN G , R o b e rt: [Pippa Passes] 
És P ippa é n e k e l . . .  Ford. [T ransl.] Szász 
Im re. 111. Bozóky M ária. Budapest, 1961, 
M . H elikon . 185 p.

C H A U C E R , Geoffrey: [The C anterbury 
Tales] C anterbury  m esék. Ford. [Transl.] 
Benjámin László, Fodor András. Bev. [Intr.] 
Szenczi M iklós. Jegyz. [N otes] V ajda M ik
lós. Budapest, 1961, Európa. XIX , 578 p.

E L IO T , T hom as S tearns: [Poem] Vers. 
Ford. [Transl.] Vas István. =  Nagyvilág 
[The W ide W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 6. sz. 
885. p.

[E N G L IS H  Renaissance D ram as. Shake
speare’s Contem poraries] Angol rene
szánsz drám ák. Shakespeare kortársai. V ál., 
szerk. és bev. [Sei., ed. and in tr. by] Szenczi 
M iklós. Budapest. 1961, Európa. [3 volu
mes]

FA U L K N E R , W illiam — C A M U S, Al
b e rt: [R equiem  fo r a N un] R ekviem  egy 
apácáért. Ford. [Transl.] K lum ák István. =  
Nagyvilág [T he W ide  W orld]. 1961. 6. 
évf. 10. sz. 1500, and foil. pp .

LA N  G L A N D , Joseph: [Poem] Vers. 
Ford. [Transl.] Tarbay Ede. =  Nagyvilág

* évf. =  Vol.
** sz. =  No.

[The W ide  W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 2 . sz. 
197. p.

LA SK IN , P h ilip : [Poem] V ers. Ford. 
[Transl.] N em es N agy Ágnes. =  Nagyvilág 
[T he W ide  W orld], 1961. 6. évf. 7 . sz. 
980. p .

[N E W  English Poets] Ú j angol költők. 
Ford. [Transl.] Kálnoky László, Vas István, 
Képes Géza. =  Nagyvilág [The W ide 
W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 7 . sz. 982. and 
fo il. pp.

Poems by Thom Gunn, Kingsley Amis, 
D. J. Enright, Donald Davie.
O ’N E IL L , Eugene G ladstone: [Four 

Dramas] Négy drám a. Ford. [Transl.] O ttlik  
Géza, Vas István, Budapest, 1961, E urópa. 
5 1 4  p .

SH A K ESPEA R E, W illiam : [The C om p
lete  W orks] Összes m űvei. Szerk. [Ed.] Kéry 
László. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 7  vols.

SH A K E SPEA R E, W illiam : [H am let—  
A M id sum m er-N igh t’s D ream ] H am let— 
Szentivánéji álom . Ford. [Transl.] A rany 
János. Budapest, 1961, Szépirod. Kiadó. 
230  p. [Diákkönyvtár [S tuden t’s Library]] 

S H E L L E Y , Percy Bysshe: [Prom etheus 
U nbound] A m egszabadíto tt Prom etheus. 
Ford. [Transl.] W eöres Sándor. Budapest, 
1961, M óra Kiadó. 167 p.

W IL L IA M S , Tennessee: [The S treetcar 
N am ed Desire] A vágy villamosa. F o rd . 
[Transl.] C zim er József. =  Nagyvilág. 1961. 
6. évf. 2. sz. 204 . and foil. pp.

YEATS, W illiam  B utler: [The Pot o f  
Broth] A húsleves. Ford. [Transl.] Bányay 
Geyza. =  Kezedben a sorsod. Egyfelvoná- 
sosok. [O ne-act plays]. Budapest, 1961, 
G ondolat. 90  p . |Játékszín [Theatre] 32]

Novels

B R O N T É , E m ily : [W uthering  Heights]; 
Üvöltő szelek. Ford. [Transl.] Sőtér István. 
Budapest, 1961, Szépirod. Kiadó. 2 vols. 
[Olcsó Könyvtár [Cheap Library] 1961 5-6.] 

D E F O E , D aniel: [The L ifeand Adventures 
o f  Robinson Crusoe] R obinson. Ford. 
[Transl.] V ajda E ndre. 111. C. E. Brock.
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Budapest, 1961, M óra Kiadó. 243 p. |Az 
én  könyvtáram . A z ifjúsági irodalom  rem e
kei. [M y library. T he classics o f  juvenile 
literature.]]

D IC K E N S, C harles: [L ittle  D orrit] A 
kis D orrit. Ford. [Transl.] Bizám Lenke. 
Jegyz. [N otes] András T . László. Budapest, 
1961, M . H elikon . 1103 p . | H elikon  klasz- 
szikusok. H elicon Classics]]

D IC K EN S, Charles: [Dom bey and Son] 
D om bey és fia. Ford. [Transl.] Fodor József. 
Budapest, i9 6 0 , Európa. 2. vols.

D IC K EN S, Charles: [H ard  Tim es] N e 
héz  idők. Ford. [Transl.] M ikes Lajos. 
Budapest, i9 6 0 , Európa. 319 p.

D IC K E N S, C harles: [O liver T w ist] 
T w ist O livér. Ford. [Transl.] Bálint György. 
Budapest, 1961, M óra Kiadó. 431 p. |lskolai 
könyvtár [School Library.]]

D IC K EN S, C harles: [The Life and 
Adventures o f  M artin  C huzzlew it] M artin  
C huzzlew it. Ford. [Transl.] O ttlik  Géza. 
Budapest, 1961, Európa. 2 vols. [Dickens 
válogatott m űvei. [Selected works o f Charles 
Dickens.]]

D IC K EN S, C harles: [The Posthum ous 
Papers o f  the  Pickwick Club] A Pickwick 
K lub. Ford. [Transl.] Hevesi Sándor. Átdolg. 
[Rev.] O ttlik  Géza. 2. kiad. [ed.] Budapest, 
1961, Európa. 808 p . |D ickens válogatott 
m űvei [Selected works o f  Charles Dickens.]]

D R E ISE R , T heodore: [An Am erican 
Tragedy] Am erikai tragédia. Ford. [Transl.] 
N ém eth  A ndor. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 
2  vols. I M illiók  könyve. [Book fo r the  
M illions.]]

G A L S W O R T H Y , John : [The Forsyte- 
Saga] A Forsyte-Saga. Ford. [Transl.] Szabó 
M agda, Szobotka T ibor. Budapest, i9 6 0 , 
Európa. 4  vols.

G R E E N E , G raham : [O u r M an in H ava
na] H avannai em berünk. Ford. [Transl.] 
Ungvári Tam ás. Budapest, 1961, M agvető. 
267  p. |V i!ágkönyvtár [W orld  Library.]]

H E M IN G W A Y , E rnest: [The O ld  M an 
and the  Sea] Az öreg halász és a tenger. Ford. 
T ransl.] O ttlik  Géza. B udapest, 1961,

Szépirod. Kiadó. 161 p . [Olcsó könyvtár 
[Cheap Library] 1961. 37.]

JE R O M E , V .J . : [A Lantern fo r Jeremy] 
Jerem iás lámpása. Ford. [Transl.] H ajdú  
M iklós. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 258  p.

K IPL IN G , R udyard: [The Jungle Book 
—T he Second Jungle Book] A dzsungel 
könyve. Ford. [Transl.] Benedek M arcell. A 
verseket ford . [The poems transl. by] W eöres 
Sándor. Budapest, 1961, Szépirod. Kiadó. 
2  vols.

LAM B, H aro ld : [Alexander o f  M ace
donia] V ilághódító Nagy Sándor. Ford. 
[Transl.] T erényi István. Budapest, 1961, 
G ondolat. 373 p . 111.

LEW IS, Sinclair: [M ain  S treet. T he 
Story o f  Carol Kennicott] Fő u tca. Kenni- 
co tt Carol története . Ford. [Transl.] Schöp- 
flin Aladár. A fordítást kiég. [The transl. 
suppl. by] Szobotka T ibor. Bev. [Intr.] 
L u tte r T ibo r. Budapest, i9 6 0 , Táncsics 
Kiadó. 558 p.

L O N D O N , Jack: [The Iron H eel] A 
vaspata. Bev. [Intr.] Anatole France. Ford. 
[Transl.] Szinnai T ivadar. Budapest, 1961, 
Európa. 336 p.

H A N K O W IT Z , W o lf: [Laugh T ill you 
Cry] Fele se tréfa. Kisregény [A story.] Ford. 
[Transl.] R óna Ilona. Budapest, 1961, 
Európa. 138 p . I M odern könyvtár [M odern  
L ibrary] 4 4 ]

M IL L E R , A rth u r: [Focus] G yújtópont. 
Ford. [Transl.] Szinnai T ivadar. 111. Győry 
M iklós. Budapest, 1961, Kossuth Kiadó. 
324 p.

R E N A U L T , M ary : [The King M ust 
Die] Thészeusz ifjúsága. Ford, [Transl.] Kis 
Anna. 111. Csillag V era. Budapest, 1961, 
Európa. 502 p.

ST E IN B E C K , John : [In Dubious Battle] 
Késik a szüret. Ford. [Transl.] Balabán 
Péter. Budapest, i9 6 0 , Európa. 406 p.

ST E IN B E C K , John: [The Grapes o f  
W rath] É rik  a gyümölcs. Ford. [Transl.] 
Benedek M arcell. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 
550 p.

ST E IN B E C K , John: [The M oon is 
Down] Lem ent a hold. Ford. [Transl.] Vas
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István. 111. W ü rtz  Ádám . Budapest, 1961, 
Szépirod. Kiadó. 173 p . [Olcsó könyvtár 
[C heap Library] 1961. 33.]

T H A C K E R A Y , W illiam  M akepeace: 
[The H isto ry  o f  H enry  Esm ond] H enry  
E sm ond tö rténete . Ford. és bev. [Transl. 
and in tr.] Vas István. Jegyzet [N otes.] 
G yurkó László. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 
XXXVIII, 532 p . |A világirodalom  klasz- 
szikusai [The classics o f  w orld literature]] 

T H A C K E R A Y , W illiam  M akepeace: 
[The H isto ry  o f  Sam uel T itm arsh  and the  
G reat H oggarty D iam ond] A nagy H oggarty 
gyém ánt. Ford. [Transl.] Vas István. 111. 
Bozóky M ária. Budapest, 1961, Szépirod. 
Kiadó. 237  p . [Olcsó könyvtár [Cheap 
L ibrary]. 1961. 22 . |

Short Stories, Tales

B R A D FO R D , R oark : [O F M an Adam  
an ’ H is  C hillun ’. O F King D avin an’ the  
Philistine Boys] Ádám  apánk és gyerm ekei. 
Ford. [Transl.] Devecseri Gábor, M ajoros 
István. 111. H elena Zm atlikova. Budapest, 
1961, Táncsics Kiadó. 318 p .

C A L D W E LL , E rskine: [M arth a  Jean] 
M artha  Jean. Ford. [Transl.] E lbert János. 
=  Nagyvilág [The W id e  W orld ]. 1961. 6. 
évf. 6. sz. 875. and fo il. pp .

H A R D Y , T hom as: [Selected S hort S to
ries] Elbeszélések. Ford. [T ransl.] Vajda 
M iklós. V ál. [Sei.] Borbás M ária. 111. Pap 
Klára. Budapest, 1961, E urópa. 237 p.

H E M IN G W A Y , E rnest: [Short Stories] 
Elbeszélések. Ford. [T ransl.] András László, 
Lengyel Péter, etc. Budapest, i9 6 0 , Európa. 
4 1 0  p .

LAM B, Charles— Lam b, M ary : [Tales 
from  Shakespeare] Shakespeare-mesék. Ford. 
[Transl.] Vas István. 111. Szecskó Tam ás. 
Budapest, 1961, M óra Kiadó. 332 p.

O ’C O N N O R , F rank : [M y O edipus- 
complex] A z én O edipus kom plexusom . 
Ford. [T ransl.] Valis M agda. =  Nagyvilág 
[The W ide W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 9. sz. 
1321. and fo il. pp.

S A N S O M , W illiam : [The O ld  M an] 
A z öreg. Ford. [Transl.] R éz Ádám . N agy
világ [The W id e  W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 
10. sz. 1442. and  fo il. pp.

SA R O Y A N , W illiam : [H allo ! O u t 
There?] H alló  ki az? Ford. [Transl.] R adó 
György. =  Nagyvilág [T he W ide  W orld ]. 
1961. 6. évf. 8. sz. 1168. and fo il. pp.

[A S E L E C T IO N  o f  English, Irish, Scotch, 
W elsh, Cornwallish, Icelandic, D utch  and 
Belgian Tales]. A világjáró királyfi. Angol, 
ír, skót, walesi, cornwalli, izlandi, holland, 
belga mesék. Vál. és a mesemagy. írta . [Sei. 
and annotated  by] Dégh L inda. 111. Kass 
János. Budapest, 1961, M óra Kiadó. 4 0 7  p. 
|NépeK m eséi [Tales o f  th e  Nations]| 

SH A W , Irv in : [The Banks o f  the  R iver 
Lethe] A Lethe napsü tö tte  partjain . Ford. 
[Transl.] M áthé E lek. =  Nagyvilág [The 
W ide  W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 7 . sz. 1010— 
1017 pp.

SH A W , Irv in : [H am lets o f th e  W orld] 
A világ H am letje i. Ford. [Transl.] Justus 
Pál. =  Nagyvilág [The W id e  W orld]. 1961. 
6. évf. 7 . sz. 1018-1026 pp .

SH A W , Irv in : [C lim ates o f  Insom nia] 
Álm atlanság. Ford. [Transl.] Bányay Geyza. 
=  Nagyvilág [T he W id e  W orld]. 1961. 6. 
évf. 7 . sz. 1027. and fo il. pp.

SPARK, M u rie l: [The Paw nbroker’s 
wife] A zálogosné. Ford. [Transl.] Kéry 
László. =  Nagyvilág [T he W ide W orld]. 
1961. 6. évf. 12. sz. 1229. and foil. pp.

ST E IN B E C K , John: [The G reat M an] 
A nagy em ber. Ford. [Transl.] Bányay Geyza. 
=  Nagyvilág [T he W ide  W orld]. 1961. 6. 
évf. 9. sz. 1300. and fo il. pp.

W IL S O N , Angus: [The Realpolitic] 
A reálpolitikus. Ford. [Transl.] Kéri Tam ás. 
=  Nagyvilág [T he W ide  W orld], 1961. 6 . 
évf. 3. sz. 393. and foil. pp.

Criticism, Essays

KOPS, Bernard: [British A uthor—British 
T heatre] Angol író—angol színház. Ford. 
[Transl.] H alápy L ili.= N ag y v ilág . [The W ide 
W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 8. sz. 1225-1227 pp .

1 é
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M A CAULAY , Thom as Babington: [Se

lected Essays] Esszék. V ál. és. bev. [Sei. and 
in tr.]  Sükösd M ihály. Ford. [TransL] Raáb 
György, Sükösd M ihály, Szigeti József. 
Budapest, 1961, G ondolat, XXI, 337 p. 
(Aurora i8 |

PR IE ST L E Y , John : [The V anishing 
Ideal] A tovatűnő  eszm énykép. Ford. 
[Transl.] b .t. =  É le t és íro d . [Life and 
L iterature]. 1961. 5. évf. 28. sz.

S W IF T , Jonathan : [Selected Satires and 
Pam phlets] Szatírák  és röp iratok . Ford. 
[T ransl.] Kéry László. Budapest, 1961, 
Európa. 193 p . IV ilágirodalm i kiskönyvtár 
[L ittle  L ibrary o f  W orld  L iteratu re  ]|

Autobiography

F R A N K L IN , B enjam in: [M em oirs o f 
th e  Life and W ritings of] Számadása életé
ről. Ford. és jegyz. [T ransl. and notes] 
Bartos T ib o r. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 
225 p.

H E M IN G W A Y , E rnest: [G reen H ills  
o f  Africa] A frikai vadásznapló. Ford. 
[Transl.] Szász Im re. 111. K ondor Lajos. 
Budapest, 1961, Európa. 235 p.

M P H A H L E L E , Ezekiel: [Down Second 
Avenue] Feketék utcája. Ford. [Transl.] 
R óna Ilona. 111. Rogán M iklós. Budapest, 
1961, Kossuth Kiadó. 256 p.

PEPYS, Sám uel: [Journal] N aplója. 
Ford. [Transl.] R u ttk ay  Kálmán. Bev. 
[In tr.] Sükösd M ihály. Budapest, 1961, 
Gondolat. 365 p . 9 plates

[A Selection.]
P U T N A M , Anne E isner— K E L LE R , 

A llan: [M adam i— M y E ight Years o f Ad
venture w ith  the  Congo Pigmies] N yolc év 
Kongo törpéi közö tt. Ford. [Transl.] Ga- 
ramvölgyi István. [111.] A nn E isner Putnam . 
2 . kiad. [ed.] Budapest, i9 6 0 , Táncsics 
Kiadó. 261 p. .

ST E IN B E C K , John : [Once T here  W as 
a W ar] V olt egyszer egy háború. H ad itu d ó 
sítások [W ar reports.] Ford. [Transl.] Vajda 
Gábor. Budapest, 1961, Európa. 217  p.

Arts
B R IT T E N , B enjam in: [A utobiographi

cal N otes] Pályám ról. Ford. [T ransl.] Fábián 
Im re. =  M uzsika [M usic]. 1961. 4 . évf. 1. 
sz. 25-26 pp.

FA SSETT, A g a th a : [Béla Bartók’s Am er
ican Years—T h e  N aked  Face o f  Genius] 
Bartók am erikai évei. Ford. [Transl.] G om 
bos Im re. Budapest, i9 6 0 , Z enem űkiadó. 

351 P-
R U SSELL, T h om as: [Philharm ony] F il

harm ónia. [Intr.] J[ohn] B[oynton] Priestley. 
Ford. [Transl.] Abódy Béla. 111. Alan Grego
ry. Budapest, 1961, Zenem űkiadó. 207  p.

SEA R LE, H um phrey : [The Influence o f  
L iszt on th e  M usic o f  O u r Century] L iszt 
[Ferenc] hatása századunk zenéjére. =  M u 
zsika. 1961, 4 . évf. 12. sz. 5-6 pp.

D U L L IN , Charles: [The Secrets o f  Act
ing.] A színészet titka iró l. Ford. és bev. 
[Transl. and in tr.]  Sz. Szántó Jud it. Buda
pest, i9 6 0 , Sz ínháztud. In t. 98 p. 111. 
(Korszerű színház 20. [The M odern Theatre]| 
[M im eographed]

R O T H A , Paul: [Docum entary Film] A 
dokum entum film . Ford. [T ransl.] M aár 
Gyula, Sándor András. Budapest, 1961, M . 
F ilm tud . In t. és Film arch. V III, 2 6 7  p . 
(Filmm űvészeti könyvtár [L ibrary o f  F ilm 
art] 4 .1 [M im eographed.]

Ethnology, Archaeology

M O R G A N , Lewis H e n ry : [Ancient 
Society] Az ősi társadalom . Ford. [Transl.] 
Bodrogi T ibor, Bónis György. Bev. [In tr.]  
Bodrogi T ibor. Budapest, 1961, G ondolat. 
451 P-

W IN N IN G T O N , A lan: [The Slaves o f  
th e  Cool M ountains] A H ideghegyek rab
szolgái. Ford. [T ransl.] Győri Pálné, Buda
pest, 1961, Kossuth Kiadó. 279. p.

B U R R O W S , M ille r: [T he D ead Sea 
Scrolls] A ho lttengeri tekercsek. Ford. 
[T ransl.] Csaba József, Komoróczy Géza. 
Bev. [In tr.] H ah n  István. Budapest, 1961,. 
G ondolat. 395 p. 4  m aps.

Annex: Translation of the scrolls.
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H ungarian A uthors*

On English and American Literature and Authors
A L M Á SI M iklós: A m odern  drám a ú t

ja in . A z újabb d rám atörténet és a shake- 
speare-i hagyományok. [O n  the  P a th  o f  the 
M odern  D ram a. R ecent H isto ry  o f  the  
D ram a and the  Shakespearean T rad itions]. 
Budapest, 1961, G ondolat. 275 p.

SÜ K Ö SD  M ihály: V ert nem zedék [The 
Beat G eneration]. =  É let és íro d . [Life 
and L iterature]. 1961. 5. évf. 34. sz. 4— 5
pp.

K R E T Z  Ó I M iklósné: A z am erikai 
realizm us és naturalizm us kialakulásának 
társadalm i háttere  [The Social Background 
o f  the  Developm ent o f  Am erican Realism  
and N aturalism ]. =  Filol. Közi. [Philol. 
C om m .]. 1960.6. évf. 3—4. sz. 443—451
pp.

P. N . : C ontem porary English, American 
and French Books. =  T h e  N ew  H ungarian  
Q uarterly . 1961. Vol. II. N o . 3, 172— 175 
pp . [In English.]

V E R E S Péter: English Prose. (N otes 
on  an Anthology.) =  T he N ew  H ungarian 
Q uarterly . 1961. Vol. II. N o . 1, 152— 156 
pp . [In English.]

VAJDA M iklós: English Verse. (Ad
ventures o f  a H ungarian  A nthologist among 
th e  English Poets.) =  T he N ew  H ungarian  
Q uarterly . 1961. V ol. II, N o . 1, 156— 160 
pp . [In English.]

S Z E N C Z I M iklós: T he English De
p a rtm en t a t Budapest U niversity . =  T he 
N ew  H ungarian  Q uarterly . 1961. Vol. II, 
N o . 3, 168— 171 pp. [In English.]

LUKACSY Sándor: Hogyan szü letett 
a „Tam ás bátya kunyhója” ? [H arrie tt 
B e e c h e r  S to w e .  H ow  “Uncle T o m ’s 
C abin” was born]. =  Könyvtáros [The 
L ibrarian]. 1961, 11. évf. 7 . sz. 425—426
pp.

K A T O N A , A nna: George Borrow magyar
ság képe [George Borrow and H ungary], =  
Alföld, i9 6 0 . 11. évf. 6. sz. 93—95 pp.

* Arranged in accordance with the decimal 
system.

H E G E D Ű S  G éza: Byron. Budapest, 
1961, G ondolat. 140 p. |lrodalom történeti 
kiskönyvtár [L ittle  L ibrary  fo rt H is t , o f 
L it.] . 10.1

VAS István : Eliot [Thom as Stearns] és 
a Pusztaság [and th e  W aste Land]. =  N agy
világ [The W id e  W orld]. 1961. 6. évf. 6. 
sz. 881— 885 pp.

SÜ K Ö SD  M ihály : W illiam  Faulkner. =  
Valóság [R eality]. 1961. 4 . évf. 1. sz. 

24—  33 PP-
L E N G Y E L  József: Hemingway haláláról 

[O n  H em ingw ay’s D eath]. =  Kortárs 
[C ontem porary]. 1961. 5. évf. 8. sz.
278—279 pp .

PALFY István: „A z em ber nem  arra 
szü letett, hogy legyőzzék” [M an  is no t 
Born to  D efeat]. E rnest Hemingway emléke
zetére [In M em óriám  Ernest Hem ingw ay]. 
=  Alföld. 1961. 12. évf. 4 . sz. 72—73 pp.

SÜ K Ö SD  M ihály: Egy nagy író halálára. 
E rnest Hemingway [O n  the  D eath  o f a G reat 
W riter. E. H .]  =  É let és írod . [Life and 
L iterature]. 1961. 5. évf. 27. sz. 3. p.

SZ Á SZ  Im re : E rnest Hemingway. =  
Jelenkor [The Present]. 1961. 4 . évf. 1. sz.

S Z E N T K U T H Y  M iklós: Hemingway. 
=  Nagyvilág [The W ide W orld ]. 1961. 
6. évf. 9. sz. 1368— 1377 pp.

E G R I Péter: Jegyzetek [James] Joyce k riti
káihoz [N otes to  J. Joyce’s C ritical W ritings]. 
=  V ilágirod. Figy. [O bserver o f W orld  
L iterature.] 7 . évf. 2 . sz. 259— 264 pp .

H E L L E R  Ágnes: Eugene O’Neill és az 
am erikai drám a [E. O ’N eill and the  Am eri
can D ram a]. =  Valóság [R eality]. 1961. 
4 . évf. 6. sz. 50— 58 pp.

KO VÁCS József: O'Neill [Eugene] m ű
vei M agyarországon [O ’N e ill’s W orks in  
H ungary]. V ilágirod. Figy. [O bs. o f  W orld  
L it.]. 1961. 7 . évf. 2. sz. 231— 240 pp.

S Z Á N T Ó  Jud it, S z . : Tennessee Wil
liams. =  Nagyvilág [The W ide W orld]. 
6 . évf. 2. sz. 270— 272 pp.

N A G Y  Péter: R ichard Wright a regényíró 
[R ichard W rig h t the N ovelist]. =  N agy
világ [The W ide W orld ]. 1961. 6. évf. 
4 . sz. 587— 592 pp.
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Novels with an English Subject

R Ó N A S Z E G I M iklós: A királynő 
kalóza [The Q ueen’s P irate]. 111. W iirtz  
A dam . Budapest, 1961. M óra Kiadó. 
5 3 2  p .

A novel for young people about Francis Drake. 
S Z Á N T Ó  György: A javíthatatlan  javító 

[The U nreform able R eform er]. Budapest, 
1961. M óra Kiadó. 526 p .

A novel about Robert Owen.
SZÁV A István : T engereken és év

m illiókon á t [Across th e  Seas and M illion  
Years]. 111. Szőnyi Gyula. Budapest, 1961. 
M óra Kiadó. 377 p. i m ap.

Charles Darwin’s romantic biography for the 
young.

On British and American Art

E G R I P é ter: Joyce k ritikája  M unkácsy 
M ihály  “Ecce H o m o ”-járól [James Joyce’s 
C ritic ism  on M ihály M unkácsy’s “ Ecce 
H om o”]. =  M űvészet [A rt]. 1961. 2 . évf.
1. sz. pp . 18—21

A B O N Y I Arany, M . : Rockwell Kent. 
=  M űvészet [A rtJ, 1961. 2 . évf. 7. sz. 
1 3 — 1 5  p .

S Z A T M Á R I G izella: Paul Hogarth. =  
M űvészet [A rt], 1961. 2 . évf. 12. sz. 
1 3 — 1 5  p .

S O M O G Y I V ilm os: így  élek a fehérek 
k ö z ö tt . . .  M arion Anderson beszél küzdel
m eiről [T his is how I Live am ong the  
W h ite s . . .  M arion A nderson Speaks about 
he r Struggles]. =  M uzsika [M usic]. 1961. 
4 . évf. 7 . sz. 19— 22 pp.

SEIB ER  M átyás. [By!] D . K. =  T he 
N ew  H ung . Q uarterly . 1961. V ol. II. 
N o . 2 . 171— 174 pp . [In  English]

R Á N K I György: Seiber M átyás. Portré . 
[M atth ias Seiber. A P ortra it] =  M agyar 
Z ene [H ung . M usic]. 1961. 1. évf. 4 . sz. 
431—438 pp.

L Ó Z S Y  János: „A lbert H e rrin g ” a t the  
H ungarian  S ta te  O pera. =  T he N ew  
H ungarian  Q uarterly . 1961, V ol. II. N o.
2, 169— 171 pp . [In  English.]

Philosophy

S Á N D O R  Pál: Francis Bacon. — M agy. 
T u d . [H ung . Science]. 1961. 6. köt.* 5. sz. 
301— 310 pp.

S Z IG E T I József: Francis Bacon. =  V ilá
gosság [L igh t]. 1961. 3. évf. 2. sz. 21—25 p.

S O M O G Y I János: George Thomson f ilo 
zófiatörténeti kutatásainak k ritika i vissz
hangja a Szovjetunióban [T he C ritical Re
ception in  th e  U S SR  o f George 
T hom son’s Research W ork  on the  H isto ry  
o f  Philosophy]. =  M agy. Filoz. Szle. [H u n 
garian Philosophical O bs.] 1961. 5. évf.
1. sz. 80—86 pp .

British and American History

H A R A S Z T I Éva H . :  A chartista  m oz
galom  gazdasági és társadalm i előzményei
h ez  [T he Econom ic and Social Precedents 
o f  th e  C hartist M ovem ent.] =  T ö rt. Szle. 
[H ist. O bs.] i9 6 0 . 3. évf. 4 . sz. 4 1 1—445 p.

JE M N IT Z  János: Az 1926. évi angol 
általános sz trájk  előzm ényeiről [The Events 
Preceding th e  General S trike  o f  1926 in  
Britain.] Budapest, 1961, Akad. Kiadó. 
73 p .| É rtekezések a tö rtén e ti tudom ányok 
köréből [Essays in  H isto ry] U . S. 20. | 

T A R JÁ N  Im re: Az am erikai álom . A 
polgárháború százéves évfordulóján [The 
Am erican D ream . O n  th e  C entennary o f 
the  Civil W ar.] =  Világosság [L ight]. 1961.
2 . évf. 7 . sz. 6— 13 pp . 

SZ U H A Y -H A V A S E rvin: Az am erikai
tragédia. G ondolatok a polgárháború centen- 
nárium án [The Am erican Tragedy. T houghts 
on th e  C entennary o f  th e  Civil W ar.] 
=  Valóság [R eality ]. 1961. 4 . évf. I. sz. 
17— 23 pp .

Personal Impressions of Britain 
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THEATRE AND FILM

A SU R V E Y  O F  T H E  T H E A T R IC A L  S E A SO N

I

T he students o f  the  College o f  D ram atic 
A rt staged and perform ed B ertolt Brecht’s 
Die Dreigroschenoper on M arch 29, 1938; 
th e ir  success was so great as to  enable th em  
to  repeat th e ir  performance-—w ith  just as 
great a reception—in  one o f  th e  H ungarian  
repertory theatres. T h a t perform ance was 
th e  first o f  m any victories to  be achieved on 
H ungarian  stages w ith  works o f  the  fam ous 
G erm an dram atis t. Since then , practically 
all o f  Brecht’s m ajor plays have been pre
sented in  Budapest, as well as in provincial 
theatres, o r broadcast on the  H ungarian  w ire
less. Die Dreigroschenoper, w ith  Brecht’s 
lib re tto  and K urt W eil’s greatly  popular m u 
sic, m ay be regarded as a p ioneer m odel fo r 
m usical com edies; the Petőfi T heatre , which 
specializes in  th is genre, reopened w ith  th is  
extrem ely successful production , which it  
still keeps on th e  b ill. T h e  M adách 
T heatre  staged Mutter Courage a few years 
ago, giving an excellent and m em orable per
form ance; new laurels have now been added 
to  its  fam e w ith  th e  production  o f  Brecht’s 
Der Kaukasische Kreidekreis, w hich continues 
to  fill th e  house to  capacity. I t  is no t only 
th e  play itse lf—one o f Brecht’s best w ritten  
and least ou tdated  works—th a t is applauded 
by th e  audience; m uch cred it is due th e  per
form ance too , w hich has the  m erit o f creat
ing harm ony betw een Brecht’s stage devices 
(such as m asks and o th er stylizations) and

the play’s fresh realism . Der Kaukasische Krei
dekreis, a hum an parable o f  eternal and uni
versal validity, is linked, by a “play w ith in  
th e  p lay ,” to  the  tim ely  problem s o f  trans
form ation  o f  agricultural production.

Brecht’s Galilei was w ritten  in  1939; a 
burning political question o f  th e  period— 
the subm ission o f G erm an physicist-inven
to rs to  H itle r—determ ined th e  problem  
raised in  th is  w ork. T he principle is used 
th a t, in  a clash betw een scientific and so
cial interests, social progress m ust have the  
preference. I t  is the  p rotagonist h im self who 
passes the  sentence: m artyrdom  suffered for 
the  cause o f  scientific t ru th  would, in  th e  
given situation  and a t th e  given m om ent, 
have m eant m ore fo r m ankind than  th e  sci
entific results on  account o f  which he per
jured  h im self and w hich w ould surely have 
been achieved by o th er scientists. In the  play, 
th is  principle is set fo rth  by m eans o f  bril
lian t d ram atic dialectics, and Brecht knew 
how to  achieve great stage effects by invest
ing his hero w ith  captivating hum an fea
tures. T he dram a was presented a t the N a tio n 
al T heatre  o f  Budapest, and Ferenc Bes
senyei invested G alilei’s image—com pound
ed o f  genius and frailty—w ith life-like real
ism ; the  achievem ent o f  th is difficult task  
appeared as another m ilestone along the 
p a th  o f  th is p rom inen t actor.

In  Calilei, th e  fundam ental concept o f  
the  dram a radiates from  the  sphere o f  m an
k in d ’s universal ideals and serves to  illu-

H '
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m inate  and in te rp re t the  pulsating  stage 
w ork ; in  Der aufhaltsame Aufstieg des Arturo 
Ui w hich reveals Brecht as publicist, all es
sential features were de term ined  by the  ac
tual events o f  th e  day. T he play was w ritten  
a fte r H itle r  had  overrun A ustria , and in  i t  
th e  infernal figure o f  th e  gangster-d ictator 
appears in  its full ghastliness and m onstrous 
clownishness. H aving gone th rough  all the  
horrors w hich follow ed A ustria’s occupa
tion , we know  th a t  reality  greatly  surpassed 
fiction, and th is is obviously th e  reason why 
Brecht refrained fro m  having th is  dram a 
staged afte r H itle r ’s defeat. I t  was, there
fore, no t so m uch th e  play itse lf as the  ex
cellent stage d irection o f  th e  young and ta l
en ted  Gyula Szabó a t th e  Jókai T h ea te r in 
Budapest th a t, w ith  novel m eans, centrally 
placed stage and the  daringly sty lized  sce
nery, scored a well-deserved success. In 
m y opinion, th e  d irec to r o f  th e  thea tre  
a t  M iskolc found  an even b e tte r  solution, 
how ever: he placed th e  whole play in to  a 
so rt o f  commedia dell’arte and tr ied  to  give the  
cachet o f a parable to  the  once courageous, 
bu t, to  our p resent taste , som ewhat ou t
d a ted  p lo t.

T he subject o f  Sean O ’Casey’s trag i
com edy, The Silver Tassie, presented  by the  
Gaiety T heatre  o f  Budapest, is taken  from  
th e  tim e o f  th e  F irst W o rld  W ar. W ritten  
as an in d ic tm en t against war, the  play con
dem ns th e  senseless sacrifice o f  innocent 
v ictim s to  th e  M oloch o f  w ar th rough  the  
sto ry  o f  a renow ned football player who, 
o n  account o f  a spinal injury, received a t the  
M arne, is confined to  a wheelchair and be
comes a forlorn, unhappy and lonely crea
tu re . A lthough lacking in  originality , the  
perform ance was lively and gave a good in 
terp re ta tio n  o f  th e  w riter’s in tentions.

T h is s ta tem en t applies as well to  a pe r
form ance given in  th e  G aiety T heatre  o f  
K onstantin  Sim onov’s tw o -p art play, The 
Fourth. T h is playw right, well versed in stage 
w ork, knows how  to  d ram atize  tim ely  po
litica l subjects and shows a clever restra in t 
in  follow ing th e  m odern tren d  o f  d ram a

turgy  to  break up  trad itiona l form s. T he 
them e is th e  sudden volte-face o f  a m an in 
clined to  comprom ises in  order to  secure his 
w ell-being and accustom ed m ode o f  life, 
the  p lo t being interw oven w ith  his m em ories, 
w hich m aterialize before th e  eyes o f  the  
audience in  th e  fo rm  o f  long-dead persons 
fo r w hom  th e  hero could once have done a 
good tu rn ; th ey  convince h im  th a t  his life 
is w orthless unless he stands up  fo r the 
tru th  and th a t, therefore, as a w ell-inform ed 
Am erican journalist he has th e  du ty  to  ex
pose a spy flight p lanned against th e  Soviet 
U nion and thus to  prevent a fu rth e r in ten 
sification o f in te rnational tension. T he sub
ject o f Midnight Mass, a dram a w ritten  by 
Peter Karvas and presented  on th e  R eper
to ry  Stage o f  th e  M adách T heatre , has been 
taken  from  th e  boiling cauldron o f to ta l 
warfare. I t  was presented  in  a well-balanced 
perform ance w ith , a t certain  po in ts, a dense 
atm osphere, under th e  d irection  o f  T . Ra- 
kovsky, a guest fro m  th e  Bratislava N ational 
T heatre . In  th is  dram a, th e  au th o r exposes 
th e  selfishness, in trigues and cowardice o f 
th e  p e tty  bourgeois in  a sm all provincial 
tow n, and does i t  in  a m anner suggestive 
o f  Priestley o r M augham . B ut Karvas ou t
does these forerunners in  th a t  th e  task  o f 
unm asking is given to  th e  young heroes o f  
his play who are ready to  risk  d ea th  and th e  
dangers o f  guerilla w arfare. I t  is solely th e ir  
p a th  which leads to  resurrection.

T he them es o f  rhe works o f  Irw in  Shaw, 
Garcia Lorca and A rthu r M iller, w hich have 
also been staged du ring  th e  past season, 
are less im m ediate  th an  those just review ed; 
th e  directors have, nevertheless, endeavoured 
to  give em phasis to  all po in ts w hich touch  
on current problem s. In  Irw in  Shaw ’s ra th e r 
m ediocre play, The Gentle People, an  a tte m p t 
is m ade to  show th a t  present-day life som e
tim es compels even benevolent and peaceful 
people to  m eet violence w ith  violence. Tw o 
old friends, peacefully fishing in  a bay near 
N ew  Y ork, are being blackm ailed by a 
gangster u n til, u tte rly  disappointed  in  the  
ru ling  o f  a corrup t tribunal, they  take jus
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tice in to  the  r own han d s: they  trap  and 
drow n th e ir  to rm en to r. T h e  a rtists  o f  the  
A ttila  József T h ea tre  fa iled  to  bring  any fire 
to  the  tep id  atm osphere o f  th e  conventional 
p k y .

Garcia Lorca, th a t great and tragic Span
ish poet, tackles a m uch deeper problem  
and solves i t  w ith  m uch  m ore poetic  skill. 
Moscanita, th e  Spanish version o f  th e  Tosca- 
them e, was w ritten  in  th e  p layw righ t’s 
you th  and lacks th e  d ram atic  force o f  his 
la te r w orks; lyricism  dom inates. T he ro
m antic story itse lf is com m onplace enough, 
b u t i t  is in  beautifully  lyrical language th a t 
we are to ld  o f  th e  transfiguration o f  an ena
m oured wom an in to  an exalted m arty r o f  
freedom . T he József Katona T heatre  has 
evolved a special style, adapted  to  th e  in d i
vidual tone o f  th e  p o e t; th u s the  perfo rm 
ance was carefully harm onized and d id  fu ll 
justice to  the  poetic  richness and the  occa
sionally surcharged atm osphere o f  th e  w ork.

T he presenta tion  o f  M ille r’s The Cru
cible in  the N a tional T heatre  o f  Budapest 
was less balanced and appeared to  be ra th e r 
crude, especially because a too-sharp con
tras t was m ade o f  good and evil, black and 
w hite. N evertheless th is dram a, regarded 
by th e  H ungarian  public  as M ille r’s best 
work, scored a notable success. C o n trib u t
ing a great deal to  th is  success were the  no te
w orthy  achievem ents o f  tw o actors: T ibo r 
Bitskey in  th e  p a rt o f  J. Proctor, and György 
Kálm án as F a ther H ale.

2

Several journalists and critics have p o in t
ed ou t th a t  gloom y pieces or those w ith  a 
disquieting  and perturbative  atm osphere oc
cupy too im p o rtan t a position  in  and ac
tually  dom inate th e  repertory o f  H ungarian  
theatres. T h is accusation is n o t entirely  un 
founded. Som etim es, from  th e  num ber o f 
perform ances, i t  seems as i f  comedies—or 
th e  gaiety and m irth  o f  life th a t goes w ith  
them —-have fallen  in to  disgrace. O n the  
o th er hand, th e  H ungarian  public  is glad to

be offered a little  fu n  when spending an 
evening a t th e  theatre , as is well borne ou t 
by the  con tinued  success o f  certain  classical 
comedies and th e  popularity  o f  even such 
ra th e r m ordan t plays as Eduardo da Fi
lippo’s Filumena. A fter having presented  sev
eral works by th is  fam ous N eapolitan  ac
to r-theatre  m anager-playw right, th e  Gaiety 
T heatre gave several perform ances o f  th is 
play. D a F ilippo and his ensem ble v isited 
Budapest in  M arch and scored great successes 
w ith  th e  Sanita Comedy and Too Many Ghosts 
in th e  Petőfi T h ea tre . T he Ita lian  guests 
proved to  be excellent actors and represen
tatives o f  trad itiona l N eapolitan  theatrical 
a rt. T h a t theatre-goers in  H ungary  are a t
trac ted  by hum orous and varied en te rta in 
m en t is also illu stra ted  by th e  g reat popu
larity  o f  the  guests from  Prague, whose La
terna Magica filled the house every evening in  the  
fo rm er M adách T heatre . T he m ost significant 
guest perform ance was th a t  o f  A rkady R ai- 
k in , th e  popular Soviet clow n-actor, on th e  
stage o f  th e  Bartók H all. H is  a rt is character
ized  by a dazzling  ap titude a t m um m ery, in 
tu itive  and jovial hum our and  aggressive 
and unm asking sarcasm. H is  stay in  Buda
pest was prolonged beyond its  in tended d u 
ra tion , and his perform ances were applauded 
by large audiences.

I t  is beyond any doub t th a t  th e  M etropoli
tan  O peretta  T heatre  has earned the  highest 
regard am ong th e  laughter-seeking public . 
Im re K álm án’s Czardas Queen, th e  m ost re
sounding success o f  all revivals during  th e  
past decade, still fills the  house to  capacity 
whenever i t  is perform ed. Boccaccio, a musical 
com edy by Suppé, and Cirl Market, V . Ja
cobi’s m ost popular operetta , belong to  th e  
standard  reperto ire o f th e  thea tre , w hich has 
also perform ed an am using, up-to -date  m u 
sical by Ránky—Cseres—T örök—Innocent, 
Ladies’ Invitation and, spectacularly, O ffen
bach’s comic opera, Bandits. D em ands fo r 
m irth  and m errim ent are also m et by a 
great num ber o f  theatres, and by cabarets, 
vaudeville shows and variety  program s, 
these o ften  being presented in  halls adapted
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fo r the  purpose. I t  m ight be w orth-w hile to  
subject th e  miscellaneous program s— m usical 
and unm usical comedies, juvenile and ad u lt 
cabarets—to  close scrutiny.

M ost notew orthy among th em  seems to  
be Miss Doctor, a musical comedy by Im re 
Kertész and Jália  H ajdú, w hich is running 
a t th e  Budapest L ittle  Stage. Its ch ief m erit 
is no t the  story, w hich is based on an appar
ently  unalterable foundation—th a t o f  love 
and th e  obstacles i t  has to  overcom e; the  
secret o f  its great success lies in the  episodes, 
situations and figures which are copied from  
life  and presented according to  the  newest 
recipe for comedies. T he female h a lf o f  the  
am orous couple is a young surgeon, while— 
afte r th e  usual game o f  d issim ulation and 
anonym ity—the m ale p artner tu rn s ou t to 
be a Kossuth Prize w inner and the  general 
m anager o f  a company. T he happy ending o f 
th e  play is, o f  course, the  bliss o f  th e  tw o, 
and the  heroine, who had been caught up in 
a tangle o f  intrigues, is tu rned  in to  an inde
pendent person, good surgeon and m odel 
wife. T he m usic o f  Júlia H a jd ú  is a happy 
m ixture o f  up-to -date  society tunes and tra 
d itiona l fo rm s; also notew orthy in  th is ta 
len ted  and am bitious presenta tion  are the 
jokes and quips, m any o f  th em  wisecracks 
w ith  political con ten t: here the  deligh t o f 
th e  audience bears witness to  th e  growing 
popularity  o f  political skits.

3

The repertory policy o f  H ungarian  thea
tres exhibits still another feature: the fre 
qu en t revival o f  classical and semiclassical 
plays to  the  p o in t o f  im plying th a t the  wel
come tendency o f  the  past few years to 
pave the  way fo r the  new H ungarian  play
w rights has suffered a set-back. T he cu lti
vation o f classical works is, o f course, t ra 
ditional in  H ungary ’s theatrical life. T he 
num ber o f  theatre-goers has considerably 
grown during the  past few years, a new age 
group is added every year to  the thea tre
goers, i t  is only natural th a t they  expect to

be shown the m asterpieces o f  w orld lite ra 
tu re . But there  is ano ther factor th a t justi
fies such revivals: th is o r th a t ta len ted  actor, 
th is o r th a t cham pion o f  a new style wants 
to  cast o ff the  shackles o f  trad itio n  and d is
play his o r her ta len ts in  a m anner w hich 
goes against accepted form s. Such a change 
o f  style was a ttem p ted  by Ferenc Bessenyei 
in  Brecht’s Galilei. Bessenyei has been gen
erally recognized as a m aster o f  classical 
pathos and broad gestures, the  a rtis t w ith  a 
sonorous baritone. O f  late, he has shown 
him self equally talen ted  in th e  use o f  sof
tened  gestures, arrested m ovem ents, a veiled 
voice and inw ardly echoing words. T he 
buskined hero o f classical verse dram as has 
appeared as an in tu itive  and accurate in te r
p re te r o f  Chekhov. I t  was w ith  un fo rgett
able au then tic ity  th a t, in  T o ls to i’s The Liv
ing Corpse (N ational T heatre), he represented 
th e  figure o f  a genuine m an who, w rith ing  
in  a tangle o f  lies, is determ ined  to  free h im 
se lf by any means—the adm irable incarna
tio n  o f passive heroism . A sim ilar change o f 
in terpreta tion  m ade the revival o f  Shake
speare’s Othello (N ational Theatre) so m em 
orable. Bessenyei’s representation o f  O thello  
had given rise to  m uch controversy a few 
years ago. T he role as he played it  chen was 
th a t  o f  a bru te abandoning h im self to more 
and more furious passion and indulging in  
volcanic ou tbursts. It was regarded by his 
adm irers as an irresistible representation o f 
/irile force, by his opponents as a shrill re
vival o f  an tiquated  pathos. T he figure o f  
Ochello, as in te rp reted  by Bessenyei at the  
revival, was m uch m ore hum an and po ign
a n t:  his tragedy seemed to  b t due to  un 
suspecting candour and uncertainty in p ri
vate life, where, having a d ifferent colour 
o f  skm , he had to  move about lonely and as 
a stranger. T h is figure, m uch nearer to  the  
spectators’ understanding, impressed them  all 
th e  more by its fateful and cerrifying gran
deur. T h e  new in terp reta tion  dem anded a 
new style from  th e  theatre  which, laudably, 
responded to  Bessenyei’s in itiative by d is
pensing w ith  the long silent scenes, the pauses
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w hich used to  follow  th e  great tirades; 
the  dram a was staged w ith  a vigorous rhy thm  
and  ingenious scenic designs.

I t  was no t the  idea o f  a stylistic experi
m en t bu t, presum ably, th e  one hundred per 
cent chance o f  a resounding success th a t in 
duced the  G aiety T heatre  to  revive Ferenc 
M olnár’s The Play’s the Thing. T h is is per
haps th e  best work o f  th is world-fam ous 
playw right, because its  subject and p rob
lem s stood closest to  th e  au th o r’s nature 
and abilities. W h at M olnár d id  in th is piece, 
w ritten  w ith such virtuosity , was to  play 
w ith  his adored, yet ironically and con
descendingly trea ted  craft, the  th ea tre ; to 
handle th is  toy w ith  com plete freedom , con
scious deliberation and, a t th e  same tim e, 
ravishing playfulness. T he perform ance o f 
th is  play, which has conquered the globe 
and has, to th is day, lost a lm ost nothing o f  its 
splendour, requires a special, highly pol
ished m anner o f  representation; the  pro
duction  failed to  find th a t true  style o f  bour
geois-society plays which would have been 
necessary to  render the  perform ance fau lt
less.

T he looser and less restric ted  style evolved 
by the  Petőfi T heatre  stands m uch closer to  
another o f M olnár’s plays, The Glass Slip
per, which has now been revived there  and, 
enriched w ith  background m usic and lyric 
songs, has understandably scored a m uch 
m ore sincere success. T h is comedy, rooted 
in the soil o f  the capital’s outskirts a t the  
beginning o f th is cencury, has, o f  course, 
lost th a t topical piquancy which was so ir
resistible for the  arm y o f  gossip-mongers a t 
th e  tim e o f  the original perform ance, i. e., 
a t the tim e o f  M olnár’s second divorce. T he 
glaring colours o f  its picture o f  the  suburbs 
have likewise faded, b u t tim e could no t 
m ar its caustic w it and the  play still con
tains a num ber o f  splendid roles. T he d i
rector was able to  make the  best o f these pos
sibilities and provided the  fram ew ork o f a 
brisk perform ance.

Excellent parts, a quickly m oving bu t 
never overstrained plot, and attractive and

vivacious dialogues justify  the  repeated re
vival o f  H e lta i’s trad itionally  successful 
h istorical verse dram a, The Silent Knight. T he 
outstanding perform ance, executed w ith  great 
care and am bition  a t th e  Gaiety T heatre , 
has been favourably received.

M y opinion o f  the  representation (A ttila  
József T heatre) o f  György Sós’s H ungarian 
comedy Kati is less com m endatory. Sós is 
no  novice as a p layw right; the readers o f  
The New Hungarian Quarterly may rem em ber 
his radio  play A True Legend (N o . I ,  

1961). György Sós, experienced in  the  sphere 
o f  stage and screen, has evolved an individual 
style. I t  is no t exceptionally original; his 
subjects, figures and dialogues are always 
em phatically up-to-date, while his d ram atic 
situations and plots do no t deviate from  the  
usual. Kati is an illustra tion  o f  the  trad itio n 
al m oral o f  comedies, th a t he who grasps 
m uch holds little  o r no th ing . Episodes—  
elevated to  the  level o f symbols—from  the  
lives o f  young m en about tow n help to  il
lustrate  th e  them e o f  th is com edy: Kati 
w ould like to  get hold o f  bo th  a p a rtn e r in  
life and a suitable ap artm en t; by throw ing 
herself in to  the  fight w ith  too  m uch zeal 
she fails to  obtain  e ither. T rue, th e  audience 
readily applaud th e ir  favourites and are pleas
ed w ith  the vividly changing scenes in  
w hich they  recognize th e ir  own cares and 
problem s, bu t H ungarian dram atic a rt has 
gained no th ing  w ith  th is comedy, which its 
au tho r has defined as a tragedy interwoven 
w ith  comic elem ents, th u s betraying a 
penchant for th e  fashionable tendency o f 
breaking up trad itional categories.

By tackling a problem  o f  a m uch m ore 
delicate nature, M argit Gáspár, the author 
o f  Hamlet Was Wrong (presented by the  ar
tis ts  o f th e  Gaiety T heatre  as guests a t the  
Ó dry  Stage) has a ttem pted  a tru ly  difficult 
task : In the  course o f  crim inal proceedings 
a t the  beginning o f  the 1950’s a chief justice 
sentences to  death  even some o f his friends 
and comrades on the  basis o f trum ped-up  
charges and prefabricated evidence. A grave 
m oral crisis follows one o f  these judgem ents,
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w ith  th e  result th a t th e  judge com m its sui
cide. H is  fatefu l inheritance devolves on  his 
20-year-old son, a g ifted  p ian ist. Like 
H am let, th e  young m an adored his fa ther 
and cannot suffer his m o ther to  begin a 
new  life  w ith  th e  quondam  friend  and vic
tim  (who had been sentenced to  death  by 
th e  fa ther, bu t was requ ited  and had  long 
been in  love w ith  the  m other). Faced w ith  
th e  facts disclosed by his m other, th e  
young m an collapses a fte r a grave inner con
flict and tries to  run  away from  reality . T hen, 
searching ou t a half-understood h a lf-tru th , 
he finds the  m oral courage to  learn and bear 
th e  whole tru th , so th a t, a fte r m uch suffer
ing, th e  th ree  are able to  get r id  o f  th e  m em 
ories o f  th e  som bre past and begin a new 
life w ith  fresh vigour. T he dram a presents 
m any figures and scenes borrowed from  
H ungary ’s present-day life by a playw right 
who is well versed in  stage technique and 
has a sharp eye fo r crucial questions. Elec
trically  charged atm osphere, exciting sce
nes, m any lively turns, the  skilful presenta
tio n  o f  political statem ents and an essen
tially  dram atic structure  lend  great power 
to  the  play, which, in  addition , contains a 
num ber o f roles su ited  to  satisfy th ea tri
cal am bitions. Em m a Bulla, playing th e  p a rt 
o f  th e  widow, d istinguished herself p a rti
cularly and deserves h igh praise.

Endre Illés, the  au thor o f  The Sand-Glass,* 
perform ed on  the  R epertory  Stage o f  th e  M a
dách T heatre , defined his play as a comedy, al
though th is w ork contains m any features 
foreign to  th is  genre. I t  is a character-study 
th a t  seeks to  expose (and arouses in terest 
only insofar as i t  does expose) th e  tru e  per
sonalities o f  th e  leading characters: a com
poser w ithdraw n in to  th e  im penetrable 
ivory tow er o f  snobbery; a young wom an o f 
th e  type who, in  quest o f  m oney, m o to r car, 
dresses, parties—in  tw o words, o f  “high 
life” —stops a t no th ing  to  reach he r goal; 
and, finally, ano ther wom an, the  ex-wife o f 
th e  composer, who is called back as libera-

* See the preceding issue of The New Hungarian 
Quarterly, No. 6, 1962.

to r. T he composer tu rn s ou t to  be a selfish, 
m endacious and narrow -m inded pseudo
a r tis t;  the  am bitious young w om an becom es 
a tricked  trick ste r; and the  ex-wife em erges 
as an honest person who has preserved h e r 
m oral in teg rity  and sense o f  hum our th rough  
all vicissitudes. T h e  m eans and results o f  
unm asking are n o t qu ite  in  accordance w ith  
th e  custom ary rules o f comedies. Illés pre
fers irony and b iting  sarcasm to  ga ie ty ; ta r t  
and b itte r  flavour is m ore to  his taste  
th an  succulence; and instead  o f  m aking us 
laugh he fascinates by m eans o f  m urderous 
and merciless h its . D ispassionately taken 
snapshots o f  H ungary ’s social and, especial
ly, intellectual life  lend  variety to  the  
caricature o f  th e  a r tis t’s sterile, apparently  
happy b u t fundam entally  w retched (be
cause unjustified) hauteur. Illés is an adep t 
in  creating roles and d ram atic  situ a tio n s; 
h is dialogues seem  dry  b u t really flash like 
th e  blades o f  m aster swordsm en. T he pe r
form ance o f  th is  play, w hich requires only 
a sm all cast, in te rp rets th e  a u th o r’s in ten 
tions w ith  praisew orthy fidelity and brings 
ou t th e  w ork’s m any good points.

4

I t  has been no ted  in  the  foregoing pages 
th a t  H ungarian  theatres have had ample op
po rtu n ity  to  expose th e  horrors o f  war and 
to  give publicity  to  works w hich do no t al
low us to  forget th em  and w arn us against th e ir  
recurrence. T here  are, however, very few 
plays, and there  is certainly none am ong th e  
H ungarian  dram atic  works, w hich p resen t 
th e  inhum anity  o f  w ar w ith  such stag
gering hideousness, such in tensity , and in  
such a narrow  space and tim e  as does M iklós 
H ubay’s C’est la guerre. T h is one-act dram a, 
first staged as a prose play, was rew ritten  as a 
lib re tto  w ith  th e  m usic o f  E m il Petrovics. * 
T h e  opera scored a resounding success over 
th e  wireless and has now been staged in

* A translation, with the first pages of the 
score, appeared in The New Hungarian Quarterly, 
No. 4, [961.
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the  Budapest S ta te  O pera H ouse. T his per
form ance was accom panied by revivals o f  
tw o o th er one-act pieces: Ravel’s musical 
play, I.’heure espagnole, and  M ilh au d ’s bal
le t, Saladé. These tw o cheerful and flowing 
works were surely m eant to  m itigate  th e  
b itte r  taste  created  by C’est la guerre. T he m u
sic o f  Petrovics in te rp rets th e  lib re tto ’s t ra 
gic pow er w ith  adequate force and even

augm ents i t  a t certain  po in ts. Both critics 
and public  have hailed  th e  opera as one o f 
the  m ost p rom inen t m usical achievem ents 
o f  th e  period  following th e  era o f  Bartók 
and Kodály, and its  composer has been r e 
cognized as having a ta len t fa r above the  
average. Ingeniously designed scenery and 
careful m anagem ent contribute greatly  to  
th is  success.

D ezső  K e r e sz tu r y

F IL M  A N D  Y O U T H  I N  H U N G A R Y

i

Ever since th e  film  has elaborated its 
specific laws, perfected  its  technique and 
created its  own idiom , i t  has alternately 
tu rn ed  now  a wise and k indly  and th en  
again a dem onic countenance tow ards young 
people. T here  are pedagogues—and no t only 
pedagogues—who do no t so m uch blam e 
particu lar works as cinem atographic a rt as 
a whole. T hey  accuse i t  o f sponsoring super
ficiality, o f  discouraging reading, o f  dulling 
the  im agination, o f  offering m ere illusions, 
and so on. O n  the  o th er hand, there  are m any 
who repudiate these charges and try  to  bring 
about m ore ra tional contacts betw een you th  
and the  film. According th e  school yearbook 
th e  pedagogues o f  one o f  H u ngary ’s trad i
tional secondary schools—the gram m ar-school 
o f  Z ilah—recognized the  great educational 
possibilities o f  the  film  as early as fifty years 
ago and decided to  p u t th em  to  use. T h eir 
decision was realized  in  th e  school year 
1911-12 and, as fa r as we know, th is was 
one o f th e  first a ttem pts—if  no t th e  very 
first—-at establishing a sound re lationship 
betw een th e  film  and young people.

W h at are, th en , the  experiences young 
people expect fro m  th e  film  today? W h at is 
i t  th ey  search fo r in  the  cinem a? Seemingly 
no th in g  b u t am usem ent and pastim e. T his, 
however, is only a sem blance! In fact they  
are ou t fo r knowledge and seeking to  expand

th e ir  horizons. T hey  w ant to  find them selves, 
they  are in  quest o f  an ideal and u ltim ately  
o f  a purpose in  life . (The resu lt o f  a recent 
public  opin ion poll am ong juvenile delin
quents showed th a t even these young people 
were draw n to  th e  cinem a in  pursu it o f  an 
ideal.) T h e  m ain  problem  o f  th e  influence 
o f  th e  film  on young people boils dow n to  
th is  q u estio n : do young people actually find 
in  the  cinem a w hat they  are looking for?

In  m any countries th e  film  unhappily  
does no t live up to  its  task. R eporting  on the 
results o f  a questionnaire, th e  V ienna publi
cation en titled  “T he Y outh o f  Big C ities 
and the  F ilm ” gives a lis t o f  th e  films ju 
veniles w ent to  see and w inds up  the  article 
w ith  the  w ords: “H e lp ! D am  i t  up! T h is  
avalanche is overwhelm ing our you th  day 
by day, year by y ear!” In  th e  year o f  the  
poll, 7 1 1 films were show n in  th e  V ienna 
cinem as. Am ong th em  only ten  contained a 
“valuable message” fo r children  and th ir ty  
fo r young people. In  his paper, “T he Role 
o f  th e  F ilm  in  Y oung People’s Lives,” Pro
fessor F ritz  S tückrath  says: “ M ost o f  the  
films young people go to  see are m ere delu
sion, sophisticated  and b rillian t. I f  young 
people uncritically  indulge in  it ,  th is  m ust 
inevitably  create in  th em  a false view o f  
life .” These sta tem ents ho ld  good fo r m any 
o th er countries, too .
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T he m eans o f  defence against th is “ava

lanche” and against th is “delusion” are, in  
th e  first place, official censorship and age 
group restrictions. T here  are, however, 
countries, like G reat Britain o r th e  U n ited  
States, where these measures are m erely 
sym bolic. F u rther means are awards given 
to  valuable films fo r children and young 
people, and these la tte r  have proved the  
m ost effective so far, and efforts a t im 
m unization—such as film  clubs fo r children 
an d  adolescents, “good film  drives” and 
school discussions on the  cinem a. Finally, 
there  is the research work accomplished by 
pedagogues and psychologists, the  scientific 
results o f which, however—as has been prov
ed  by facts—are hardly taken in to  consider
a tion  by the  film producers.

In H ungary—as in  o th er socialist coun
tries—the state is in  charge o f the production 
and d istribu tion  o f  films. T hus there is a 
possibility o f  m aking pedagogical and 
psychological po in ts o f  view prevail in bo th  
production  and selection o f  films. As a result 
o f  state  control and m anagem ent, no film 
has been produced in  H ungary  fo r over 
ten  years th a t has endeavoured to  impress by 
m ere “sexiness” o r sheer b ru ta lity ; every 
m otion  p ictu re  produced has had to  come 
up  to  a m in im um  m oral level a t least. A nd 
even w ith  respect to  films controlled in  th is 
way age restrictions are im posed; there  are 
films no t recom m ended fo r children or ado
lescents under a certain  age and others to  
w hich only persons over eighteen are ad
m itted . (T rue, the  po in t p u t forw ard by the 
V ienna publication , “Jugend-Film  und 
Fernsehen,” is valid fo r these restrictions 
to o ; young people are physically so well- 
developed today th a t they  may easily pass 
fo r  being tw o o r three years o lder th an  
they actually are and thus get round the  re
strictions.) In 1961 135 m illion  people in 
H ungary  w ent to  see 163 feature films pro
duced in tw enty  countries; 158 short films 
were also show n. T here  were, moreover,
4 4 ,0 0 0  special and m orning program s for 
children and adolescents, viewed by a to ta l

audience o f  n ine  and a h a lf  m illion  young 
people. T h e  films projected a t these special 
showings were, w ithout exception, o f  m arked 
artistic  value; they  were irreproachable from  
a m oral p o in t o f  view and pedagogically 
useful. Before o r  a fte r th e  children saw 
th em , the  films were discussed w ith  them — 
in  an ind irect way—in the  school.

II

All th is  does no t m ean, o f  course, th a t  
in  H ungary  th e  relationship betw een young 
people and th e  film  is no longer problem 
atic. And even less does i t  m ean th a t a solu
tio n  has been found  to  th e  great problem  o f 
how  to  p u t the  film, th is powerful means 
o f  shaping character—in to  the  service o f  
education. Y outh 's re lationship w ith  the  
film , in the  fu tu re  in terests o f  bo th , still 
awaits se ttlem en t in  its en tirety . T his is the  
m ore im portan t as in H ungary— in contra
d istinction  to  th e  tendency prevailing the 
world over—the num ber o f  cinema-goers is 
increasing; ever growing masses are tak ing  
p a r t in  cultural life and—thanks to  the net
w ork o f cinemas th a t is to  cover very small 
villages and even th e  areas o f  lonely farm 
steads—m ore and m ore people are getting  
the  opportun ity  o f  a ttend ing  cinema per
form ances. T h e  Y outh F ilm  C om m ittee, 
established alm ost a year ago, has undertaken 
th e  in tricate  task  o f  finding a solution to  th is 
problem . Even before the  C om m ittee came 
in to  being w ith in  th e  fram ew ork o f  the 
Federation o f  Cinem atographic A rtists, spe
cialists and creative artists, acting inde
pendently  from  one another, each tried  to  
survey a certain sector o f  the  relations be
tw een film and you th ; th is, by the  way, is 
a world-wide tren d  to  which H ungary is no 
exception. Gradually, there  ensued a general 
debate on th is issue, which was also affected 
by the  reform , now being prepared, o f  the 
curriculum  o f  H ungarian  schools. An in 
creasing num ber o f people have recognized 
th a t the film  m ust be p u t to  use in th e  edu
cation o f young people; however, to  achieve
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th is  aim , H ungarian  you th  m ust be tau g h t 
to  understand  cinem atographic a rt. (The 
educational re fo rm ,*  by th e  way, aim s a t 
laying greater stress on  th e  a rts  th an  h i
th e r to ; dealing w ith  cinem atographic a rt 
th u s  logically fits in to  th is  tendency.) A ll 
those who took  p a r t in  the  youth  film debate 
agreed th a t an in s titu tio n  to  rally active 
forces, to  system atize tasks and to  coordi
na te  w ork should be established. As a re
su lt, th e  Y outh F ilm  C om m ittee , com pris
ing  creative cinem atographic artists, film 
critics, psychologists, pedagogues, w rit
ers, film  d istribu to rs and representatives o f  
th e  m in istries concerned, came in to  being. 
T h e  participan ts declared th a t  they  w ould 
seek to realize w hat Béla Balázs had outlined  
in  1945 in  th e  follow ing te rm s: “ Every
body knows and adm its th a t cinem ato
graphic a rt has a greater influence on the  soul 
o f  the  masses th an  any o th er a r t . . .  H ow 
ever, nobody adm its w hat inevitably fol
lows from  th is, vi^_., th a t  we have to under
stand the film. W e m ust be guided by a taste  
born  o f  com peten t knowledge, lest we find 
ourselves a t the  m ercy o f  the  great and m ost 
specific sp iritua l influence o f  our tim e as o f  
som e irrational, elem ental f o r c e . . .  I t  is a 
highly urgen t dem and o f  public  health  and 
o f  cultural history  th a t  the  taste  th a t is to  
con tro l the  a rt which, in  tu rn , educates 
o u r  taste , should  its e lf  be educated .”

In  o rder th a t  th e  educational and char
acter-shaping effect o f  th e  film  may assert 
itself, i t  is no t enough to  set up p roh ib ition  
signs and to  introduce m ore o r less effective 
restric tions. F irst o f  all, films o f  suggestive 
force are needed. T h en  i t  is necessary th a t 
h idden  effects o f  auditive and visual ex
periences upon young people should be in 
vestigated by all the  m eans a t the  disposal o f 
pedagogues and psychologists. M oreover, as 
in  the  case o f  history o f literatu re  and aesthe
tic s  o f  lite ra tu re , film  history  and film 
aesthetics should be taught, i. e., our youth

* See József Fekete’s article “Eleven-Plus in 
Hungary” on p. 75 of this issue.

should learn  a language of which, so far, 
they  know  only the  slang.

T hree  lines o f  activ ity  have thus p re
sented them selves as a m atte r  o f  course. Ac
cordingly, the  Y outh F ilm  C om m ittee  set 
u p  three  w orking groups: one on program  
policy; a scientific g roup ; and, finally, an 
educational group. T he group on program 
policy began its activity  in  th e  school year 
1961-62, by draw ing up a six-m onths film 
program  o f  an experim ental character fo r 
children and adolescents. T hree  series, each 
com prising four films, were selected fo r 
audiences from  six to  ten , from  ten  to  four
teen , and from  fourteen  to  eighteen years o f  
age. In selecting the films, the characteristics 
o f  each age group were taken in to  considera
tio n  w ith  the  aim  o f  laying th e  foundations 
fo r even m ore d ifferentiated and m ore con
sistent film  program s to  be given in  
years to  come. Cheap tickets fo r a series o f  
fo u r films were issued for each age group ; 
detailed analyses o f  the  films to  be projected 
were published in  the pedagogical periodical 
Köznevelés ( “ Public E ducation”), w hich has 
a large circulation. These analyses assisted 
th e  teachers in m aking the m ost o f  the  films 
seen, from  the p o in t o f  view both  o f  peda
gogy and o f  film  aesthetics.

T he scientific work group set ou t by sys
tem atically  investigating the  effects o f  the  
film. As a first step, questionnaires on five 
H ungarian  films fo r children and adolescents 
were exam ined. Several thousands o f  school- 
children from  eight to  fourteen had seen the  
films in question, and several thousand ques
tionnaires were filled ou t w ith  the active 
assistance o f  pedagogues who recognized the 
significance o f  th e  new scheme. T he collected 
questionnaires are being analysed by spe
cialists from  the  aesthetic, psychological 
and pedagogical poin ts o f  view. For each 
film, a separate study will appraise and sum 
m arize the  results obtained. In  the  m ean
tim e, fu rth er investigations have been launch
ed ; thus, w ith  the  aid o f  several thousand 
questionnaires a complex psychological in
vestigation has been carried ou t among the

219
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youngest age group o f  H ungarian  cinem a- 
goers.

T h e  original p lan  o f  the  educational work 
group was to  h o ld  series o f  lectures on  the  
aesthetics and th e  history  o f  the  film—at the  
pedagogical faculties o f  the  universities as well 
as a t teachers’ train ing  colleges, in  th e  fram e
w ork o f  film  clubs. How ever, in  th e  course 
o f  p reparatory  talks i t  tu rn ed  ou t th a t the  
in te rest displayed greatly  exceeded th e  scope 
o f  film  clubs. I t  seems necessary, therefore, 
to  m odify th e  original plan  and to  establish 
special colleges fo r prospective teachers 
w ishing to  deal also w ith  cinem atographic 
a rt in  th e  schools o f  th e  fu tu re . T h e  m ost 
im p o rtan t w ork o f  th e  C om m ittee was to  
draw  up  a com prehensive project, based on 
th e  suggestions subm itted  by researchers, 
creative artists and practising  pedagogues 
and  o f  th e  experiences o f  th e  w ork groups, 
and to  ou tline  an In teg ra ted  Y outh F ilm  
System .

I l l

T he In tegra ted  Y outh  F ilm  System  sets 
ou t from  the  tw o-fold  prem iss o f  educating 
by the  film  and educating Jor th e  film. E du
cation by the  film  can only be successful if, 
a t th e  same tim e, we educate people to  un 
derstand  th e  film  by im parting  to  th em  a 
knowledge o f  th e  aesthetics, th e  h isto ry  and 
th e  d ram aturgy o f  th e  film. A nd vice versa, 
education in  film  appreciation is necessary 
i f  we are to  m ake education by m eans o f  
th e  film  m ore effective and m ore successful; 
th is again can be achieved by deepening em o
tio n a l culture, by expanding th e  scope o f 
vision, by extending the  sphere o f  knowledge 
and  intensifying character form ation—all 
th is  w ith  th e  a id  o f  films.

T h is duality  divides th e  In tegra ted  Y outh 
F ilm  System  in to  tw o p arts  o f  equal rank : 
th e  school film  system  and the  youth film 
system.

T he school film system is designed to  ac
com pany th e  ten-year school period from  
the  age of seven or eight, when children be
gin to  be receptive to  films, to  th e  end o f

their secondary schooling. T he choice o f  
films is to  be m ade according to  subjects 
th a t call fo r and perm it film dem onstration . 
A novelty in  th is  scheme is th a t  films deal
ing w ith  a decisive episode o f  h isto ry  or l i t 
erature—th a t is to  say, genuine feature 
films— are to  be considered educational ones. 
But th e  purpose o f  the  schools is no t only 
to  im p art knowledge b u t to  educate as well 
— and th is particularly  refers to  th e  schools 
o f  a socialist society. Education  coupled 
w ith  in struction  takes place in  a ll classes 
and on every subject. In H ungarian  schools, 
however, there  are special classes know n as 
class-m aster’s hours. D uring  these, questions 
o f  education and character developm ent are 
dealt w ith  partly  in  keeping w ith  a set cur
riculum  and partly  in  th e  course o f  a free 
discussion betw een teacher and pupils. I t  is 
a novel feature o f  th e  school film  system  th a t  
i t  seeks to  select fo r the  classm aster’s hours 
special educative films, w hich present ideals 
and life aim s and contribu te  to  th e  devel
opm ent o f  character, o r to  produce high- 
standard  feature films w ith  th e  participa
tio n  o f excellent artists and w riters. 
These films are aim ed a t assisting th e  peda
gogue in  his work—from  “sim ple” teaching, 
th rough  educating by m eans o f  instruction , 
to  education in  the  w idest sense. Since m o
tio n  pictures o f  th e  school film  system  are 
directly  linked  w ith  th e  curriculum , th e  
films are to  be projected du ring  school 
hours and, i f  possible, in  the  classroom or, a t 
any rate, on th e  school premises.

O n  th e  o th er hand, the  p ictures o f  th e  
youth film system are always to  be perform ed 
outside o f  school hours and always in  a ci
nem a, th u s stressing th e  circum stance th a t 
they  do no t belong to  th e  curriculum , nor is 
th e ir  purpose th e  teaching o f  school sub
jects bu t en terta inm en t and artistic  expe
rience. However, the  discussions preceding 
and follow ing th e  viewing o f  th e  film  are to  
take place in  the  school, during  classes 
on lite ra tu re  o r the  class-m aster’s hour, 
thus preparing  and afterw ards com pleting 
the  pupils’ artistic  experience.



THEATRE AND FILM 221
T he presentations o f  th e  yo u th  film  sys

te m  are also designed to  begin a t the  age o f 
seven or eight, when children  first be
come receptive to  films, and to  go on  fo r 
ten  years, t il l  th e  end o f  secondary school. 
T h e  purposes are m ultila tera l, as are those 
o f  the  school film  system . O ne o f  th em  is to  
m ake th e  child  and the  adolescent acquain t
ed, step by step, w ith  the  id iom  o f  the  film, 
to  in troduce th em  to  th e  essence o f  cinem a
tographic a rt and help th em  understand i t :  
in  short, to  teach th em  how to  view a film. 
T h e  second purpose is to  give a foundation  
to  the  ch ild ren’s cinem atographic culture 
fro m  th e ir  te n th  o r eleventh year onw ards; 
to  extend th is  culture, to  acquain t th em  
w ith  th e  g reat creations and great creative 
a rtis ts  o f  th e  cinem a and w ith  th e  m ain 
trends o f  film  history . T h e  th ird  purpose is 
to  educate th em  directly  by m eans o f  care
fu lly  selected films o f  a h igh  artistic  level.

In  th e  first years four to  six, in  the  last 
years as m any as ten  to  twelve films are to  
serve the  purposes o f  th e  yo u th  film  system . 
T h u s, in  th e  course o f  ten  years, about 
eighty films, discussed b o th  before and after 
th e  perform ance, are to  be included in  the  
“ curriculum ” o f  th e  yo u th  film  system . T he 
range o f  these pictures is to  include such 
works from  th e  h isto ry  o f  the  film  as sum 
m arize  and present in  concise fo rm  th e  es
sential characteristics o f a great film -m aker 
o r  o f  an im p o rtan t tren d . T he whole struc
tu re  is to  be crowned by th e  inclusion, per
haps w ith in  the  fram ew ork o f  th e  lessons

on lite ra tu re , o f  th e  teaching o f  film 
history  and th e  aesthetics o f  cinem ato
graphic art.

I t  is obvious from  all th is th a t  to  m ake 
cinem atographic education successful a cer
ta in  re -tra in ing  o f  pedagogues may be re
quired. T he F ilm  C om m ittee  m entioned 
above deals w ith  th e  m ethodology o f  th is 
tra in ing  too.

T h a t is how  th e  circle will be com pleted 
■—by no m eans in  th e  sense, however, th a t 
from  now  on  H ungarian  you th  w ill go to  
see only films presented w ith in  th e  fram e
work o f  th e  film  system . T h is  w ould be 
bo th  unatta inab le  and pointless. But th e  
circle becomes com plete by steeling H u n 
garian yo u th  in  every respect—knowledge, 
taste , aesthetic judgem ent, and m oral a t
titu d e— against th e  harm fu l effect o f  u n 
desirable films and by m aking the  young 
generation susceptible to  real a rt and to  gen
uinely hum an contents.

Even in  its  p resent fo rm , when only its  
outlines have been draw n, th e  project raises 
a num ber o f  problem s. Y et there  are sound 
possibilities fo r i ts  realization, because the  
socialist system  is capable o f  concentrat
ing its forces fo r th e  purpose o f  im plem ent
ing  it .  T h e  elaboration, th e  in troduction  
and the  realization  o f  th e  In tegrated  Y outh 
F ilm  System —w ith  all its achievements 
and problem s—m ay provide useful lessons 
to  those abroad who are dealing w ith  the  
task  o f  regulating  th e  relations betw een 
young people and th e  film.

G á bo r  G yőry
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T R E N D S  I N  P E R S O N A L  C O N S U M P T I O N  
F R O M  1950 T O  i 9 6 0

i

T h e  decade betw een 1950 and i9 6 0  
w itnessed considerable changes in  th e  struc
tu re  o f  th e  H ungarian  econom y. T h e  period  
was one o f  significant capital investm ents 
and large-scale industria l reconstruction, 
w ith  im p o rtan t new industria l un its  going 
in to  operation. T he last years o f  th is  phase 
saw th e  advance o f  collective m ethods o f 
p roduction  in  agriculture. As a resu lt o f  
the  rapid ly  expanding farm ers’ cooperative 
m ovem ent, 95 .6  pe r cent o f  all arable land 
was already in  collective ownership by 
1961.

A lthough the  structural transform ation  
o f  agriculture considerably affected the  liv
ing  conditions o f  the  population , i t  was 
industria l progress which constitu ted  the  
really decisive facto r in  th is respect th rough
ou t th e  period. T h is m anifested  itse lf 
am ong o th er th ings also in  th e  fact th a t the  
urban population  increased by 18.1 per cent 
in  eleven years, while th e  ra te  o f  grow th in  
th e  country’s population  was only 8 .4  per 
cent. U rbanization , however, m eans no t 
only the  num erical grow th o f  th e  popula
tion . Several m ajor H ungarian  towns in  the 
past had th e  character o f  an agricultural 
em porium , a centre o f  public  adm inistration  
and o f  comm erce, w ith  an extensive country
side as hinterland. Aside fro m  Budapest, 
there were few urban se ttlem ents o f  definite

ly industria l aspect. T he period  betw een 
1950 and 1960, on  the  o th er hand, was m ark
ed by th e  fu rth e r developm ent o f  existing 
industries and th e  construction  o f  new 
industria l un its  in  various regions o f  th e  
country. By i9 6 0  the  o u tp u t o f  heavy 
industry—chemicals, electric pow er and 
construction  excluded—had risen by 361 
pe r cent over th e  1949 figure, and w ith in  
th is to ta l th e  increase in  instrum ents p ro
duction was no less th an  15 15 per cen t. 
T he prio rity  given to  industria lization  is 
also reflected in  the  d istribu tion  o f capital 
investm ents. T o ta l capital outlay betw een 
1950 and i9 6 0  am ounted  to  190 ,000  
m illion  F t (a t current prices). T h e  share o f  
industry  in  the  to ta l was betw een 44 .2  per 
cent and 40 .8  pe r cent in  the  various phases. 
T h e  rest was divided betw een th e  construc
tio n  industry, build ing  in  progress, agricul
tu re , com m unications and comm erce, togeth
er, o f  course, w ith  social and  cultural 
in stitu tions. T he bu lk  o f industria l invest
m ents w ent to  heavy industry , w ith  annual 
ra tes varying betw een 83.3 pe r cent and  
92.3 pe r cent, div ided betw een newl)r 
established and already existing p lan ts in  
Budapest and all over th e  country. As a  
result o f  large-scale capital investm ent a 
num ber o f  towns, such as Győr and Miskolc,, 
have become entirely  industria l in  character.
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In  th e  wake o f  th is  developm ent new social
ist tow ns have come in to  existence. Cases 
in  p o in t are Dunaújváros, Komló and others 
.—none too  big as regards population (in 
i9 6 0  Dunaújváros had 31 thousand, Komló 
20  thousand inhabitants) b u t entirely  urban 
in  character w ith  respect to  th e ir buildings, 
streets, public  squares, parks and cultural 
establishm ents. For th e  inhab itan ts o f  these 
tow ns to  become entirely  urban  in  th e ir way 
o f  living, in  requirem ents and hab its o f 
consum ption, was b u t natural. I t  m ust, 
however, be po in ted  ou t a t th is juncture 
th a t, as a resu lt o f  the  changes which took  
place in  th e  structure  o f agriculture, the  
habits o f  the  rural population in  general and 
rural habits o f  consum ption in  particular 
also underw ent a significant transform ation. 
T his, in  tu rn , had im portan t repercussions 
in  towns th a t in  th e  past had  served m ainly 
as agricultural centres.

Progress in b o th  industria l and agricultu
ra l production  is reflected in the  grow th o f  
th e  volume o f  the  national incom e. T he 
index o f  national incom e showed the  follow
ing developm ent in  the  period  under investi
gation (1949 =  100):

1950 120.6

1951 141.2

1952 138.5

I953 156.7

1954 150.3

1955 163.7

1936 146.0

1957 180.0

1958 191.2

1959 204 .4

i9 6 0 225 .0

T h e  figures reflect a ra th e r uneven pace o f  
developm ent. W e do no t wish to  analyse 
here the  causes o f  th e  recessions. T he present 
paper is aim ed a t exposing th e  influence o f  
the  increase in  national incom e—due prim a

rily  to  industrial progress and, to  a lesser 
extent, to  the  advance o f  agriculture—on th e  
living standards o f  the  population in  th e  
period  exam ined.

Grow ing national incom e does no t neces
sarily involve a p roportionate rise in  living 
standards. As a m atte r o f  fact, a great p a rt 
o f  the  growing national incom e may be 
invested in fixed capital w ithou t d irectly  
affecting the  population’s standard  o f  living 
o r directly  raising its level. According to  the  
Econom ic Survey o f  Europe, published by 
th e  U .N . in  1 9 5 8 , personal consum ption in  
H ungary  accounted fo r 59.3 pe r cent in 
1950, th e  corresponding percentages being 
52.3, 51.0 and 4 6 .4  fo r 1951, 1952 and 
1953. I t  was no t u n til 1954 th a t the  share 
o f  personal consum ption reached 69.8 p e r 
cent o f  th e  to ta l national incom e. In  195 5 i t  
rem ained largely a t the  same level (70.3 
pe r cent); i t  was 84.5 per cent in  1956 and
71 .0  pe r cent in  1957. In  th e  subsequent 
years, according to  data published by th e  
H ungarian  C entral Statistical Office, there  
was no significant change; in  1958, 83 .0  p e r 
cent, in  1959, 7 8 .7  pe r cent and in i9 6 0 , 
76 .8  per cent o f  the  steadily growing national 
incom e were allocated to  personal consum p
tion .

T he approxim ately 50 per cent share o f  
personal consum ption in  the  to ta l national 
incom e up  to  1953 was unsatisfactory from  
th e  p o in t o f  view o f  the  population’s living 
standards, while the  increase o f  th is propor
tio n  in  recent years has had a favourable 
effect on th e  la tter. T hough far from  being 
th e  only characteristic o f  th e  standard o f  
living, personal consum ption constitutes 
none the  less one o f the  m ost im portan t 
factors in  its assessment. Changes in the  level 
o f  consum ption sufficiently indicate th e  
tren d  o f  the  standard o f  living.

T he structure  o f  food consum ption and 
its  share in  th e  population’s to ta l consum p
tio n  are two ra th e r characteristic factors o f  
the  living standard. T he table below contains 
consum ption da ta  fo r the  m ost im p o rtan t 
foodstuffs in  th e  past ten  years.

22}
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Per capita consumption of

Year meat eggs cereals1 sugar potatoes

p 0 u n  d s p e r y e a r
1950 7 5 .6 11 5 311 .2 35 9 239 6
1951 7 6 .0 10 4 328.2 36 I 235 4
1952 8 0 .2 9 7 328 .8 43 4 226 6

1953 6 2 .4 10 8 338.3 46 5 241 3
1954 7 2 .5 7 5 320 .9 53 3 249 3
1955 81.3 10 4 330.8 53 3 262 5
1956 8 9 .7 12 6 334 .6 55 I 228 3
1957 19 .6 15 2 294.2 55 3 225 2
1958 9 1 .0 18 i 2 8 6 .7 54 4 218 9
1959 IOI  . 2 19 2 294.7 57 i 219 7
i960 IO5.4 19 6 294.2 59 i 214 9

1 All grain crops, including rice, at flour value.

T he structure  o f  food consum ption u n 
derw ent im p o rtan t changes betw een 1950 
an d  i9 6 0 . T h e  relatively low  consum ption

o f  m eat and eggs began to  increase after 
1954. O n  th e  o th er hand, there  was a 
m arked fall in  the  consum ption o f  potatoes 
and cereals, notw ithstand ing  the  fact th a t 
th e  la tte r  include also rice, the  per capita 
yearly consum ption o f  w hich rose from  0.9 
kg  (2 ,0  lb) in  1950 to  3.5 kg (7 .7  lb) by 
i9 6 0 . T he consum ption o f  such item s as 
coffee, tropical fru its , cocoa beans and spices 
grew considerably. These structural changes 
m ay be ascribed, over and above the  b e tte r
m en t in  living conditions, also to  the  process 
o f  urbanization referred to  in  th e  foregoing.

H ungarian  re ta il trade  turnover, as ex
pressed in term s o f  quan tity , closely follow 
ed th e  tren d  o f  consum ption. An exam ina
tio n  o f  re ta il trade figures fo r a num ber o f  
com m odities betw een 1951 and i9 6 0  will 
therefore help  to  render trends in  consum p
tio n  m ore tangible.

Retail trade turnover of selected commodities in terms of quantity

Meat (bones incl.)
1951 1954 1955 1959 i960

(1000 long tons) — 62.3 64 .3 108.8 112 .0
Flour (1000 long tons) 129.0 22 0 .5 24 9 .9 2 2 3 .2 244.3
Bread flour (1000 long tons) I I . 5 5 .0 6 .9 4 .9 5 .8
Rice (1000 long tons) I I . 5 1 3 . i 7-8 2 8 .0 2 8 .9
Bread (1000 long tons) 827 .7 77 1 .6 731-4 65 0 .0 67 1 .4
Butter (long tons) 3 ,8 2 7 .8 5 ,0 1 1 .5 4 ,8 9 0 .5 9 ,4 3 1 .6 1 0 ,0 2 7 .0
Sugar (1000 long tons) n o . 9 143,0 152.3 161.8 I 7 I -5
Sweets (long tons) 1 1 ,2 6 9 .8 1 7 ,2 5 2 .5 1 6 ,4 2 6 .9 1 9 ,8 5 0 .2 2 0 ,4 7 7 .0
Coffee (long tons) 144.7 4 I 8 .5 509 .0 1 ,0 8 5 .6 1 ,2 9 2 .4

H ungary  is a country where bread con
su m p tio n  is trad itiona lly  high. T he period  
under investigation saw a considerable de
crease in  the  consum ption o f  bo th  bread and 
bread flour, while th a t o f  cake flour su ited  
fo r  m ore expensive baker’s ware has increased. 
In  general, there  was a sh ift in  consum ption 
tow ards th e  m ore valuable and a t the  same 
tim e  m ore expensive foodstuffs o f  h igh  cal

oric value and h igh p ro te in  content. T h is 
sh ift has also brought about an increase in  
to ta l expenditure on food, calculated a t 
constant prices.

T he table below shows th e  caloric value 
o f  food, as well as th e  am ount in  gram s o f  
proteins, fa ts and carbohydrates, consum ed 
per capita in  H ungary  in  th e  years 1950 to  
1 9 5 6  (based on data published by F .A .O .).
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Year Calories Total

proteins
g

1934/38
average 2770 82

1950 2840 89
1951 2896 89

195z 2909 87

1953 2935 87

1954 2957 87

1955 3122 91
1956 3236 96

T h e  figures, though  clearly indicative o f 
the  quantitative and qualitative trends in 
food consum ption, fail to  express the  grow
ing proportion  o f  food-industrial services. 
T urnover in  deep-frozen goods has increased 
considerably, sales figures o f  canned food as 
well as o f  vegetable and f ru it preserves 
have also augm ented , and convenience foods 
are increasingly gaining ground. T he services 
incorporated in these products undoubtedly  
raise the value o f  to ta l food consum ption, 
although it would be difficult to  calculate 
the  additional value they  represent. T he 
p roportion  w ith in  to ta l food consum ption 
o f  meals consum ed in catering establish
m ents is also constantly  growing.

In spite o f  th e  trends discussed in  the  
foregoing the ra tio  o f  the  consum ption o f 
food  in  general and o f  such articles as coffee, 
tea and spices shows a declining tendency 
because o f a still greater increase in  outlay 
on  o th er com m odities. II

II

T he gauging o f th e  standard  o f  living 
and its in ternational comparison constitute 
problem s o f  long standing fo r the  sta tisti
cian. In statistical term s the standard  o f  liv
ing  in a given country may be defined as the 
consum ption or u tiliza tion  o f  m aterial goods 
and services fo r a given period o f  tim e per 
capita. T h is would seem to  be the  relat
ively m ost adequate definition. In  the

Animal
proteins

Fats Carbohydrates

g g g

25 71 396

29 80 410

28 81 421

27 82 424
24 75 446

27 80 439
28 88 457
31 95 464

present paper only d irectly  u tilized
consum ed m aterial goods are taken  in to  
account, while social services are disre
garded. A lthough the  la tte r  ought also to  
be considered when speaking o f  living stand
ards, i t  is ra th e r difficult to  determ ine 
unequivocally which o f  the item s o f  budget 
expenditure should or should no t be regarded 
as affecting the  standard o f living. For th is 
reason, and no tw ithstanding th e ir significant 
role as factors influencing the  standard o f 
living, expenditure on schooling and public 
education on the  part o f  the  state , in stitu 
tions or firms, expenditure on public health  as 
well as various allocations, budgetary or 
social, for canteen meals, organized holidays 
and sim ilar welfare item s w ill no t be analysed 
here. T rends in the standard o f living will thus 
be exam ined exclusively in the  ligh t o f  the  
developm ent o f  consum ption.

W e m ust now retu rn  to  the  in troductory  
rem arks on investm ent. H ungary’s entire 
investm ent program  was financed from  the 
country’s own resources. Before 1957 H u n 
gary did no t draw on foreign credits, and the 
stra in  o f  the investm ent program  was no t 
eased e ither by financial o r by com m odity 
loans.* N o r d id  any inflationary sym ptom s 
m anifest them selves over the  whole period. 
T h e  investm ent program  o f the early 1950’s

* After 1957 Hungary raised substantial cred
its in the form of commodity and foreign ex
change loans. The creditor countries were those 
of the socialist camp, the USSR primarily.
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was realized by th e  concentration o f  p ro 
ductive forces, by balancing th e  considerable 
im p o rt requirem ents o f  th e  program  w ith  
exports, and by far-reaching economies. 
However, as th e  huge am ounts requ ired  fo r 
investm ent had  to  be found  somewhere, 
there  rem ained b u t one w ay : to  curb private 
consum ption fo r th e  sake o f  th e  forced in 
vestm ent policy. T h e  relevant figures were

given earlier in  th is  paper. In  th e  sequel i t  
w ill be show n how th is  affected living stand
ards th rough  th e  m edium  o f  consum ption. 
T he m isconceived economic policies o f  the  
Rákosi era led  to  a decided setback in  con
sum ption  and in  th e  popu lation ’s standard  
o f living. C onsum ption  trends in  th is respect 
may be clearly traced in  th e  statistics cover
ing re ta il trade .

Retail trade turnover, 1940-1960 

1950 -=  100

Foodstuffs consumed in
Year Foodstuffs catering establishments 

and shop canteens

1950 100 100

1951 102 116

1952 93 112

1953 104 128

1954 116 161

1955 123 166

1956 129 164

1957 133 182
1958 140 187
1959 155 205

i960 167 232

R etail sales, though no t in  themselves
representing to ta l consum ption, constitu te 
a reliable guide as to  its  tren d . T he con
sum ption  o f self-produced com m odities and 
services—a factor o f  som e im portance in  
agriculture and appearing, i f  only to  a negli
gible extent, also in  connection w ith  private
ly  owned sm all workshops and re ta il shops 
—is no t included in  th e  figures. In  H ungary, 
w ith  98 pe r cent o f  all re ta il sales transacted  
in  th e  period under investigation by state- 
owned o r cooperative shops, re ta il trade  
statistics convey a sufficiently reliable pic
tu re . T he figures in  th e  preceding table are 
characteristic o f  the  setback m entioned be
fore. I t  was only in  1954 th a t per capita

Industrial
products

Total
sales

Index number 
of population

Per capita 
trade 

turnover

100 100 100 loo

98 100 100.9 99
85 90 101.8 88

95 100 102.8 97
124 120 104 115
130 126 105.3 120

155 141 105.7 133
171 150 105.5 142

180 158 105.9 149

206 178 106.5 167

227 196 107 183

sales rose over the  1950 level, and the
recession is particularly  conspicuous in  the  
tu rnover o f  industria l products. T he la tte r  
also began to  catch up  only in  1954, bu t 
from  th a t year on its  increase greatly  sur
passed th a t o f  food sales. T h e  reasons fo r 
th is phenom enon m ust be sought, on the  
one hand, in  th e  living standard ’s having 
been reduced and held  dow n u n til 1954, and, 
on  the  o th er hand, in  th e  poor supply o f 
industria l products. T he la tte r  m ade itse lf 
fe lt m ainly in  th e  lack  o f  choice—a circum 
stance strongly detrim ental to  consum ption. 
Reliable statistics covering percentage dis
trib u tio n  o f  re ta il trade tu rnover are available 
since 1952.



ECONOMIC LIFE 227

Year Food sold 
in shops

Catering and canteen 
Catering Canteen 

meals

meals
Total Foodstuffs 

T  0

Industrial 
products 

t  a 1

Industrial products 
Clothing Sundry

1952 4 1 .2 10.8 4-7 15.5 5 6 .7 43-3 2 5 .7 17 .6

1953 4 1 .6 11 .7 4 .1 15 .8 57-4 4 2 .6 2 4 .7 17 .9

1954 3 6 .4 13 .2 3-5 16 .7 53-1 4 6 .9 2 6 .9 2 0 .0

1955 3 7 .0 13 .0 3-3 16.3 53-3 4 6 .7 2 5 .2 2 1 .5

1956 35 .7 I I . 6 2 .9 14.5 5 0 .2 4 9 .8 27 .3 2 2 .5

1957 33 .6 12.6 2 .7 15-3 4 8 .9 51  - 1 2 7 .0 24. i

1958 32 .8 13-5 2 .8 16.3 49 .1 50 .9 2 4 .7 2 6 .2

1959 32.1 13-3 2 .7 16 .0 48 .1 51 .9 2 4 .6 27 .3

i960 3 1 . 4 13-5 2 .8 16.3 47-7 52.3 2 4 .5 2 7 .8

R etail trade  betw een 1952 and i9 6 0  thus 
m anifests im p o rtan t structural changes. O ne 
o f  the  characteristic tra its  is the  decrease in 
th e  p roportion  o f  food sales, including cater
ing and canteen m eals, fro m  56.7 per cent, 
w ith  a coresponding increase in  th e  tu rnover 
o f  industria l products. T h e  changes in  the  
com position o f  industria l p roducts sold are 
particularly  in te resting : while in  1952 c lo th
ing accounted fo r 2 5 .7  pe r cent and sundry 
industria l products fo r 17.6 pe r cent o f  to ta l 
sales, by i9 6 0  th e  la tte r  came to  represent 
27 .8  per cent and the  fo rm er decreased to  
24.5 per cent o f  th e  to ta l. T he collective 
heading “sundry  industria l p roducts” includes 
also durable and sem i-durable consum er 
goods, am ong th em , fo r instance, electric 
household appliances, the  supply o f  w hich 
has been growing since 1955. In  i9 6 0 , 
122,200 electric washing m achines were sold 
as against 42 ,800  in  1957. T h e  correspond
ing figures fo r vacuum  cleaners were 2 9 ,242  
and 8 ,453. From  1951 to  1959 the  sale o f  
radio  receiver sets increased from  78 ,400  to  
176,300 u n its ; in  i9 6 0 , 178 ,800  un its were 
sold. In  1957, 4 ,9 8 2  T V  sets were purchas
ed ; th e ir  sale increased to  40,585 in  1959 
and to  5 3 ,0 9 2  in  i9 6 0 . O th e r durable and 
sem i-durable consum er goods show a sim ilar 
increase in  turnover. T he g row th  was partic 
ularly  m arked in  the  sale o f  fu rn itu re . In 
i9 6 0 , 61 ,207  suites were purchased, as 
against 2 5 ,094  in  1951. T rue, there  was fo r

years an unsatisfied dem and fo r fu rn itu re . 
T o  m eet po ten tial dem and, considerable 
quantities were im ported  in  recent years. 
T h is  enabled th e  broadening o f  th e  range o f  
choice and induced consum ption to  increase 
by leaps and bounds. W hen  speaking o f  
fu rn itu re  and o th er durable consum er goods 
i t  m ust be po in ted  ou t th a t consum er credit 
was available to  a very lim ited  extent only. 
C red it te rm s as a rule d id  n o t exceed six 
m onths and purchases on cred it were m ade 
conditional on an advance paym ent o f 25 
to  30 pe r cent. T h is m echanism  o f  credit
granting, on  th e  one hand , prevented 
consum ers from  running excessively in to  deb t 
and, on th e  o ther hand, alm ost com pletely 
e lim inated  th e  “bad d eb to r.” T h e  struc tu ra l 
changes in  consum ption th u s indicate beyond 
d o u b t an increase in  th e  population’s stand
ard  o f living and real incom e, particularly  
w hen tak ing  in to  account th e  steady advance 
in  savings deposits over recent years.

I l l

R eta il trade turnover, o f  course, does no t 
cover th e  com plete range o f  m aterial goods 
and services. However, i t  serves to  th row  
lig h t on  the  structure  o f consum ption and 
on  its stage o f  developm ent.

T he tren d  o f  the  structural com position 
o f household expenditure—the m ost reliable 
m easure o f  th e  standard  o f  living—is re-

i 5 :
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vealed by available household statistics. 
T h e  H ungarian  C entra l S tatistical O ffice 
published  th e  follow ing survey o f  th e

percentage d is trib u tio n  o f  household expen
d itu re  betw een 1955 and i9 6 0 , based on 
da ta  supplied by 4 ,5 0 0  households.

Year Food

Rent, 
upkeep 

of home, 
heating, 

light

Cloth
ing

Furniture,
fittings,

other
durables

Hygiene,
cosmetics,
washing

Education,
recreation

Com
muni
cation

Sundry
personal
expendi

ture

Shop con
struction 

and
financial

expenditure

1955 55 .2 9 .0 1 6 .1 4-9 3-3 i -9 2 .2 4 .6 2 .8

1956 54-4 8 .8 17.1 5-7 3-4 1.7 2 .0 4-3 2 .6

1957 49-7 8.5 17 .8 7-3 3 .4 2 .5 2 . i 5-4 3-3
1958 4 9 .2 8 .0 16 .6 8 .1 3-9 2 .5 2 . i 4 .8 4 .8

1959 47-5 7-5 1 7 .0 9 .2 3-9 2 .7 2 .2 5 .2 4 .8

i960 4 6 .2 7 .6 16.8 10 .4 3-9 2 .8 2 .3 5-4 4 .6

W hile  re ta il trade turnover gives an in 
sight only in to  th e  population’s spending on 
com m odities, household statistics perm it 
fu rth e r inferences to  be draw n. Rents, being 
fixed and comparatively low, play a dim inish
ing  p a rt in  grow ing to ta l expenditure. 
O w ing to  th e  extremely low price o f  public  
transport, expenditure on com m unication is 
also ra ther insignificant. Spending on durable 
consum er goods, on  the  o th er hand, m ore 
th an  doubled over th e  six years covered, 
indicating  th a t the  consum er is now in  a 
position  to  acquire a far greater quan tity  o f  
th is  type o f  com m odity, as far as bo th  his 
personal m eans and the  available supply are 
concerned.

W ith  th e  g row th o f  real wages th e  p u r
chasing power o f  th e  consum er also rises. 
T h e  consequent increase in  dem and m ust be 
m et w ith  an adequately assorted range o f 
com m odities th a t also takes account o f  the  
continuous sh ift o f consum er interest to 
wards durable consum er goods, such as 
electric household appliances and furniture . 
T o  m eet consum er dem and to  an ever greater 
extent the  im p o rt o f  consum er com m odities 
has been expanded since 1955. A t the same 
tim e  new item s, such as beverages and vari
ous types o f  canned goods, were added to 
such earlier im ports as citrus fruits, etc.

T he im p o rt o f  durables, particularly  th a t o f  
fu rn itu re , has also increased considerably. 
H ere, however, the  supply is apparently still 
unable to  cope w ith  the  pressure o f  a 
steadily growing dem and. Im ported  woollen 
cloths, silk  fabrics, cosmetics, perfum ery 
and a num ber o f  o ther goods o f  foreign ori
g in  tend  to  broaden and to  diversify th e  
consum er’s choice. T h e  se tting  up  in 1958 
o f  a special sta te  agency to  manage the 
im port o f  consum er goods po in ts to  a stabi
liza tion  o f th is type o f im ports as a trend . 
By i9 6 0  th is agency already transacted 60  per 
cent o f  to ta l consum er com m odity im ports.

In  recent years the problem  o f  m eeting 
consum er requirem ents has become one o f  
prim ary im portance. M arket research aim ed 
a t analysing consum er dem and has been 
repeatedly carried ou t by a study group a t 
th e  D epartm ent o f  In ternal T rade o f  the 
Karl M arx University o f  Econom ics as well 
as by the  H om e T rade Research Institu te . 
As a result, certain problem s o f  quality  have 
emerged as the  m ain causes fo r com plaint 
by consumers. Aside from  th is , only a 
lim ited  num ber o f  special com m odities was 
found  to  be in  short supply, e.g. m otorcars 
and television sets w ith  large-size p icture  
screen. T h e  assortm ent m ay a t present 
already be term ed  satisfactory, even i f  certain
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requirem ents as to  choice o r quality  could as 
yet no t be com pletely m et.

D em and analysis and the  gauging o f 
living standards on  the  basis o f  the  form er 
constitu te  no easy task. T he fram ew ork o f  
th e  p resent paper has pe rm itted  only a 
survey o f  consum ption  trends betw een 19 50 
and i9 6 0  and an exam ination o f th e ir  effect 
on the  standard  o f  living. T h e  essential fact 
to  w hich a tten tio n  should be drawn is th a t 
in  th is critical period  o f  H ungary ’s post-war 
h istory , w hen the  large-scale developm ent 
o f  socialist industry  constitu ted  th e  prim ary 
task  and collective m ethods o f  production 
in  agriculture were in itia ted  on a large scale, 
i t  was nevertheless possible, afte r th e  m is
takes and shortcom ings had been corrected and 
elim inated , successfully to  raise the  living 
standards o f  the  w orking population  to  a 
considerable extent. In th is paper the  pre
war period was deliberately avoided as p o in t 
o f  departure fo r our investigations, since 
we d id  no t wish to  m ake a show of spectacu
lar results on  th e  basis o f  th e  low living 
standards and consum ption figures o f  th e  
fascist era.

O n  th e  o th er hand  we have confined our
selves in the  foregoing to  the  discussion o f 
th e  dynam ics o f  com m odity consum ption. 
But—as previously po in ted  out—the te rm  
‘‘standard  o f  living” also covers goods and 
services o th er th an  m aterial. I t  is therefore 
appropriate  to  em phasize th a t, whereas in  
1950 H ungarian  publishing houses publish
ed 1,880 works in  a to ta l o f  20 ,148 ,700  
copies, th e  works issued in  i9 6 0  num bered 
2 ,950  and appeared in a to ta l o f  33,598,800 
copies. T here were 6 ,6 0 4  theatrical perform 

ances in  H ungary  in  1950, w ith  a to ta l o f  
2 ,961 ,200  spectators a tten d in g ; in i9 6 0  the  
num ber o f perform ances had risen to  7 ,423 
w ith  6 ,429 ,400  spectators. In  add ition  to  
th e  satisfaction o f  cultural requirem ents 
there  are now im proved possibilities o f  
holidays a t vacation resorts. T he significant 
increase in  th e  num bers o f  bo th  doctors 
and hospital beds is also o f  great im portance.

T h is b rie f  survey o f  the  advance in person
al consum ption in  H ungary  is n o t m eant 
fo r in ternational comparison. As has been 
po in ted  ou t in  the  foregoing, there  are still 
shortages in  th e  supply o f some comm odities, 
and it  is particularly  necessary th a t greater 
care be devoted in  the fu ture  to  m eeting the 
dem and fo r fu rn itu re  and o th er durable 
consum er goods—a dem and th a t  is likely 
to  increase as a consequence o f the  accelerat
ed pace o f  housing construction. M otorcars 
too  are in com paratively sho rt supply. But 
even w ith  these shortcom ings, th e  pace o f  
progress m ay still be deem ed satisfactory.

T he Second Five-Year Plan, w hich covers 
th e  years 1961 to  1965, envisages a fu rth e r 
increase in  real wages. T he long-term  plans 
now in  preparation, covering th e  period 
betw een i9 6 0  and 1980, deal w ith  fu ture  
trends in the  requirem ents o f  the population 
and w ith th e  m eans o f m eeting them . As far 
as the  raising o f living standards is concern
ed, th e  results h ith e rto  a tta ined  —  
particularly  those o f  th e  T hree-Y ear Plan 
period  ending w ith  i9 6 0 —have surpassed 
th e  targets. T h is  tren d  m ay be expected to  
continue and is bound to  find its expression 
in  fu rth e r changes in  the  p a tte rn  o f  con
sum ption.

T ib o r  Ba r a b á s

2 2 9



AUTUMN FISHING
by

F E R E N C  K A R I N T H Y

W h at an  a u tu m n ! W h at unexpected la te  b lis s ! Before th e  passing o f  th e  senescent year 
th e  sun  shone once m ore, w andering again and ye t again over th e  lan d  w ith  th e  youthfu l 
v igour o f  M ay, tem p tin g  m en  to  doff th e ir  overcoats, a t  noon even th e ir  jackets, fro llick ing 
w ith  th e  hun d red  colours o f  th e  d ry  leaves’ carpet, g listening on th e  floating gossamers 
and  in  th e  m irrors o f  th e  waters.

T h e  w eed-ridden w ater in  th e  pond  was knee deep, and  above th e  pond , over th e  rushes, 
ten  thousand  gulls were screeching; eager fo r prey, all th e  dogs o f  Pusztaszabolcs gathered 
here to  bellow  and fight over th e  scraps. T h e  S ta te  Farm  was drain ing  th e  fishpond, Livia 
II, whose tu rn  i t  now  was, th e  au tu m n  “fish harvest”  was in  fu ll sw ing, and th e  tim e had 
come to  g a ther in  th e  year’s produce. O n  th e  upper, shallow er reaches th e  weed-covered, 
squelchy b o tto m  o f  th e  pond  was already in  sigh t. O ver here, in  th e  deepest p a rt, th e  corner 
th a t  they  call th e  “ b ed ,”  abou t a dozen fisherm en w ading in  th e  w ater were hauling  in  a 
g reat drag-net. M ost o f  th e  fish were here  by now, th e  circle grew ever closer, th e  surface 
o f  th e  pond  becam e ruffled , th e  excitem ent surged th icker un d er i ts  m irro r top , th e  m ove
m en t quickened, churning up  w hite  foam  and  a thousand  sm all ripples, as th e  w hite  belly 
o f  an occasional squirm ing, leaping fish darted  up  repeatedly  to  th e  a ir and flashed in  th e  sun. 
W h en  th ere  was no m ore hau ling  to  be done, th e  fisherm en se t ab o u t lad ling  o u t th e  contents 
o f  th e  ne t w ith  baskets, th e  baskets filled w ith  w rith ing  silver. M ost o f  th em  were carp, 
a lovely golden yellow  w ith  a rainbow  sheen, fa t, m any o f  th em  four, six o r e ight pounds or 
even larger. T w isting  am ong th em  were th e ir  enem ies, th e  long, spo tty , sw ift codfish, w ith  
th e ir  green hues and rapacious jaws, and th e  blackish, m uscular sheat-fish, ano ther te rro r 
to  th e  carp, w ith  aw ful m oustaches and bulbous eyes like  an  o ld -tim e sergeant m ajor. 
T here  were a m yriad  sm all fishes, crucians and  bream .

T h en  th e  baskets were ho isted  to  th e  shore and th e  fish em ptied  on  th e  sorting  tab le , 
fro m  where they  landed in  w ater-filled w ooden vats, each  w ith  its own k in d  th is tim e, 
th e  carp w ith  th e  carp and th e  cod w ith  th e  cod. T h ey  d id  n o t stay there  long, however, 
fo r  they  were again p iled  in to  baskets and transferred  to  th e  tiny , rectangular w in ter basins.

T he fish were d is trib u ted  in  the  sm all basins in  such m anner as to  have one or tw o cod 
w ith  each group o f  carp, to  give the  lazy great fish, w ith  th e ir  tendency to  fits o f  m elancholy, 
an  occasional chase and to  destroy  th e  w eedier specim ens. T h e  only t l in g  you had  to  be 
careful abou t was th a t  th e  cod should always be sm aller, o r else i t  w ould  devour even th e
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healthy  carp. T h e  sheat-fish were a d ifferent business—these greedy thieves should be exter
m inated  by every possible m eans in  th e  fishponds, though  o f  course i t  is alm ost im possible 
com pletely to  elim inate  th em . For all th a t  th e  ponds are drained regularly, they  h ide  in  
th e  puddles, am ong th e  rushes, in  nests o f  sedges, surviving everything and  re tu rn ing  to  
th e  a ttack  next year. H ere  too , th e  people recalled a specim en w eighing 100 lbs., w hich is 
a rare size indeed  fo r a fishpond (in th e  open D anube, O ttó  H erm an  has said they  w ould 
grow  to  be as m uch  as 450  lbs.). W e lay dow n fo r a w hile  on  th e  grass bank, close to  th e  
rushes. T h e  m aster o f  th e  fisherm en, old Pali Józsa who had w orked here fo r th irty -fo u r 
years, was qu ite  m oved as he  recalled th a t  fam ous fish from  th e  dim ness o f  th e  waters 
o f  th e  past.

“ W e knew  th a t  sheat-fish, b u t  we had  n o t seen h im  fo r th ree  years th en . W e th o ugh t 
he  had  been lo st. Yes, because he knew  us too—w henever we d rained  th e  pond  he w ould 
go in to  h id ing . W ell, one au tu m n  day such as th is , th e  rope o f  the  drag-net go t caught up  
in  a clum p o f  som e k ind , and I  p u n ted  over to  disentangle i t .  As I was abou t to  s ta rt back, 
th e  pole th a t  I  was using to  propel m yself slipped on som ething am ong th e  th ick  grow th 
o f  sedge, and I tu m b led  in to  th e  w ater. W h a t had m ade th e  punt-po le  slip ? I  sta rted  search
ing w ith  m y knife, and I had  a fa ir idea th a t  w e’d  found  som ething because th e  sedges 
were ru stlin g  very hard . W e b rough t a snare along and I go t dow n to  hacking th e  sedge 
w ith  th e  kn ife. W e saw th a t  we h ad  come across his nest. T h is  had  once been th e  shearing 
place o f  C ount Z ichy’s estate . Before th e  fishponds were b u ilt, they  used to  shear th e  sheep 
here, and there  had also been a well. T h a t was where th a t  sly old beast m u st have h idden  
w henever we d rained  th e  pond . T here  was always a lit t le  w ater le f t in  th e  p it, b u t i t  was 
so covered u p  w ith  deep-roo ted  sedge we had  no t so fa r noticed  it.  W ell, w hen I ’d  m ade 
a  clearing, we low ered th e  snare in to  th e  w ell. A ll o f  a sudden we saw th a t his head  was 
th rough , trap p ed  in  th e  snare. H is  head  m u st have been as big as m y h a t. H e  was lazy, 
and  we had  an easy job pu lling  h im  out, because th e  w ater had  been d rained  off h im  three  
days then , and he was no t g e tting  enough oxygen. H e  m ust have been a good five foo t six 
long and weighed 100 lbs. H e  was tak en  to  Budapest and p u t  on  show in  th e  fish-m arket.”

O ld  U ncle Pali was a pow erfully  b u ilt  m an, still possessed o f g reat streng th , and the  
ruddiness o f  an O ctober daw n on his nose was p ro o f o f  w hat he never bothered  to  deny— 
th a t  fish were n o t th e  only th in g  he liked  to  consum e. H e  gave a few m ore confidential 
instructions, and one o f  th e  fisherm en m ade fo u r o r five throw s w ith  th e  sm all ring-shaped 
casting n e t before old Pali was satisfied w ith  th e  resu lt and selected tw o lovely, m uscular, 
golden-bellied specim ens. T h is was suspicious—som ething was to  be prepared fo r th e  guests. 
W e donned ou r ru b b er th igh-boots, seized sto u t, forked staffs and w aded rig h t in to  th e  
w aning pond , am idst th e  excited fish and th e  excited hulls.

O ld  Pali gu ided  us, b reaking th rough  th e  off-shore reeds, in  to  th e  oozy clum ps. W e 
w aded u p  to  ou r knees and h igher in  w ater, though  th is  was n o t really w ater any longer 
b u t  a k in d  o f  weedy, m uddy, fishy m ixture . H ow  fu ll o f  fish i t  was, we fe lt on  our legs— 
every now and again som ething w ould bum p against our boots, w hile th e  squishy, th ick  
m ire  w ould seethe and ripp le . W e could hardly  move fo r th e  all-pervading th ick  carpet 
o f  hair-w eed. O nce th e  p ond  was dry , th is  w ould all have to  be set a light, fo r i t  is th e  greatest 
enem y o f  th e  fisl$—it  shu ts th e  w ater o ff from  th e  oxygen and  is a h id eo u t fo r every variety 
o f  parasite. T h e  fish were also having to  struggle to  forge ahead, th e  w ater was runn ing



low, they  go t caught on shoals and dark m ud-flats, no t always finding th e  sloping ditches 
and channels leading to  th e  “ bed” along th e  b o ttom  o f  th e  pond . U ncle Pali helped an 
occasional w rith ing  carp, catching i t  w ith  h is bare hands and setting  i t  on th e  rig h t p a th . 
T h e  gulls were no t so benevolent— they k ep t swooping dow n, and each tim e they  sized one 
o f  the  sm aller fish as th e ir  prey. In  th e  m eanw hile th e  sky became overcast, i t  sta rted  
raining, b u t i t  was no m ore th an  one o f  those soft, w arm  au tu m n  drizz les.

N ow  there  was w ater above and w ater below, b u t I  nevertheless had to  note all th e  in fo r
m ation  th a t o u r guide.—him self entangled  in  th e  weeds—gave us about th e  life the fish 
lead  here. Early spring, some tim e  in  M arch, is th e  beginning o f  th e  spaw ning season the  
finest o f  th e  spawners, th e  m other, is selected and p u t in to  th e  spawning basin w ith  tw o 
sm aller m ilters—the fathers. T h e  rest is up  to  th e  fam ily  triang le. Shortly  there  w ill be a 
hundred  thousand offspring sw im m ing in  th e  basin. W hen  they  are eighc days old they  
are filtered ou t w ith  a fine m uslin  ne t and p u t in  th e  rearing pond w here th ey  stay t ill  
au tu m n . By th is  tim e  they  w ill be about tw o or th ree  ounces and are once m ore transferred , 
th is  tim e to  th e  w in ter basins. A t th is  stage they  stop  growing till  spring; in  fact they  ten d  
ra th e r to  lose w eight. T h en , a t th e  end o f  M arch, they  finally en te r the  real fishpond, the  
fa tten ing  pond, where th ey  can grow to  th e ir  hearts’ con ten t on th e ir  p len tifu l d ie t o f 
lup ine and horse-chestnuts. By au tum n, a t eighteen m onths, they  are about two pounds, 
m aybe 35 oz. o r  even m ore. T h is  110-acre pond , Lívia II, was th is year populated  by
39,000 young. U nfortunate ly  th e  long w in ter and  abdom inal dropsy had  k illed  m any o f  
th em .

T he nex t day, w hen a ll th e  w ater w ould have been drained fro m  th e  pond, searchers 
w ould  set o u t over th e  d ry  b o tto m  o f  th e  pond, proceeding w ith  forks, snares, staves and 
baskets to  exam ine every hollow  and every p i t.  T here  were nests where th ey  m igh t find 
several hundredw eigh t o f  fish.

T h e  tim e fleeted by, the  luke-w arm  ra in  continued to  p a tte r  and we waded o u t o f  th e  
pond, clam bering up  th e  slippery, steep bank. Uncle Pali set o ff tow ards the  cottage o f 
one o f  the  fa rm ’s fisherm en, Szilágyi by nam e. A ll o f  a sudden we found ourselves enveloped 
by w onderful odours th a t  sen t our noses and palates in to  a quiver o f  excitem ent—-the 
scents o f  frying and cooking, o f  a k itchen  where spices and paprika were b fing  used lav ish ly . . .  
W e had been footing  it since m orning, and  o u r stom achs stirred  w ith in  us as we swallowed 
and devoured those sm e lls . . .

“D o come in, please s it dow n ,”  came th e  friend ly  inv ita tion . T he tab le  in  the  spacious 
k itchen  was laid  and M rs. Szilágyi heaped one last bundle o f  faggots on th e  fire in  th e  
range. O n th e  wall there hung  a p re tty  piece o f  em broidery, w ith  th e  legend “ W ater is m y 
husband’s only beverage—never have I m ourned ou r m arriage.” T h e  p ictu re  also illu stra ted  
th is  scene. H ow ever, the  boast d id  no t seem  to  apply to  p lu m  brandy, fo r o u r host poured  
a fa ir to t  in all our glasses, c linked h is w ith  ours and tossed i t  dow n together w ith  us. N ow  
fo r th e  d inner!

A nd here i t  was. Bubbling in  a huge saucepan was th e  th ick , dark-red  fish stew, w ith  
soft-cooked red paprikas, cu t up  in  sm all b its  floating on th e  surface, w hile th e  m agnificently 
scented dep ths o f  the  juices revealed an  occasional snow -w hite piece o f  w hat looked like 
sizeable slices o f  carp. T he room  was filled w ith  th e  spicy, stim u la tin g  vapours o f  the  cooked 
fish—at th is  stage each m o m en t o f  w aiting  was sheer to rtu re . H ow ever, we d id  no t have
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to  w ait long, fo r O ld  Pali soon sta rted  d ishing o u t ou r helpings, bo th  as th e  senior am ong 
us and also as th e  very top m o st o f  experts. H e  th ru s t th e  ladle in to  th e  saucepan and helped  
everyone to  one o r tw o carefully selected, soft slices o f  stew ed carp. W e watched h im  through  
bleary eyes, b u t i t  seems th is  was the  p roper o rder o f  things—first th e  fish, and only th en  
th e  heavy, red  juice to  cover i t  and reach th e  b rim  o f  th e  spacious, deep p lates. W e wished 
each o th er good appetites, and the  ceremony could comm ence. F irst we tasted  th e  juice. 
I t  was good, strong, th ick , spicy, fu ll o f  paprika—just w hat i t  ough t to  be. Those w ith delicate 
stom achs had b e tte r stick  to  rice pudding. N ex t came th e  fish, w ith  U ncle Pali se tting  
th e  righ t example by pu lling  the  w hite bones from  the  flaky m eat in one m ovem ent, leaving 
n o t a single one behind. T h e  carp, w hich had a few hours before w rithed  so vivaciously, 
m elted  in our m ouths. T here  was no th ing  for i t—all th ings on earth  and in  the  waters are 
b u t m ortal. Soon the  plates were em pty , th e  stom achs fu ll, th e  eyes grew heavy, ye t everyone 
asked fo r a second helping.

In  th e  m eanw hile some fine s tu m  was poured  in th e  th ick  glasses, and th e  conversation 
grew livelier. I t  was, o f  course, all centered on fish. U ncle Pali said he preferred th em  the  
peasant way, cooked in  a cauldron, w hile  Szilágyi said he liked  a stew  o f  several k inds o f  
fish, w ith  th e  sm all, bony, gristly  ones beneath and the  nobler w hite  fish on to p . As far as I 
was concerned, I was no m ore th an  a m odest tiro  com pared to  them , w ith  no th ing  b u t 
som e vague m em ories from  th e  Cödör and the  Mátyás C ellar, so I  said no th ing , listened, 
and swallowed m y stew. But th e  swallowing was beginning to  grow  harder.

Y et there  was no th ing  fo r it, there  was no stopping. T h e  p lates were changed and fried  
crucian follow ed—nephew o f  th e  carp. I t  was fa ir palm -sized , flat, stu rdy  fish, tu rn ed  
abou t in  flour w ith  paprika and  fried  in  h o t fa t. T here  were g reat soured cucum bers and 
slices o f w hite  bread to  go w ith  them . T o  have refused w ould have been an in su lt, and also 
perhaps a cause fo r self-reproach la te r on—so we took  some, and th e  m eat we sucked fro m  
th e  bones was so good, crisp and luscious, th a t we had  a second helping as well. I t  w ould 
indeed no t have been becom ing to  despise th e  crucian, for—again according to  O ttó  H erm an— 
i t  was generally used in  the  old H ungarian  k itchen , and always a highly valued dish am ong 
th e  poor. O f  course it requires m ore fussing than  carp stew, b u t now th a t we had had enough 
to  eat we enjoyed playing about and fiddling w ith  th e  sm all, crooked bones, using a fo rk  
and o u r fingers to  get a t th e  w hite, fibrous m eat.

E verything comes to  an end  once, and we had to  tak e  ou r leave. W e raised our last 
glasses o f s tu m  to  th e  housewife, and th en  we all flocked o u t in to  th e  au tu m n  afternoon. 
T h e  rain  had stopped and th e  sky was ruddy  a t the  frayed edges o f  the  clouds. T h e  ne t had  
been hauled  ou t and spread to  dry  as the  red o f  th e  sun to o k  a last d ip  in  th e  ponds. W e 
were so fu ll o f  fish, we a lm ost fe lt like jum ping  in th e  w ater. Slowly th e  scene became d im  
and silen t, as w ild geese, th e ir  quacking d istinctly  audible w here we stood, flew southw ard 
against th e  inky shades th a t invaded the  sky.
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• B O G N Á R , JÓ Z S E F  (b. 1917)- Professor a t 
Karl M arx U niversity  o f  Economics, Buda
pest; President o f  th e  In stitu te  o f  C ultural 
R elations. A parliam entary  depu ty  since 
1945, he has held  various posts in  public  life 
since 1946, including m ayor o f  Budapest 
and m inister. In  th e  field o f  economics he 
first concerned h im self w ith  th e  problem s o f 
theory  and o f  dem and analysis, la te r w ith  
general questions o f  planning. O n  these 
subjects he published a m onograph, as well 
as a num ber o f  books and essays. H is w ork 
“ Planned Econom y in  H ungary” has been 
published in  English and fo u r o th er lan
guages. Lately he has been w orking on the  
theoretical problem s involved in  economic 
decisions and on  problem s connected w ith  
th e  developm ent o f  economically backward 
areas.

FÜ ST , M IL Á N  (b. 1888). Poet, w riter, 
aesthetician, holder o f  a degree in  literary 
science, w inner o f  th e  Kossuth Prize. A t 
one tim e on  th e  editorial sta ff o f  Nyugat 
(“ W est”), the  progressive H ungarian  lite r
ary review before and a fte r the  F irst W orld  
W ar. T he first h a lf  o f  his lite rary  career 
was devoted chiefly to  lyrics; his poems, 
whose rh y th m  was rem iniscent o f  the  Greeks 
and O ld  T estam ent, m ade h im  one o f  the 
in itiato rs o f  a new variety o f  free verse in  
H ungarian poetry. A m aster o f  psychological 
description, his prose w ritings under the  
H o rth y  regim e exposed th e  cruelty and 
falsehood o f  th a t reactionary era. From  the 
bru ta lity  o f  th e  bourgeois w orld he often  
fled to  a fictious se tting  outside society. H is 
dram atic works glow w ith  tragic passion 
and his aesthetic; w ritings are idealistic ani
m adversions on  artistic  creation. Selected 
ed itions: Poetry : Szellemek utcája ( “ H aun ted  
S treet”), Összes versek ( “ Collected Poem s”); 
sho rt novels and sto ries: Szakadék 
( “ Chasm ”), Ősz} vadászat ( “A utum nal 
H u n t”), Ez. mind. én voltam egykor ( “I  Used to

Be All T h is”), Konstantin úrfi fiatalsága 
(“ M aster K onstan tin ’s Y outh”), Hábi-Szádi 
küzdelmeinek könyve ( “T he Book o f  H ab i 
Szád i’s Struggles”) ;  novels: A feleségem tör
ténete ( “ M y W ife ’s S to ry”), Coldnagel Efraim, 
a sanda bohóc ( “ Efraim  Goldnagel the  Cock
eyed C low n”) ;  plays: Boldogtalanok ( “ T he 
U nhappy O nes”), IV. henrik király ( “ King 
H enry  th e  F o u rth ”) ;  aesthetic sketches and 
essays: Látomás és indulat a művészetben ( “V i
sion and Passion in  A rt”), Emlékezések és ta
nulmányok ( “ Rem em brances and  S tudies”).

FEK ETE, JÓ Z S E F  (b. 1922). A ssistant head 
o f  th e  secondary school departm en t o f  th e  
M in istry  o f  C ulture. W rites  o f  h im self: 
T  was bo rn  in  one o f  th e  suburbs o f  Buda
pest, m y fa th e r was a carpenter’s assistant 
and is still a w orker in  a large factory. I  
am  a secondary school teacher by profession. 
I  first tau g h t h isto ry  and geography and took  
m y doctor’s degree in  historical science. 
M y curiosity about nature spurred  me on to  
take a degree in  m athem atics and physics as 
well. I  have been teaching physics only fo r 
n ine  years. For six years I  was a d irector o f  
a suburban gram m ar school. C ultu ral and 
educational questions began to  in terest me 
early, perhaps as early as th e  1929— 1933 
economic crisis, when w ith  m any o f  m y 
friends from  poor fam ilies I  fe lt b itte rly  the  
lack o f  tra in ing  and educational opportun i
ties. I t  was m y in terest in  cultural policy 
th a t took  me to  m y present post in  th e  M i
n istry  o f  C ulture , in  o rder th a t  I  m igh t 
help  to  advance th e  culture  o f  th e  m asses.’ 
(See also his essay, T he Q uestion o f  the  
T w o C ultures in  H ungary, V ol. J ,  N o . 1 
o f  T he N ew  H ungarian Q uarterly .)

L EN D V A I, E R N Ő  (b. 1925). Professor, d i
rector o f  conservatory, la te r musical d i
rector o f  the  H ungarian  R adio and Televi
sion. H is  m ost im po rtan t w orks: Bartók stí
lusa ( “ Bartók’s S tyle” ), E d itio  M usica, Buda-
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pest, 1955; Bevezetés a Bartók művek elemzé
sébe, Z enetudom ányi tanulm ányok III (“In
troduction  to  th e  Analysis o f  Bartók’s 
W orks”), M usicological Essays III, Pub
lishing H ouse o f  th e  H ungarian  Academy 
o f  Sciences, Budapest; E inführung in  d ie 
Form en- u n d  H arm onienw elt Bartóks,” 
Bartók—W eg u n d  W erk, Corvina Press, 
Budapest, 1956; th e  same w ork in  French, 
Corvina Press, Budapest, 1957; A kékszakállú 
herceg vára ( “ Bluebeard’s Castle”), H unga
rian  M usic 1961, IV ; “D er w underbare 
M andarin ,” S tud ia  M usicologica I, Buda
pest; A fából faragott királyfi ( “ T he W ooden 
Prince’’), S tudia M usicologica X, Budapest; 
“ Bartók u n d  die Z ah l,” M elos, Decem ber, 
i9 6 0 ;  Cantata Profana (in  preparation).

M A JO R , M Á T É  (b. 1904). Architect, un i
versity professor, m em ber o f  th e  Academy 
o f  Sciences, Kossuth Prize w inner, vice- 
president o f  th e  Association o f  H ungarian  
Architects. An active participan t in  the  work 
o f  th e  G roup o f  H ungarian  Socialist Ar
tis ts . H is  num erous treatises are chiefly 
concerned w ith  problem s o f  architecture and 
th e  M arxist theory  o f  arts, w ith  th e  analysis 
o f  basic principles and tasks o f  contem porary 
architecture as w ell as 20 th-cen tu ry  archi
tec tu ra l trends. H is  m ost significant works 
are Építészet és társadalom ( “A rchitecture and 
Society”)  and Építészet-történet ( “H isto ry  o f 
A rchitecture”) I—III. also in  G erm an.

K O C Z O G H , ÁKOS (b. 1915). W rite r 
and a rt historian, especially in  th e  field o f 
m odern m usic, a rt and lite ra tu re . M ain  
publications: Bxpresszionizmus ( “Expressio
n ism ”); Beszélgetések MeJgyessy Ferenccel ( “Talks 
w ith  Ferenc M edgyessy,” th e  sculp tor); 
Holló László ( “ László H o lló ,” the  painter); 
essays on U trillo , Leger, B otticelli, H enry  
M oore, etc. in  various periodicals.

H E SS, H A N S . Born a t E rfu rt, Ger
m any, son o f  A lfred Hess, collector o f  m o
dern  pain ting . S tudied  Philosophy at Ge
noa and Paris. W orked a t U llstein  Publishing

H ouse, Berlin. L eft G erm any in  1933 on  
th e  rise o f  the  N azis. In  Paris u n til 1935, 
in  England since 1935. Cooperated in  an ti
fascist publications during  the  war. M em ber 
o f  the  Free G erm any League o f  C ulture, Lon
don. A rt assistant, Leicester M useum  and 
A rt Gallery, 1954. C ura to r o f  th e  C ity  o f  
York A rt G allery since 1947. Publications: 
D ank  in  Farben— Piper, M unich, Lyonéi 
Feininger—Kohlham m er, S tu ttg a rt; T h a
m es and H udson , London, Abram s Inc., 
N ew  York. Articles fo r “A rt,” London, the  
B urlington M agazine, etc. M ain  in terests : 
pain tings o f  th e  tw en tie th  century, philos
ophy, aesthetics.

B A R K Ó C Z Y , L Á SZ L Ó  (b. 1919). Doc
to r ’s degree in  archaeology acquired a t Páz
m ány Péter U niversity , Budapest, in  1944, 
where he was assistant professor from  1942. 
A ppoin ted  to  th e  D epartm en t o f  Archae
ology o f  th e  H ungarian  N ational M u
seum  in  1944, now heads th e  D epartm ent. 
T h e  dom ain o f  h is research w ork is Pan
nónia, especially th e  limes and  its  sur
roundings. H as w ritten  several essays on 
th is  subject and delivered lectures abroad.

S Ü K Ö S D , M IH Á L Y  (b. 19 3 3). W rite r  
and journalist, w orks a t th e  lib rary  o f  th e  
T echnical U niversity  o f  Budapest. H is  
sho rt stories, reports and essays have been 
published, since 1 9 5 5 , in  various period
icals; his translations cover, f irs t  o f  all, the  
fie ld  o f  m odern  Am erican lite ra tu re . H e  
published  a volum e o f  sho rt stories Ólom
ketrec (Lead-Cage, i9 6 0 ) ,  a novel Fácól-fáig 
(F rom  T ree to  T ree, 1 9 6 2 ), and tw o 
volumes o f  lite rary  studies.

SZALAY , K Á R O LY  (b. 1929, a t Kecs
kem et). U niversity  graduate, reader a t Szép- 
irodalm i Kiadó (L iterary Publishing House). 
H e  is a critic  and essayist, and his m ajor 
interests are in  comedy and satire. H is m ono
graph on  Frigyes K arinthy was published in 
1961.

2 35



236 T H E  N E W  H U N G A R IA N  Q U A R TER L Y

SZ A B Ó , IS T V Á N  (b. 1931, a t Cser- 
szegtom aj). Raised am ong poor peasants, 
and afte r finishing secondary school be
came a trac tor-driver; re tu rned  to  the village 
a fte r com pleting his compulsory m ilita ry  
sendee, and has been living in Budapest 
since 1953. V olum e o f  sho rt stories, A lá
badó (The Rebel), published in  1956. Award
ed  A ttila  József p rize  in  1957.

G ER ELY ES, E N D R E  (b. 1935, a t Zagy- 
vapálfalva). Raised am ong railwaym en, m in 
ers and factory w orkers; graduated from  
Budapest U niversity ; and is a teacher o f  
H ungarian  literatu re  and history  a t a se
condary school. M ajor in terests in theore t
ical questions o f  literature; started  w riting  
short stories recently. V olum e o f  stories, 
Kövek köpött (Am ong Stones), published in  
1961.

K A M O N D Y , L Á SZ L Ó  (b. 1928, a t 
Balatonmagyaród). Son o f  a village post
m aster; received university degree in Buda
pest in  19 5 1 ; worked as reader a t Szépiro
dalm i Könyvkiadó (L iterary  Publishing 
H ouse) from  1951 to  i9 6 0 , and then  be
came dram aturg ist o f  th e  Budapest Gaiety 
T heatre . So far, tw o volum es o f  his works 
have been published, one o f  sho rt stories, 
Eekete galambok (Black Doves), in 1957, and a 
sho rt novel, Apostolok utódja (Successor to  th e  
Apostles), in  i9 6 0 .

CSU RKA, IS T V Á N  (b. 1934, a t Buda
pest). Son o f  jou rnalist; graduated  a t the  
Academy o f  D ram atic  A rt as d ram aturgist. 
V olum e o f  sho rt stories, Tűzugratás (Fire 
Leaping), published in 1956, and a novel, 
Hamis tanú (T he False W itness), in 1959. 
H is  film, Májusi fagy (Frost in  M ay) was 
released in  1962.

FEJES, E N D R E  (b. 1923, a t Budapest). 
W orked as skilled labourer (turner). F irst 
published in 1955. V olum e o f sho rt stories, 
A hazudós (T he Liar), published in  1958 
and awarded S Z O T  (C entral Council o f  
H ungarian  T rade  Unions) prize.

V Á R K O N Y I, M IH Á L Y  (b. 1931, a t 
Ú jpest). M em ber o f  th e  w orking class, was 
once a skilled labourer. F irst volume o f short 
stories, Kenyér és kereszt (Bread and th e  
Cross), published in  i9 6 0  and awarded the  
S Z O T  prize.

RAY M A N , K A TA LIN . Secondary 
school teacher o f  G erm an and French. O b 
tained  he r degree a t th e  Loránd Eötvös 
U niversity, Budapest, and spent a year a t the  
Sorbonne. Since the  founding o f the M ag
vető Publishing House in  1955, has been 
a m em ber o f  th e  editorial staff, first as a 
reader, th en  as a chief editor. Form erly 
m em ber o f  th e  literary  departm ent o f  the 
H ungarian  R adio. T ranslates from  Germ an 
and French.

PA SSU T H , L Á SZ L Ó  (b. 1900). P ri
m arily  a w riter o f  h istorical novels. T he 
tit le  o f  his first novel was Esőisten siratja 
Mexikót ( “ T he R ain G od W eeps for M ex
ico”), a w ork which, besides appearing 
in  several H ungarian  editions, has been 
transla ted  in to  English, French, Germ an, 
Spanish, D utch  and Portuguese. H is  Ná
polyi Johanna ( “Johanna o f  N aples”), deal
ing w ith  a trecento subject, has also been 
published in  several languages (H ungarian, 
Italian  and Spanish). A nother o f  his novels, 
A bíborban született (“ T h e  Porphyrogenite”), 
presents a picture o f  th e  last Byzantine 
renaissance. How ever, Passuth is m ainly 
in terested  in  th e  sixteenth century. T he age 
o f  Philip  II is conjured up in  Fekete bársony
ban ( “ Black V elvet”), w hich was published 
also in  G erm an in  i9 6 0 . H is novel about 
M onteverdi depicts the  early baroque period 
in  Italy . T h is w ork has also been transla ted  
in to  G erm an. Négy szél Erdélyben ( “ Four 
W inds in  Transylvania") is the  story  o f  
István Báthory who became King o f P o land , 
while his m ost recent novel, a two-volum e 
w ork en titled  Sárkányfog ( “D ragon's T ee th ”) 
evokes th e  chequered fate o f  Z sigm ond 
Báthory. In  several o f  h is books the  author 
has tu rn ed  to  a r t;  Lombard kastély ( “ Castle in
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L om bardy”—published also in  Italian), and 
Lagúnák ( “T he Lagunas”) revive the  V enice 
o f  G iorgione’s tim e. H e is a m em ber o f  the  
H ungarian  P E N  C lub and m em ber fo r  
H ungary  o f  the  recently founded C om m u
n ity  o f European W riters. A preceding 
issue o f  T he N ew  H ungarian Q uarterly (V ol. 
II, N o . 2) contains a review o f  his “Identities 
Established”  on the  new  acquisitions on 
show a t the  Budapest M useum  o f  Fine A rts.

S Z E N T  M IH Á L Y I, JÁ N O S  (b. 1908). 
Librarian; head o f  d ep artm en t in  the  N a tio n 
al Széchényi L ibrary; took  his degree 
in  Law a t Budapest University. From  1949 
to  1961 reference librarian o f the Budapest 
U niversity Library. H as com piled and edited  
several bibliographies, is au thor o f  num erous 
essays and papers dealing w ith  questions o f  
librarianship, and lectures on bibliography 
a t the  Eötvös Loránd University, Budapest.

K E R E SZ T U R Y , D E Z S Ő  (b. 1904). 
L iterary historian and aesthetician, our regu
lar theatre reviewer. (See our previous issues.)

G Y Ő R Y , G Á B O R  (b. 1930). G raduated 
from  Eötvös Loránd University, Budapest;

edited  books fo r young people; th en  essays 
on the pedagogic, psychological, aesthetic 
and dram aturgic aspects o f  films fo r young 
people. Secretary o f  th e  Juvenile F ilm  
C om m ittee o f  th e  H ungarian  F ilm  A rt 
Association and ed ito r o f  the  periodical 
Filmifjúság ( “Young People’s F ilm  Revue”).

BARABÁS, T IB O R . Econom ist, senior 
official in  th e  M in istry  o f  Foreign T rade 
from  1947 to  1957. Scientific worker in  the  
H om e T rade Research In stitu te  since 1958.

K A R IN T H Y , F E R E N C  (b. 1921). 
A versatil w rite r w ho had success w ith  short 
stories, novels, plays and film  scenarios. 
H is  earlier short stories and reports m ainly 
described life in  Budapest a fte r the  liberation 
and trea ted  problem s o f  working-class life ; 
recent w ritings are colourful sketches o f  
typical characters and scenes. W o rk s: novels, 
Kentaur ( “ T he C entaur”) and Budapesti tavasẑ  
("S pring  in Budapest”) ;  plays, Szellemidézés 
( “ N ecrom ancy”) where he evokes the  every
day life and silen t struggles o f  his fa ther 
Frigyes Karinthy the  great satirical w riter 
and philosopher, and Ezer év ( “ T housand 
Years”).
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A SHORT E N C Y C L O P E D IA
of some places, históriai events, personalities and institutions mentioned in this number

A G R IC U L T U R A L  C O O P E R A T IV E S . 
T h e ir  orig in  dates back to  1948, when the  
first cooperatives were fo rm ed on th e  basis 
o f  voluntary association by peasants who 
had  received lan d  under th e  1945 land  
reform  fo r th e  purpose o f  exploiting the  
advantages o f  large-scale, m echanized farm 
ing. D uring  th e  past ten  years th e  coun try 
wide producers’ cooperative m ovem ent has 
developed by stages. In  th e  sim pler form s, 
th e  producers’ cooperative groups, only crop 
farm ing is done in  com m on, th e  livestock 
rem aining individual property . In  the  m ore 
advanced form s, th e  so-called cooperative 
farm s, all m eans o f  production , including 
th e  livestock, belong to  th e  farm . T he 
d istribu tion  o f  th e  earnings o f  the  farm  is 
done on th e  basis o f  labour un its  accomplished 
by th e  m em bers. Beyond th is  th e  m em 
bers also receive ground ren t from  th e  cooper
ative fo r the  lan d  they  con tribu ted  when 
th ey  joined.

A N G Y A L F Ö L D . A working-class dis
tr ic t  o f  Budapest, com prising D istric t X III. 
Its  residents p layed a leading role in  the  
workers’ m ovem ent o f  th e  capital. Before 
th e  L iberation, i t  was know n fa r and wide 
fo r its  poverty  and shocking living condi
tions. Since th en  th e  wooden barracks, the  
mass dorm itories and hoovervilles have been 
to m  down and  in  th e ir  place m odern, 
health fu l apartm ents w ith  park  areas have 
been erected  during  th e  last few years.

D Ó Z S A , G Y Ö R G Y . Leader o f  th e  
H ungarian  peasant rebellion o f  1514. A fter 
the  rebellion had  been crushed by the  arm ed 
forces o f  th e  nobility , th e  nobles bound h im  
to  a red-ho t th rone  and burned h im  to  death.

F IL M  S C IE N C E  IN S T IT U T E  A N D  
F IL M  A R C H IV E S. T he a im  o f  th e  in sti
tu te , established in  1959, is to  investigate

questions involved in  film  culture by m eans 
o f  scientific research and to  help film  artists 
in  th e ir  creative w ork. T h e  in s titu te  takes 
p a rt in  th e  work o f  the  in ternational scien
tific film organizations and d irects the  w ork 
o f  th e  Budapest F ilm  M useum  in  showing 
films from  th e  archives.

H O U S E  O F  Á R PÁ D . H ungarian  ru ling  
fam ily descended from  th e  leader o f  th e  
conquering tr ib a l clans th a t  se ttled  in  
H ungary . T he first m em bers o f  th e  fam ily  
were reigning princes, and István I  became 
th e  first H ungarian  king in  th e  year 1000, 
a m ilestone in the  developm ent o f  H ungarian  
society and o f  feudalism . U nder th e  kings 
o f  th e  H ouse o f  Árpád, the  H ungarian  
S ta te  was strengthened and was able to  
defend its  independence in  face o f  the  grow
ing expansionist strivings o f  th e  G erm an 
emperors. E ndre III, th e  last k ing o f  th e  
H ouse o f  Árpád, ru led  u n til 1301, and his 
death  m arked th e  end o f  th e  m ale branch. 
D uring  th e  age o f  th e  in terregnum , 1301- 
1308, Charles R obert o f  the  H ouse o f  Anjou 
succeeded to  power th rough  his kinship w ith  
th e  fem ale line  o f  the  H ouse o f  Árpád.

K O M L Ó . A fast-developing m ining 
tow n in  Baranya C ounty in  th e  M ecsek 
H ills . T h e  population  o f  th is  fo rm er sm all 
village has increased fourfold, from  5,900 
in  1949 to  24 ,900  in  i9 6 0 . Today, Komló 
is one o f  th e  country’s loveliest, m ost m od
ern  cities. I t  is one o f  th e  centres o f  m in 
ing in  the  M ecsek H ills , w ith  coking coal o f  
a caloric content o f  6 ,000-7 ,000 . T he coal 
is used by th e  Danube Iron  W orks. T h e  
qu an tity  m ined  betw een 1945 and 1955 
increased fivefold. T h e  developm ent o f  
coal m ining in  Komló is one o f  the  m ajor 
aims o f  th e  Second Five-Year Plan o f  1961- 
1965 and w ill bring w ith  i t  an even sw ifter 
developm ent o f  th e  tow n itself.
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L A N D  R E F O R M , carried ou t in  1945, 
finally p u t an end  to  th e  feudal system  o f 
large estates w hich existed in  H ungary  u n til 
th a t tim e. According to  statistical data from  
1 9 3 5 , large estates o f  over 1 ,0 0 0  cadastral 
holds (1 ,420 English acres) m ade up 30 per 
cent o f  th e  to ta l tillage area o f  the  country. 
A considerable p roportion  o f  the  agricultural 
population  e ith e r were entirely  landless o r 
possessed only such a sm all s trip  o f  land 
th a t they  had to  h ire ou t as day labourers. 
T h a t is why H ungary  was often  referred to  
as “th e  country o f  th ree  m illion  beggars.” 
D uring the  Land R eform  m ore th an  one 
th ird  o f th e  to ta l area o f  th e  country—6,9 
m illion acres o f  land—were reallocated. T he 
landless peasants and  dw arfholders received 
4.1 m illion  acres ou t o f  th is, while th e  re s t 
o f  th e  land  (largely forests) was taken  in to  
sta te  o r com m unity  ownership. A ltogether
642 ,000 peasants, am ong th em  370,000 
entirely  landless, received land  th rough  the 
Land R eform .

M A G Y A R  N E M Z E T  (H ungarian  N a
tion). D aily  newspaper, sta rted  in  1938 by 
Sándor Pethő as th e  political organ o f  the 
intellectuals who stood in  opposition  to  the  
fascist regim e in  H ungary . D uring  the 
Second W orld  W ar i t  stood fo r national 
un ity  in  th e  an ti-nazi m ovem ent. T he paper 
was banned a fte r th e  occupation o f  H u ngary  
by th e  Germ ans. Publication  was renewed 
afte r 1945, and since 1954 it  has been the 
organ o f  th e  Patrio tic  People’s F ront.

S C H O O L  SY ST E M . T he basis o f  
H ungarian  education is th e  8-grade com 
pulsory prim ary  school fo r children betw een 
the  ages o f  6 and 14. In  1937/38, only 78.8 
pe r cent o f  all children o f  p rim ary  school 
age w ent to  school (1 ,096 ,048  pupils). 
D uring  th e  school year 1961/62, 99.3 
per cent have been a ttend ing  school 
(1 ,444,543). (T he  age l im it  fo r compulsory 
schooling has recently been raised to  16 .)

T he secondary schools (general secondary 
school, trade schools, technical schools) grew

in  num ber from  285 in  1937 to  425 in  th e  
school year 1961/62. T h e  num ber o f  child
ren studying in  th e  secondary schools rose 
from  52,349 to  m ore th an  th ree  tim es th a t 
num ber, nam ely, 170,933. T he num ber o f  
secondary-school teachers rose from  3,504 in  
1937 to  9 ,232  fo r th e  school year 1961/62.

D uring  th e  school year 1937/38, th e  
num ber o f  studen ts in  H ungarian  universi
ties and colleges was 11,747, while in  the  
school year 1961/62, th e  num ber rose to  
53,302. O f  these 34,526 are regular day
tim e students, while 4 ,5 9 5  are a ttend ing  
evening classes and 14,181 are tak ing  cor es- 
pondence courses. T he num ber o f  students 
in  th e  technical universities has increased 
seventeen tim es; th e  num ber o f  wom en 
students has increased from  14 .2  per cent 
in  1937 to  38.7 pe r cent in  1961/62. T he 
m ajority  o f  th e  university studen ts have 
th e  financial support o f th e  S ta te . For exam
ple, during  1960/61, 76  pe r cent o f  th e  stu 
dents received scholarships and regular 
financial support, while 4 9 .6  p e r cent lived 
in  S ta te  stu d en t hostels.

S E C O N D  FIV E-Y EA R  PL A N  is 
H ungary’s fo u rth  general econom ic plan. 
H ungary w ent over to  a p lanned economy 
w ith  th e  first three-year plan  (1947-1949), 
w hich served to  restore the  damage w rought 
by th e  war. T he f irs t five-year p lan  (1950- 
1955) set as its goal th e  socialist industria li
zation  o f  th e  country. As a result, produc
tio n  o f  H ungarian  factories increased four
fo ld  as com pared w ith  1938. Between 1958 
and i9 6 0 , a new  three-year p lan  was p u t 
in to  effect w hich aim ed a t a steady, stable 
grow th o f  th e  national economy, th u s pav
ing th e  way fo r the  second five-year plan.

D uring  th e  period  o f  th e  second five- 
year p lan  ( 1 9 6 1 -1 9 6 5 ) ,  th e  laying o f  the  
foundations o f  socialism  w ill be com pleted 
and th e  bu ild ing  o f  a developed socialist 
society begun. N ational incom e is to  be 
increased by 36 pe r cent, th e  consum er’s 
fu n d  by a t least 2 0 -2 3  pe r cen t and real 
incom e by 1 6 -1 7  p e rc e n t  in  th e  course o f
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five years. Socialist industria l p roduction  
w ill increase by 4 8 - 5 0  pe r cent, th a t o f  
S ta te  industry  by a t least 50  pe r cent, in 
cluding a 7  5-per-cent g row th o f  the  chem ic
al industry  and m ore than  doubling  o f  the 
pharm acentical industry . T here  w ill be an 
above-average grow th in  th e  p roduction  o f  
instrum en ts (approxim ately threefold), in  
th e  telecom m unications and vacuum -techni
ques industry, and in  th e  m anufacture o f  
m achine-tools (approxim ately tw ofold). A t 
th e  end o f  the second five-year plan there  
will be no village in  H ungary w ithout elec
tric ity , while in 1945 only 3 9 per cent o f  the 
villages had electric power.

SO C IA L IST  S E C T O R  O F  A G R IC U L 
T U R E . In the spring o f  19 6 1 over 95 per 
cent o f th e  to ta l tilled  area o f  H ungary 
belonged to  th e  socialist sector, i. e., state  
farm s and cooperative farm s. Seventy-nine 
pe r cent o f  the  fertile  area was tilled  by 
cooperative farm s. T he m em bership o f the 
cooperative farm s was m ore th an  1 ,200 ,000 .

T U D O M Á N Y O S  IS M E R E T T E R 
JE S Z T Ő  T Á R SU L A T  (T IT ). Society for 
the  D issem ination o f  Scientific Knowledge, 
established in  1953 as a result o f  the  reor
ganization o f  the  N atu ral Science Society 
w hich was originally  established in  1841. 
Scientists and experts in the m ost diverse 
spheres ho ld  lectures in factories, w orkers’ 
hostels, cultural halls, and clubs on hum anistic 
and scientific subjects. Free “universities” 
have been established in Budapest and in 
the  country towns, and language courses

have also been in itia ted . In  1961, 69,000 
lectures were held  w ith  a to ta l audience o f  
4  m illion  persons.

K A R L M A R X  U N IV E R S IT Y  O F  
E C O N O M IC S . Established in 1948 in 
Budapest, th is university has three faculties: 
industrial, commercial and general econom
ics. T he last-nam ed faculty prepares teach
ers o f  geography, statistics and planning 
fo r the  technical secondary schools. In general 
th e  courses last 4  years, those fo r teachers 
and for experts in  foreign comm erce 5 years. 
A ttendance in 1960/61 was 2 ,390 . T here 
were 171 teachers for 71 subjects. D uring  
th e  school year 1937/38, the  num ber o f  
studen ts a tten d in g  the  fo rm er economics 
faculty was 75.

V IL L A G E  R E SE A R C H  M O V E 
M E N T . Scientific investigation o f  th e  liv
ing conditions o f  the peasantry, th e ir social 
and economic situation . O ne o f  the branches 
o f  sociographic research, it acquired parti
cular significance in  H ungary  in the  m iddle 
o f  the  1930’s when a group o f  so-called 
populist w riters investigated the  village way 
o f  life, undertak ing  to study the place o f  the  
peasant in society. Revealing the  inhum anity  
o fth elarg e  landholding system , they dem and
ed a general land reform  and in  th e ir realistic 
literatu re  gave a picture o f  the lives o f  the 
poor peasants and th e  living conditions o f 
th e  agricultural workers. M any o f  the form er 
populist w riters la te r took part in the  move
m ents against war and fascism. A fter the  
liberation, m any o f th em  supported  the  
developm ent o f  socialism in  H ungary.



C O R V I N A B U D A P E S T

H U N G A R I A N  F O L K  T A L E S  
BY G Y U L A  O R T U T A Y

T h e  tales and anecdotes from  the  treasury  o f  H ungarian  folklore selected fo r th is  
volum e by G yula O rtu tay , Professor o f  E thnography a t Budapest U niversity  and 
m em ber o f  th e  H ungarian  Academ y o f  Sciences, give an insight in to  th e  w o rld  o f  
H ungarian  fo lk  tales. In  an in troduction , the  au tho r ou tlines the  h isto ry  o f  H u n 

garian fo lk-tale  research.

In English and German
J44 pp., 12 coloured illustrations. Cloth. J  by

H A B A N  P O T T E R Y  
BY B É L A K R I S Z T I N K O V I C H

T h e  H abans were descendants o f  Italian  A nabaptist craftsm en, regarded as heretics 
in  th e ir ow n country, w ho came to  H ungary  du ring  th e  second h a lf  o f  th e  six
teen th  century. In  H ungary  th ey  w on the  patronage o f  P ro testan t noblem en and 
developed an exquisite ceramic art. H aban  ceramic objects w ith  th e ir  richness o f 
fo rm  and b rillian t colouring were very popular, especially du ring  th e  seventeenth 

and e igh teen th  centuries.

In English, Cerman, and Russian 
48 pages of text. 48 photographs. Cloth. 6lU" by 63/i"

P U B L I S H I N G  H O U S E
OF T H E  H U N G A R I A N  A C A D E M Y  O F  S C I E N C E S

S T U D I A  M E M O R I A E  B E L A E  B A R T Ó K  S A C R A

E D I T E D  BY Z. K O D Á L Y , L. L A IT H A , B. R A J E C Z K Y  A N D  L. V A R G Y A S

“ This hefty volume in designed as a tribute to Bartók the folklorist.. .  It contains 26 con
tributions. . . all concerned with folk music except V. Beliayev’s on "Early Russian Poly
phony”  and C. Brailoiu’s sizable study o f  “ Pentatonismes chez Debussy” . Thirteen of the 
essays are on the music of Hungary and her South-East European neighbour countries, with 

others on aspects of Brazilian,Venezuelan and Guatemalan, Greek and Chinese music.
The British contributions are by Maud Karpeles, on Cecil Sharp, and by Margaret Fay Shaw, 

on “ Gaelic Folksongs from South Uist” .
Besides the articles by Beliayev and Brailoiu there are theree that are of more general interest 
and applicability beyond the sphere of folk music. These are all concerned with tone-sys
tems and modes, and are all by contributors in Hungary, where folk music research is now 

cultivated with almost obsessive intensity and thoroughness.

Music and Letters, London
Issued by Akadémiai Kiadó, Budapest, and Boosey and Hawkes, London 

Sole Distributors: Boosey and Hawkes, 295 Regent Street London W . 1.
In English, jr j6  pages, numerous illustrations and charts.
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