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The factory was close to the butcher shop, and if the girls came, we stood
in the doorway, our aprons and our caps beautifully white, we were
really some handsome. A lot of girls flirted with us and we talked with
them and teased them.

Once a really good-looking girl with a polka-dot head scarf
came for some meat, and as I'm joking with her—the owner wasn’t
there, he wouldn’t have approved—well, I see that Joska’s staring at her.
I think to myself, “Let ‘im look, he can look all right!” But as the girl is
saying that she needs a thick cut of sirloin for a roast and not to give her
make-weight, well, if he doesn’t shout across the room, “Come to me,
my chickadee, here’s the best cut for a roast” The girl laughs at him—she
really was a pretty pink—and turns to him, “Well, where is it?” I get mad
at him for interfering with my fun, this is no way to behave, but I don't
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show it. I ask, “What’s your name, little girl?” “Not telling,” she says.
“You can’t make me.” But she’s blushing and she laughs. “Well, what is
your name?” I inquire, but she just giggles. “Whats it to you, what good
will it do you?” she taunts. “But let’s hear it!” Finally she blurts out that
she’s Maris. This pleases me because it’s a pretty name. I told her, too.
Joska also grins, then sulks and I see him pulling the ring off his finger.
So, I think, this sure is going well, but I say nothing. I could almost pic-
ture his wife, such a withered sort. No wonder.

As Maris paid, both of us looked to see which way she headed.
Well, she lived just across from here. Going home, she swayed like a
hollyhock. As she reaches her gate, she turns, looks back, and glows.
I really fancied her. So did Joska. We both exchanged smiles with her
from the doorway, but as she vanished we stared each other down as
mad as two stags. Though we usually did, we didn’t discuss this girl.

The next day as Maris chooses among the marrow bones—just
then Joska’s in the cold room—I whisper to her to be at the corner by
the vacant lot at eight oclock that evening. “Can’t”—she pouts—“only at
quarter after nine” Then Joska comes, eyeing us suspiciously, wonder-
ing what we could’ve been talking about, carrying a large side of veal on
his shoulder and brushing it against Maris out of fun. She says angrily,
“Can’t you watch out?” At which the blockhead is completely crestfallen.
As Irecall, I was pleased at this. As the girl left, Joska watched me rather
than her. I felt his eyes burning.

We had a lot to do ‘till evening. We moved a new ice-box into the
pantry and we got miserably hot. Joska kept his distance, saying very little,
and as were about to screw the lead panel into the wall, as I was bent over,
I happened to glance up and saw that he held it like he wanted to drop it on
me. Thanks a lot, I thought—four hundred pounds—and quickly jumped
away from underneath and grabbed the other side of it. Joska looks at the
ground darkly and gives a little cough: “So, you got scared, what?” At half
past seven he asks me to go over to their place to talk a bit, but he lives far
and I was worried that I wouldn't be able to get back by nine fifteen, so I
said no. “Let’s go to Horvath's for a spritzer instead” That he didn't want to
do. The courtyard’s too dusty at Horvath’s. Let’s just go to his place. I keep
saying, “No, no.” He looks at me. “You're meeting with Maris!” he says sud-
denly, like a detective. “No, no I'm not!” I say suddenly, not really knowing
why I'm lying. “No?” he shakes his head. “Well, see ya” With this he left.
I shrugged my shoulders, but by no means liked the matter. Even as I was
with Maris, I wondered why hed be so damned smitten by this girl.
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At a quarter after nine Maris was there at the corner in her head
scarf. I would’ve preferred her to be bare-headed, but she said she pre-
ferred it so. Well, so be it. I proposed that we go to the Green Hunter to
jump around a bit, but she wasn’t for it, so we headed over to Horvaths.
A couple of train cleaning women and conductors were there talking
way too loudly. We just kept sipping our wine quietly, maybe three bot-
tles worth. Suddenly Maris says, “Look, what beautiful blonde hair;” and
pointed to a woman with really ugly yellow hair. “You think it’s pret-
ty? It’s dyed for sure, look at how rusty and dark the roots are,” I say.
“Yours is prettier for sure. Let me see,” and I want to look, but she grabs
her head. “Boy, are you worried about you hairdo!” But from under
the scarf she pulled out a lock, pretty, chestnut brown. “Like mine””
“Yes,” she answers, “but yours is much nicer” “Why would it be nicer?”
But she just keeps on insisting and pouts. “Typical female,” I think to
myself, I better drop it, especially since she’s already a bit tipsy. So was I.
I was scarcely able to get her home. On the way she kept mumbling that
she liked me a lot, but by the time we reached her gate she was already
almost asleep. “Tomorrow night I'll come and see you,” and with that I
left, staggering a bit as I trudged homeward.

That night I dreamt of a large, naked pig. I must have tossed
about a lot because in the morning the quilt was completely twisted up.
As T stared, scared, at the pig, it suddenly turns into a big, naked man.
So big that I was barely able to turn my head to look up at him. He was
like Joska, but it was as if it wasn’t him after all. I run to the door, I want
to yell, but he’s already caught me, choking me like a kitten. From out-
side I thought I heard Jéska laugh. What could this mean? I was really
upset by it. At the shop I was quiet and scrutinized Jéska, but I couldn’t
see anything about him that would resemble a pig. He stood around all
day like an idiot, as if he were waiting for Maris. I really didn’'t know what
to do, though I would've liked to chum around with him like we used to,
but I didn’t know how to go about it. We hardly talked to each other all day,
and when we did, it was reluctantly. In the evening as we put our aprons in
the drawer, he says, “Aren’t you coming tonight either?” “No,” I stammered,
but I was such a blockhead that he immediately figured out why. He boiled
with rage, then burst out laughing, and walked out. “Boy, are you caught
up with her!” I thought, and the pig came to mind. What could thatve
been? If only thered been a Gypsy nearby, I would've gone to see her.

As I'm there with Maris, I see that her head’s covered again.
I'm surprised. “You know, you could take the scarf off,” but she just resists.
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I joked, “Are you scared I'll cut your hair off and sell it to the barber?”
But no, still shed rather wear a scarf. We kept horsing around till sud-
denly I snatched it from her head. Well, son of a...! Her hair came off
with it. There she stood in front of me, bald. I got real mad that she
fooled me like this. I turned on her, and hit her good. But she just stands
there, not saying a word, not even crying, looking really silly standing
in her wide skirt and bodice, nothing on her head but the downy fluft of
a baby. “So that’s why you wanted to be in a shawl, that’s why you liked
my hair!” I say. She says nothing to this either. I'm about to go, I'm not
sticking around, when all of a sudden she cries out and throws herself
face-down on the floor wailing and moaning, “Oh my God, oh my God,
look upon your unfortunate daughter;” crying, heaving like a swing.

Ididn’tknowwhatto do. There she bawled, shrieked, “Oh my God,
you've punished me so, oh my God,” and beat her head on the ground
so hard that I was afraid someone would come out. Maris had just been
telling me what a shrew of a mistress she had, this situation didn’t suit me
at all. I left her there and that was that. In the yard I could still hear her
crying. Such a cheat! I was real angry at having been so taken in, and on
top of that, I even fell out with Joska on account of her. No matter, at least
he showed his true colours as a friend. It was no accident that I dreamt
of a pig. He would've strangled me, if he could have. I kept thinking of
Maris. So pink and pretty, and bald! The hell! What a girl’s capable of!
And then shes the one doing the crying! I'll be! ...

I didn’t know where I should head then. It was the fourth day
I hadn’t gone out with Joska. He wouldn’t have wanted me to go to his
place. Anyway, tomorrow were butchering a steer. We'll have enough
trouble with that. I went to bed. I thought I'd dream again, but I didn’t.

In the morning, as we're leading the animal, I see Joska staring
piercingly, angrily, just like the steer.

“What are you fuming about?” I say to him. “You’re mad about
nothing. She’s bald” “Who’s bald?” “Well, Maris.” “Maris?” And he looks
dumbfounded like a calf. “She’s bald, not a bit of hair” “Well, what does
she have on her head?” “Fake hair. It’s all fake” “Fake?” And he laughs
so hard that he almost lets go of the steer. Of course I laughed along
with him. Meanwhile Jéska grunted and sniggered “Bald, heh, heh,
d’you hear? Bald? But how could she have gotten bald? Heh, heh, how?
She probably ate a lot of potatoes, or because she fancies the lads”

The steer lunged and bucked, we had to pay it more attention.
Well, we didn’t talk much anymore. From then on Joska was friendlier,
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but I didn't much dare to trust him since hed already once shown his
true hand. Then we started talking about Maris sometimes and waited
for her to come to the butcher stall so that we could make fun of her.
But she didn’t come. But one time, one of the housemaids, as I grandly
recite to her “I'm eating your precious little ruby-red mouth, ‘Cause nine
jam dumplings it ate in one gulp,” leaves off her giggling and says—as
I'm still laughing at her—“You're a real scoundrel!” Chuckling, I ask,
“Why?” “It’s really not nice that you’re laughing about poor Maris, now
that she’s thrown herself in the Danube.”

“You don’t say!” I was real surprised, I stood there gaping. “But
she was such a cheerful girl”
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Maris.

A mészarszékhez kizel volt a gyér & ha a linyok joitek,
kidlltunk sz afidba, a kotényink, meg a sapkink szép fehér,
egész csinosak velunk, sok lany oda-odapislogott és besaéhiink,
meg csipkelfztink velik,

Egyszer egy nagyon jéképd, babos fejkendds liny jou
hiséet &8 ahogy viccolédok vele, a gazda nem volt otf, az nem
szeretd, hit litom, hogy Joska nagyen néz. Gondolom, nézzen,
nézhet, de shogy a liny szdl, hogy dneki a vastagjabul ksl ros-
télyosnak és hogy ne adjak nyomtatckot, hét nem odakialt, joj-
jon hozzim tubicam, int van a legszebb rostélyosnak vald. A lany
neveti, de nagyon szép piros volt és edapéndérédiz «léje, hogy
hdt hun van ? Engem ctt a méreg, mit avatkozik bele u mular-
sdgomba, ez nem eljiras, de nem mutattam. Kérdem, hogy hil-
jik kisldny ? Sehogy, mondja, engem nem lehet. De piros és
nevet, Hit mi a neve? faggatom, de csak egyre vihancel
Minck az magdnak, mit or vele ? kétozkoddn. De csak halljuk!
Vigre kiboki, hogy Mards. Ennek megoriliem, mert szép nev,
Mondiam is neki. Jézka is vigyorgou, kelletlenkeden és latom.
hogy kizbe lehiizta sz ujjirdl a kerikagydrit, No, gendolom,
ez jél megy, de nem széltam semmit. Szinte lattam o felesdger,
alyan dsszeszirsdt-féle volt, nem s csuda.

Ahogy Maris fizetett, mind o ketten néztilk meme mén.
Hit ép dtellenbe lakon. De amig hazdig ér, dgy fdngot, mint o
mdlyvarozsa, Ahogy a kapu ali fordul, visszatekint, csokigy
virult. Nagyon tetszett nekem, Joskinak is ; mindakemen dssze-
nevettlink vele az ajtébdl, de ahogy eltint, olyan dihésen
meredtiink egymisra, mint a szarvasgémek, Nem is beszéliink
a liny feld] egy szdt se, pedig szoktunk mindig.

Misnap, hogy Maris a veldscsontok kézt véiloget, Jé=ka
€pp & hitébe ment, sigom neki, este nyolckor legyél a sarkon,
ahol az bres telek voan, Mem lehet, szomoredik el, csak negyed
tizkor. Akkor mar jout Joska, gyanusan meéregetett végig ben-
nunket, hogy mit beszélgetheniink, villin egy nagy bormyi-
oldal és tréfabdl sirolta vele Marist. Az azt mondjn mérgesen :
nem tud vigydzni { amin az kér egész elbisulta magdr, én meg,
Ggy emlékszek, oniltem neki. Ahogy a liny kiment, Joska nem
&t nézte, hanem engem. Ereztem, Ggy sttt a szeme.

Estig sok dolgunk wvolt. Uj jégszekrényt allitottunk be a
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kamraba €5 kutyiul kimelegediunk. Jéska egyre hizédon wnel-
l&lem, alig szélt pdr szét, €5 shogy be okorjuk csavarni a nagy
clomfalat & kdzfalize, ¢én le voitam hajolve, de csak Ogy wéiet-
lenséghdl folsanditok, ldtom, hegy gy tanjs, mintha rém
akama ejteni, Koszondm szépen, gondoliam negy mazsa &
gyorsan kiugrottam aléla, meghaptam a masik oldalit. Joske
rém sGtéten néz a foldre és elkehhantjs magén: ho, meg volal
ijedve, mi? Félnyolcker hi, menjek el hozzdjuk, beszélgessunk
egy kicsit. De messze lakow és Féltem, hogy nem érek negyod
tizre vissza, nem akartam. Inkdbb gyerink cgy spriccer= n
Horvithoz. Ezt meg & nem skens, Hogy s Horvitnil nagy
o por az edvaron, Csek menjink hozzd. En vildg hajrogattam,
nem, nem. Rémnéz, te & Marissal talélkozell mondja hinelen.
mint egy detektiv. De nem, rem! togadiam gyersan s szinte
nem is tudtam, mén heredok. Nem? s a fejét esivalta, han
szetbusz. Evvel elment. En vonogettam a villamas, de nem tet-
szett a dolog sehogy. Még ahogy Merissal voliam, még akker is
egyre azon tanakodiam, mén reszeli Oy o fene ezént & ldnvin 7

Megyedtizker o1t volt Maris & sarken, fejkenddsen. En jobb
szerentemn volna, ha hajedonfou, de mondia, hagy & igy srive-
sebben. Har legyen. Ajinltam, menjimk o Zald Vaddszhoz Licsit
vgrdlnd, de nem igen volt rejta, igy beldgtunk o Horvithoz, Egy
par kocsitakariténd, meg kalawz volt on, hengoskodiak erfsen,
mi meg csdndesen dorgdlgetiik a borokat, tén hdrom Oveggel
is megittunk. Egyszerre azt mondja Maris, te nézd, milyen gys-
nyorl oz o szike haj — és muiatja mr egvik ndszemélyt, igazdr
ronda sdrga haja volt. Az szép? hisz ax festetr, nézd & tove
milyen feketerozsdias — mondorm — mén ekker a fied csak
szebb. Muti, és meg ekarom rézri, de nagyhinelen o feiches
kap. Ej, de félied & frizuradet! De eldhizon s kendd alul epy
csomdt, szép gesztenyést. Olyan mint az enyém. lgen, feleli,
de mennyivel szebb o tied. Mar mént volna szebb? De canl
erbskodik és basul. Geondolem, esszonyfajia, hagyri  kall
pléne kicsit mér be wvolt éllitva. De én is. Alig tudtem haza
vinnd, dtkdzben csak motyoga, hogy nagyon szeret engem, de
a kapundl mér majdnem eledt. Holnap este [lmegyek hozzad,
igy hagytam ¢l és én is szédiilem egy keveset, ahogy hazafelé
ballsgtam.

Az éjel egy nagy meztelen dismndval dmodtam. Rém
forophattam, mert reggelre egész fssze voll csavarodva a pap-
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lany. Ahogy ijedien bimészhodok a disznéra, egyszerre egy
nagy meztelen ember lett beldle. De olyan nagy volt, hogy alig
gybztem tekerni a nyakemat, Ggy kélléw flnéeni rd. Hasonli-
tott & Joskira, de mintha mégse & lett volna. Szaladok sz sjid-
hoz, szdlni wkerok, de skkomra mir rémkapott, dgy megfojion,
mint egy kis macskat Jiska meg kivalrdl, mintha nevetett
velna. Mit jelenthet ez ? Meg voltem térve nagvon. Az izlethe
hallgattam és egyre Jdskar kémleltem, de nem latszon rafia
semmi, hogy hasonlitana a diszndra. Allé nap Ggy 4llt, mint
egy pupik s mintha folyvist Marist leste volna. En nem igen
tudtamn, mit kezdjek, pedig szerettem volna elkomailni vele, min
régen, de sehogyse tudiam, hogy lissek hozzd., Nem is igen
beszéltunk egés: nap, csak Ggy immel-émmal. Este, shogy
beroktuk a fiokba o kétényr, szél: Ma se gyisz ¥ . . . Nem,
habogtam, olyan marha voltam, hegy mindjént litta mén. Csak
Ggy fort a dihiél, félnevetett és oithegyott. De odiig vagy!
gondoliam és & diszné jart az eszembe. Mi iehetenr az 7 Csak
leat velna walami cigényasszony a _l::'}zﬂbnu-n,. elmegyek hozza,

Ahogy oit vagyok Marisnal, nézem, be van kdive megint
a feje. Csudalkosium ; wded, leveheinéd & kendft: de czok
ellenkezett. Tréfaltam, tén félsz, hogy levigom a hojad, osat
eladom a borhélynak # De nem, csakhogy kenddben jobb szeret.
Addig-addig jatszodienk, mig hirtelen lekaptem a fejérdl, hat
uramlia [ legyiint vele a hoja is. Ot illt eldnem kopaszon. Ret-
tentd méreghe jGttem, hogy igy becsapou, nekiestem, jél meg-
pofoztam. Az meg csak dll, dll, de nem sz4] egy szdt se, se nem
sir, rém mulya, ahogy ott 4ll széles szoknydban, rékliben ¢5 a
fején nincs, csak olyan pehelyforma szdsz, mint & gyerekén.
Hét ezért szerettél jobban kenddbe, ezért tetszett neked az én
hajamn ! mondom. Ere se szdl semmit. Akarak ép menni, én
itt nem maracdok, egyszemre elsikitje mogat és arccal leviégddik
a pallira és Jojget, nySs:érdg: jajistenem, jajistenem, szeren-
czétlen ldnvodra tekints &5 dgy razkédik a sirdstél, mint o hinta.

Mem tudtam, mit csindljak. Ot bogde, sikoltozon, jaj-
istenerm, de megvertél engemet, jajistenem es verte o fefét a
faldbe, hogy egvre andl féltem, hogy kijon valoki; Mars &p
mesélte, milyen sirkény egy gazdasszonya van, ez meg nem
nagyon smalkeolt nekem. Otthagytam és kész. Az uvdveron is
még hallonam, hogy kiabdl, yen csalé | Negyon dithds voltam,
hogy igy bediiltem és rindisul még Jdekival iz Gsszevesztem
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mintta. Ugvan nem baj, legalibb lkilatszoi, milyen az igaz
barit, nem hidba, hogy megdalmodiom o disznat. De igaz is,
megfojiott volna, ha teheti. Maris is folyton a fejembe motosz-
kilt, ilyen szép piros és kopasz. Gazemberség! Hogy egy lany
mire képes! Es még & jajgar. Nal . ..

De nem wudtam, hova menjek most. Negyedik napja nem
voltam Jaskival, nem igen mkardzott, hogy hozza menjek. Eh,
holnap Ggyis bikdt végunk, lesz avval elég bej. Lefekidiem.
Még gondoltam, megint dlmodok, de nem dlmodtam semmit.

Reggel, hogy vezetjik sz dllatot, latom Jdske olyon szdre-
san, mérgesen meregeti a szemét, akdr a bike. Mit dihongsz,
vetettern oda neki, hidbo csehogtdl | Kopasz, Kicsoda, émetlen-
kedik. Kicsoda? har o Maris, Maris ¥ és bamul @5 h-i.mu], mint
egy bomyid. Az, az, kopasz, egy szikmn haja sincs. Hat ami a
fepén wan ¥ , . . bizonyialankedik, Csinalt haj, csinalt az egész.
Ceindlt? — &5 nevet, de olyen joizdet, hogy a bikdt majd
cleresztette, Persze velerdhiglem én is. Joska dérmdgdtt és
vihogott kidzbe: kopasz, hohs, halled? kopasz 7 Ugyan mitdl
kopaszodhatott meg T Hoha, mitsl 7 Sek kremplit eveit bizonyo-
sam, vagy mert szerette o legenyeket,

A bika ugrilt, vetette magidt, arma kélldt dgyelni. Hat nem
igen uirgyaltlunk tGbbet. Etdl kezdve mintha megenyhiilt volna
Jaska, de én nagyon nem mertem bizni benne, hogy mér egy-
szer kimutatta & foga fehérjér. Most méar beszélnink Marisrdl is
néha és virtuk, hogy jonne & székbe, hogy kiviccdlnénk, De
nem jott. Hanem egyszer az egyik szobaliny, ahogy nagyba
szavalom neki

Eszem gzt o drdealdios rubintos kis szddad,
Mert Eitenc lekvdros pomboc egy fulds,

alibbhagy a vihoghssal ¢ azt mondja, még nevetek is negyba
rojta. Megy héhér mega! Rohégik : mére? Na, ignzan nem
szép, hogy még nevet is szegény Marison, mondja, ha mér a
Dundba dlte megit.

Ugyvan ne beszéljen! J& meg wvoltam lepve, szinte tdtve
maradt o szajam, Pedig egész jokedvii liny volt.

Nagy Ldszld,





