
Gloria Victis! was the slogan often applied to the Hungarian Revolution. (There are at least two books of poetry us-
ing that slogan: one relates to 1956, the other to the Freedom Fight of 1848-49.)  The saying goes back to Roman 

times, when the victor in the arena would say the same words, "Glory to the defeated!" 

A Memory 
Galbács Éva  

 
This piece is  taken from 
the November 1s t ,  1958 is-
sue of NEMZETİR 
(publ ished in München, 
Germany). It  recal ls the 
f ierce f ighting that took 
place at Corvin-köz, the 
r ing of apartment bui ldings 
centered around a movie 
house,  across the s treet 
from the Ki l ian mi l i tary  
barracks.  Translated by 
EPF 
 
Márta comes to mind again, the 
girl with a face like fine china – 
the face of sorrow and eyes I will 
never be able to forget. Actually, 
I remember clearly only her eyes; 
the girl seemed to be like one 
huge, dark and doleful pair of 
eyes. 
 
I never saw her laugh. To me, this 
contrast was peculiar: such a marked 
discrepancy of blooming youth and 
immeasurable sadness. She was 21 
years old, a medical student.  She 
worked as maid-of-all-work in the 
Revolutionary Committee of the 
Corvinists*.  When necessary, she 
typed and did administrative work; if 
she was sent she would go supervise 
patrols; would man the telephone and 
advise the commandant, or care for 
the sick.  She was everyone’s support. 
She was even more pale than usual 
on November 4th. She called me aside 
because she wanted to tell me some-
thing:  “I’d like you to write down my 
mother’s address. Five days ago, we 
found my 18-year old brother in Kerep-
esi cemetery.  I’ve been looking for 
him since October 23rd. Now he’s 

found.  We have already buried 
him.  He had been lying among two 
thousand recently deceased, in an 
open casket.  He was shot dead in 
front of the radio station on the first 
day. 
 
“So far, I have not dared to send word 
to my mother. He was the only son, 
the family’s all.  I can’t even know what 
will happen to me. See – the only thing 
of value that I have is this gold chain 
around my neck; my ID is in my 
pocket.  If anything should happen to 
me, promise you will send word to my 
mother and tell her Márta didn’t want 
to be weaker than her younger brother 
had been.” 
 
By this time tears were trickling from 
my eyes. Márta’s eyes were dry. I 
quickly jotted down the address on a 

piece of paper.  There was no time 
there for emotionalism, where every 
minute seemed like an extra gift – 
because we had given up on life in-
numerable times, for days. There 
were no days, there were no hours – 
time had stopped for us, and every-
thing flowed together into one end-
less whole. None of us knew for 
whom the thunder of cannons, which 
had been going on for three days, 
and the shower of bullets cracking 
against the wall would bring death 
the following minute. 
 
Half the Corvinists fell on Sunday, 
November 4th.  For the past two days 
it was Radio Free Europe that kept 
up our spirits.  And it didn’t cease to 
encourage and hearten us.  Just hold 
on for 48 hours, patience until then... 
and the West will come – the West 
will help – the West will not allow that 
“precious Hungarian blood” be spilt in 
vain.  And only minutes remain of 
those 48 hours… 

 
On Tuesday I didn’t dare eat any 
more, because food was running out, 
and it wasn’t enough even for the fight-
ers.  The ammunition ran out, our 
block of houses had been shelled. The 
rage of helplessness and despair was 
choking us.  By that time, we had long 
been betrayed. We only didn’t know 
who the individuals were who had be-
trayed us. 
 
In the pause following the first battles, 
new faces had mingled with the well-
known faces of the Corvinists.  Slowly 
and imperceptibly, they had wormed 
their way in, close to every key posi-
tion, with underhanded cold-
bloodedness, and in AVH style, laid 
their hands on the communications 
unit, and the Russians miraculously 



always had precise information about 
what and where had to be targeted 
first.  In three days, they shelled away 
the third building from above our 
heads. 
 
So it happened that by this evening 
we had lost all hope.  The West only 
sent word on the radio; the building 
was ready to collapse; breaking out 
without arms seemed next to impossi-
ble with a mere 200 insurgents. The 
apartment block was guarded by a 
triple ring of Russian tanks. 
 
We hadn’t slept for days.  The 
wounded and the healthy lay helter-
skelter on top of each other.  Young 
children were consoling adults, Buda-
pest Radio was screaming the wildest 
jazz numbers, and we had been 
touched by the wind of mortal fear. 
The commandant stepped into this 
anxious waiting to acquaint us with 
the situation, which everyone knew 
exactly anyway.  We looked at each 
other, bewildered… 
 
At this point, the deputy commandant 
suddenly jumped up and said he 
would go out immediately for ammu-
nition, with four men, in a 
truck.  There was nothing else to 
do.  Someone had to attempt it. 

The truck had not yet turned the cor-
ner, when one of the men was shot. 
We saw from the window how he top-
pled over onto the pavement. Márta 
was standing next to me, deadly pale, 
and ran quick as lightning down the 
stairs, with me running after her like 
one possessed.  
 
Mines were already flying from sev-
eral directions – I saw only Márta’s 
white smock which was flapping 
around her ankles, and on which the 
red cross was drawn, for lack of paint, 
with the blood of the wounded. I 
grabbed her hand at the front door, 
where both the doctor and the medi-
cal technician recoiled. 
 
Terrible shelling began, now with 
heavy artillery – the truck was being 
shelled from three sides. No one 
would dare to go for the soldier rolling 
in his blood in the doorway.  The next 
moment I heard a bloodcurdling cry, 
the wounded man had been hit by 
another bullet.  I felt some kind of odd 
roar in my ear.  Márta tore herself 
away from my hand and was running 
out the gate like a madwoman.  
 
I still gave a cry – I wanted to protest, 
but the next cannon shot, which tore 
down the corner of the building, sti-

fled my voice – that shell which had 
been intended for only her, the Red 
Cross nurse, by those to whom the 
white smock, the red cross, interna-
tional law meant nothing.  
 
The most bitter role fell to me.  I still 
wonder today how I had the strength 
to bring news, to a mother, of her two 
dead children. 
 
The revolution failed.  
 
I am lying in a lager room.  It’s such a 
new feeling, and one that’s so easy to 
get used to: I have been lying on 
sheets for the last two days. Around 
my bed are smoking cigarette butts, a 
man’s shoe peeks out from a corner, 
and the smell of leftover food in the 
window mingles with the perspiration 
of nine bodies into an uncertain Babel 
of chaotic smells. 
 
Nothing was left of Márta. Except her 
eyes, which still follow me.  Márta 
does not die. 
 
For us, it is these simple little heroes 
who give us strength to endure life. 
 
*Corvinists – those who fought in the 
Corvin-köz, across the road from the 



The Sixteen-point Manifesto 
of Hungarian Youth 

 
These were the demands of the university students for which they fought with their lives. 
 
    1. We demand the immediate withdrawal of Soviet troops from Hungary in accordance with the Peace 
Treaty. 
    2. We demand an election of new leaders of the Hungarian Workers` Party by secret ballot on local, inter-
mediate and central level. The Party Congress should be convened and elect a new Central Committee. 
    3. The government should be reorganized under the leadership of Comrade Nagy. All guilty leaders of 
the Stalinist-Rákosi era must be removed from office. 
    4. We demand a public trial of Mihály Farkas and his accomplices. Bring home Rákosi, who is primarily 
responsible for the crimes of the recent past and for destroying the country, and confront him with a peo-
ple’s tribunal. 
    5. We demand general, secret elections in the country in which several parties may participate with the 
purpose of electing a new Parliament. We demand the assurance of the right to strike for the workers. 
    6. We demand that Hungarian-Soviet and Hungarian-Yugoslav economic and intellectual relations be re-
vised and reestablished on the basis of political and economic equality and non-interference in each other’s 
internal affairs. 
    7. We demand the reorganization of Hungarian economic life with the help of our experts. Let them revise 
our whole economy – based on a planned system – keeping in mind the country’s possibilities and the inter-
ests of our people. 
    8. Our foreign trade agreements must be made public along with the actual figures on compensations, 
which in reality can never be paid. We demand open and truthful information about the country’s uranium 
resources, their utilization, and the Russian concession. We demand that Hungary be allowed to sell ura-
nium freely at the world market price for valuable currency. 
    9. We demand the complete revision of norms employed in industry. The salary demand of the workers 
and intellectuals should be settled promptly and radically. We ask for the establishment of minimum pay for 
workers. 
    10. We demand that the compulsory delivery system be put on a new basis and that production be used 
wisely. We demand equal support for independent farmers. 
    11. We demand that all political and economic lawsuits be revised by an independent judiciary and all 
unjustly convicted be freed and rehabilitated. We demand that all prisoners of war and civilians who were 
dragged away to the Soviet Union be returned immediately, including those who were convicted outside our 
borders. 
    12. We demand freedom of thought, speech, and press, free radio and a daily newspaper with large cir-
culation for the MEFESZ (non-Communist youth organization). We demand that the existing “Cadre-list” be 
made public and destroyed. 
    13. We demand that the statue of Stalin, the symbol of tyranny and political oppression, be removed and 
its place a memorial be erected for the martyrs of the 1848-49 Revolution. 
    14. We wish to replace the present coat of arms, which is alien to the Hungarian people, with the former 
Kossuth arms. We demand a new uniform for the army following our historic traditions. We demand that 
there be no work on March 15th, a national holiday, and that there be no school on October 6, a day of na-
tional mourning. 
    15. The youth of the Technological University of Budapest proclaim solidarity with the youth and workers 
of Poland in connection with their Polish national independence movement. 
    16. The students of the Building Industry Technological University will organize local units of MEFESZ 
and call together a parliament of youth on Saturday, October 27, where the youth of the entire country will 
be represented by delegates. 
 
The above resolution was born on October 22, 1956, at the dawn of a new period in Hungarian history, in 
the Hall of the Building Industry Technological University as a result of the spontaneous movement of sev-
eral thousand of the Hungarian youth who love their Homeland. 



 

Our little sister; dearest Hungary! 
We left you on your own in your alarms,  
While you were ravished right before our eyes, 
And torn from Europe’s bosom by red arms. 
Crossed by a world that is so civilized – 
We left you on your own in your alarms. 
 
As we stood round your body trod to ground,  
Above the falling woe and burning blood, 
With which you sprayed and sprinkled all around,   
We brought our strifes and rhetoric to no good,  
As no one made a single move, 
But our sheer hands were thrown up and above, 
And we left you on your own in your alarms. 
 
You were trampled in the mud before our eyes, 
Not in the darkness of a wilderness, 
But in the heart of Europe, where the gourds 
Of times past stand erect: the Parthenon 
And Forum heard the domes reverberate 
The claims that Dante raised for you erstwhile: 
Wisdom and law break into myriad parts, 
While Beethoven proclaimed in ninefold wail: 
Our life has come to new barbarity. 
Our shoulders carry twenty centuries, 
And yet we have betrayed our past again, 
We left you on your own in your alarms -  
 
We gazed as stunned, without a single move, 
How foe and enemy trample the law; - 
And cast our little sister, whom we “love,” 
To feed the beast of ever-hungry mouth 
In sacrifice; but who’ll it be tomorrow 
We mark to be the latest sacrifice 
To appease in feast the fearful, hungry beast? 
Your single sin was your desire for freedom, 
Which you share with the regal 
Master of high blue skies, the eagle. 
 
 
 
 

And the sin of your heroic sons was but 
To call their spouses “mine,” and 
To call their mothers “mine,” and  
To wish to call their daughters also theirs, and,  
The earth in which white wheat and blood-red blood 
Were sowed, and history and fatherland. 
O God, tell me, is that a crime? 
You’re trampled for it, while we, free – 
We left you on your own in your alarms!  
 
Our little sister, dearest Hungary! 
The deep of our souls and the jazz-jingled nights 
Of our cities, and our blue-eyed dawns 
Carry the accusation 
That you’ve been trampled; your fresh blood 
Cries from the shiny suit of our free men 
And their Sunday trousers ironed neat and flat. 
There’s none to wash away the blood, 
Burnt with red-with-accusation lips, the stain 
On our forehead, by twenty thousand dead. 
“In the arena of this world, in broad daylight, 
You left us on our own, oh, once again!” 
 
And we’ll be chased by the shadow of this crime, 
While the world of peace is muted by the woe, 
And freedom covers up a shameful blow. 
And our lips should e’er pretend to truth, 
We’ll prove untrue in this utmost untruth; - 
For in their souls the peoples come to feel 
That their clay feet of heavy crimes have moved  
And mud and dirt will follow where they’ve paved 
Their horrid way from treason to betrayal. 
And there’ll be no great nation – for there is 
No cleansing of our stain and no forgiveness 
While Hungary, we see, is still not chainless. 
For in the heart of Europe, before our eyes, 
They happened in broad daylight, all your harms, 
You were ravished, little sister of sunrise, 
And we left you on your own in your alarms.  
 

Translated by Boldizsár Fejérvári 

 
WE LEFT YOU ON YOUR OWN 

RAMON CUE ROMANO 
 

 
Ramón Cué Romano (1914 – 2001) 
This poem was written by a Spanish Jesuit ,  and appeared in a volume entitled “Sangre de Hun-
gría“ (The Blood of  Hungary) published in 1957.  This translation into English was done by 
Boldizsár Fejérvári 



A Remembrance of 
the Martyrs of Arad 

Dr. Géza Karátsony 
 

 
This speech was given at the Pan-
nonia Club in Bridgeport, CT on Oc-
tober 6th, 1954.  (N.B.: two years 
before the Revolution of 1956!) It 
recalls the tragic end of the 1848-49 
Freedom Fight, when after the sur-
render of the Hungarian forces at 
Világos on August 13th, 1849, the 
Austrians shot or hung 13 generals 
in the city of Arad. But this is more 
than a tribute to the executed mili-
tary leaders; it is also a mirror of the 
DP emigré mentality of the early 
1950’s, shell-shocked by the events 
of the previous ten years and their 
own exile, and bombastic in its 
rhetoric.  The speaker draws a par-
allel between the two eras, pointing 
out the unintended positive outcome 
of both periods of oppress 
sion. 

On orders of field marshal Haynau, 
the Austrians executed 13 honvéd 
generals, on October 6th, 1849. 
They shot Kiss Ernı, Schweidel 
József, Dessewffy Arisztid and 
Lázár Vilmos.  Aulich Lajos, Dam-
janich János, Knézich Károly, Lah-

ner György, Nagy Sándor József, 
Count Leiningen Westerburg Károly, 
Pöltenberg Ernı, Török Ignác and 
Count Vécsey Károly died on the 
gallows. But at the same time, 
Count Batthyány Lajos, Hungary’s 
first prime minister, was shot in the 
courtyard of the “Neugebäude” in 
Pest.  He had been dragged to the 
place of execution half dead, since 
the night before, with the purpose of 
committing suicide, he had several 
times punched himself in the stom-
ach with a knitting needle that had 
been smuggled into the prison.   
 
Those gunshots, detonated in the 
trench of Arad fortress and in Pest 
on October 6th, 1849, and those gal-
lows which were set up the same 
day in Arad, created martyrs in the 
nation’s longest lasting and inde-
structible pantheon, in that of Hun-
garian hearts.  Their memory will 
live in this temple as long as Hun-
garians live on this earth...     
   
And these gunshots and gallows 
were the beginning of that era which 
lasted 18 years and which is called 
“absolutism” in Hungarian his-
tory.  The awful dimensions and de-
struction of this campaign to exter-
minate Hungarians, between 1849 
and 1867 began to come to light in 
their fullness only in the 1920’s, 
when Hungarians were finally able 
to examine thoroughly the mass of 
files jealously guarded in the secret 
archives in Vienna. This era, which 
contained one of the darkest periods 
of the nation’s shining history, 
meant almost the same tragedy, 
with its destruction, for our nation 
and our race, as did the destructive 
horrors raging behind the Iron Cur-
tain since 1944. 
 
The best men of the nation were 
either executed, or dragged to 
Olmütz, Josefstadt, Kufstein and 
other similar fortress prisons, or 
were forced to scatter into every di-
rection of the compass, into home-
lessness, into emigration, into mis-
ery. The Austrians occupied the 
country, confiscated the wealth of 

those loyal to the nation; the popula-
tion was handed over to the mercy 
of foreign soldiers. These could 
plunder, could create a sepulchral 
atmosphere in the most flowering 
Canaan of the Danube Basin, in the 
formerly proud empire of Saint 
Stephen and King Mátyás, in Hun-
gary… 
 
If the Hungarian nation could get 
through the devastation of the Mon-
golian invasion, the Turkish wars 
and oppression, the destruction of 
the nation following the freedom 
fight of Prince Rákóczi, and last but 
not not least, absolutism’s reign of 
terror between 1849 and 1867, then 
it’s clear that it will also survive the 
Kremlin’s current reign of terror… 
 
If there is a God, and if the Angel of 
Life is stronger than the Angel of 
Death, if the seeds of Spring germi-
nate under the seeming destruction 
of Autumn and the deadly snow-
cover of Winter, if the darkest night 
is followed by dawn, then in the long 
run that spark we call soul and in 
which the ”Yes” always prevails over 
the ”No”  – always gets the upper 
hand over the demonic powers of 
the Abomination of Desolation… 
 
In writing about the darkest period of 
absolutism, Jókai brought up the 
example of Nature, saying:  ”The 
greater the destruction of a storm, 
all the greater plenty and blessing 
flows in its wake, once the icy un-
derground waters coming to the sur-
face disappear.”  Thus it was after 
1849-1867 and so it will be after the 
tempest of our own time which de-
stroys so many things, once the na-
tion has cleared away the ruins… 
 
If those weapons had not blasted off 
in Arad and Pest on October 6th, 
1849, if they had not crafted gallows 
and had not committed such and 
even greater atrocities, such as the 
unbroken series of heinous crimes 
that cried to heaven, then they might 
have possibly enslaved the nation’s 
soul.  But it was precisely the execu-
tions of Arad and the consequent 

Dr. Géza Karátsony 



horrendous deeds that steeled 
and made inflexible the nation’s 
soul.  And the shadow of these 
horrendous deeds could not be 
erased even by the royal oath 
taken in 1867 and faithfully kept 
for one year short of half a cen-
tury. 
 
And those gunshots, gallows, tor-
ture chambers and horrendous 
deeds committed by the Kremlin’s 
Hungarian rulers, jailers, hench-
men – with pure Hungarian, 
brand new Haynaus – made the 
nation’s soul even more unap-
proachable and inflexible. A 
whole multitude of martyrs and 
heroes rose up and this multitude 
also proceeded into the pantheon 
of Hungarian hearts… 
 
And it was the Hungarian martyrs 
and heroes of every age who 
kept vigil in the nation’s soul dur-
ing the nation’s greatest crises, 
radiating faith, strength, determi-
nation and hope.  Their memory 
and example made Hungarians 
into a great people and nation, 
and they will help us to get 
through the present dark night 
that seems to be almost sepul-
chral, into dawn – into renewed 
Hungarian life.  
 
Dr.  Géza Karátsony (1883 – 
1957) was born in Transylvania 
and received a doctorate in Politi-
cal  Science and Law from the 
Ferenc József Tudományi  Egye-
tem in Kolozsvár.  He also had a 
degree from the Agricul-
tural  Academy in Kolozsvár.  He 
became Director of the new Agri-
cultural  Academy in Constantin-
ople,  traveled throughout the 
Turkish Empire and Egypt,  was a 
member of the WWI Peace Com-
mission in Paris.   He was em-
ployed by the County of Baranya, 
Hungary,  as Advisor and Secre-
tary to the Chamber of Wine and 
Fruitgrowers Associaton in Pécs. 
He obtained a diploma in 1942 
from the Academy of Viticulture in 
Budapest  and left  Hungary in 
November,  1944. 

Az aradi tizenhárom 
 
This poem deals also with the 
moral triumph of the "13 Martyrs 
of Arad" pointed out in Dr. Géza 
Karátsony's speech. The motto 
"Gloria Victis!" applies to them as 
well! 
 
Rudnyánszky Gyula (1858 – 1913) 
was the son of a honvéd officer, 
an impoverished descendent of 
landed gentry.  He wanted to be-
come a poet, and as did many 
others with the same aspirations, 
studied law, then became a jour-
nalist, with a view of eventually 
writing poetry.  He first was editor 
in Debrecen, then returned to 
Budapest after a disagreement 
with his publisher.  In his outlook, 
he tended towards Christian So-
cialism. He produced a torrent of 
poems, short stories, children’s 
plays and playful children’s 
verses, and edited an anthology 
of folk songs.  But because of his 
lack of self-criticism, he often 
combined the shoddy with the 
truly inspired.   He was even im-
prisoned briefly for an anti-
Habsburg poem, but that made 
him popular among the readers. 
In 1905, Rudnyánszky emigrated 
to the United States with his wife. 
There he saw the abuses of capi-
talism and the excesses of exploi-
tation, which strengthened his 
sympathies towards Socialism. His 
eyesight, which had never been 
good, now worsened, and he be-
came totally blind.  In 1912 he 
returned to Hungary, and pub-
lished his last volume, Napszállat 
felé (Towards Sunset) in 
1913.  Ady’s enthusiastic review 
finally brought him literary ac-
knowledgement. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Az aradi tizenhárom 
 
Rudnyánszky Gyula  
      
    
Ne sírjatok ma, nem gyász ez az ünnep! 
Az ı haláluk büszke gyızelem. 
Porukban is harcolni sohse szünnek, 
Bitójuk élı rózsákat terem. 
Megcsúfolásuk a legszebb dícsıség, 
Hohérukat diadallal legyızték. 
Ne sirassuk az elporladtakat! 
Szívük vérébıl szent forrás fakadt. 
  
Forrása a szent hazaszeretetnek, 
A mely hatalmas, csodaerejő 
Varázsától a zsarnokok remegnek, 
S szelid madárrá lesz a keselyő! 
Termékenység e bővös folyam, ágya 
A pusztaságot élettel megáldja 
És a merre ömlik tengerré növı 
Hullámain jár a boldog jövı. 
 
S ez a jövı, az ég örök sugára, 
Meghozta már nekünk a szép nyarat, 
Gyümölcs nevet a kirabolt hazára, 
A míg a tolvaj éhesen maradt. 
Kik azt hivék, hogy mindenünk elorozzák, 
Azokon békével mosolyog az ország 
S jóléte napvilágos szigetén 
Múltját se nézi már oly feketén. 
 
Így érlelıdött áldás a bosszúból, 
A győlöletbıl így vált áhítat: 
Szivárvány kelt a végtelen borúból 
S merész álmokra vert arany hidat. 
Csak a kegyetlent érte szörnyő átok: 
De hasztalan tört, vértanúk reátok: 
Szárnyára vett a mindent éltetı! 
S vassal a lélek nem sebezhetı.  
 
Hozsánna néktek, hıs feltámadottak! 
A hála koszorúzza nevetek! 
Mely akkor a ti sírotokra roskadt, 
A nemzet is föltámadt veletek! 
Most végre lüktet, szíve lángra lobban 
És zeng felétek gyızelmi dalokban 
És utatokra, ti bátrak, nagyok! 
E szent napon verıfénnyel ragyog. 
 
 
Photo: Rudnyánszky Gyula  



The First Wallingford (CT) Hungarian Festival on September 7th was a resounding success. Organized by the 
Hungarian Community Club of Wallingford and the Hungarian Cultural Society of Connecticut, it drew an esti-
mated crowd of 750 to a thousand people, two thirds of whom were non-Hungarian.    
The Festival's success bodes well for a future repetition of the experience. 
The organizers gratefully acknowledge everyone who helped to make the day so successful and thank them 
for their assistance. 

 

The First Wallingford Hungarian Festival September 7, 2014 



The Visit of Dr. Áder János 
Zsuzsa Lengyel 

 

The final chapter of the 110th anni-
versary celebration of St. Stephen’s 
Church  in Passaic, NJ (see the July-
August issue) was the visit of Dr. 
Áder János,  President of the Hun-
garian Republic. He came to the 
United States for the United Nations 
General Assembly conference, and 

took time to meet with different Hun-
garian groups.  
 
His visit started out with a High Mass 
celebrated by Fr. László Vas, Pastor 
of St. Stephen’s church.  Participating 
were the Hungarian Knights of Malta; 
the newly appointed New York Con-
sul General, Kumin Ferenc; and the 
Boy Scouts who led the procession 
into the church.   
 
Afterwards, the Hungarian schools 
from the Tri-state (NY, NJ, CT) area 
presented their respective schools in 
the Mindszenty Hall. Since time was 
of the essence, each school had only 
a few minutes to tell its story. Yet 
some of the schools actually put on a 
little show.  
 
Dr. Áder thanked all the participants 
for the interesting presentations.     

He also expressed his appreciation to 
the parents for their dedicated effort 
in bringing the children to the Hun-
garian school, sometimes from a 
great distance.  He mentioned having 
wondered beforehand what  ties Hun-
garians together?  And he came to 
the conclusion that it is the Hungarian 
word, our language.  He used a quo-
tation from Tamási Áron, a Hungarian 
author from Transylvania:  „A ma- 
gyarságot nemzetté a magyar szó 
tette.” (The Hungarian word made the 
Hungarians to be a nation.)  
 
Finally, the different Hungarian 
churches and organizations were 
presented by their leaders.  They, as 
well as the Boy Scouts play a great 
part in helping the children become 
interested in Hungarian culture.   
 
A folk dance by the Csürdöngölı Folk 

Ensemble from New Brunswick, 
NJ was the closing number of the 
festivities.  
 
People could converse with the 
President in the little time left be-
fore he had to leave for the air-
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Hungarians Win Big in 
 Canoe Marathon  

World Championship 
EPF 

It must help to have some great rivers on 
which to practice! 

 
Held annually in different countries, this 
year’s championship, held on the Okla-
homa River in Oklahoma City, was domi-
nated by Hungarian paddlers. The Hun-
garian squad won 10 gold, 7 silver and 3 
bronze medals. 
Csay Renáta, 37 years old, won her 14th 
and 15th world championships in Sep-
tember.  She first started kayaking in 
Gyır at age 12, and won numerous 
European championships.  This year, she 
excelled in the senior women’s singles 
and doubles kayak marathon, and was 
named Athlete of the Month for October. 
Next year, the Canoe Marathon World 
Championship will be held in 
Gyır,  Renáta’s birthplace.  We wish her 
continued success! 

 
A 

Solar-Powered Railcar 
Erika Papp Faber 
 
Just as the first solar-powered house 
had been developed by a Hungarian 
(Telkes Mária – referenced in “Energy!”, 
June 2010 issue of MNO), so now a so-
lar-powered narrow-gauge railcar has 
been developed by a team of Hungarian 
engineers. 
 
A new sightseeing narrow-gauge railcar 
using solar power is being introduced in 
the Börzsöny Hills, in northwestern Hun-
gary. Its induction motor utilizes some 
energy from chargeable batteries, but its 
main energy source is a group of solar 
roof panels. Named “Vili”, it is environ-
ment-friendly, producing zero pollution. 
 
On downhill stretches, braking by electric 
resistance feeds back a part of the en-
ergy used in the system.  This helps 
cover the daily electric energy require-

ment, even in cloudy weather.  
 
“Vili’s” movement is completely 
quiet.  The car, weighing a mere one and 
a half tons, is open on all sides, permit-
ting a panoramic view to the 30 passen-
gers it can accommodate. 
 
It is operated by Királyréti Erdei Vasút, 
and runs between Királyrét (near 
Szokolya) to Kismaros, a 30-minute ride. 
Although it could reach higher speeds, it 
is officially limited to 25 km/hr 
(approximately 15 mi/hr).  Its mainte-
nance costs are much lower than those 
of other narrow-gauge railways. 
 
We congratulate the Hungarian engi-
neers who developed it.   With the cur-
rent trend toward solar energy, we pre-
dict a great future for the “Vili”!  
 
 Erika Papp Faber is Editor of Magyar 
News Online 

 
It’s a Small World 

Charlie Bálintitt Jr. 
 
That song of  the New York 
World’s Fair  had it  r ight :   It ’s a 
small world af ter a l l !  
 
Hungary has always performed exceed-
ingly well in the Summer Olympic 
Games.  The results are quite remark-
able considering the size of the coun-
try:  8th overall since 1896 with 476 total 
medals and 167 of them gold. (We won’t 
say much about the Winter Olympics: 
39th overall with 6 medals and no gold). 
Hungary’s best sports have been gym-
nastics, wrestling, canoeing and swim-
ming.  They also did well in water polo 
and the modern pentathlon. (A little 
aside: My father had actually trained for 
the 1936 Olympics.  He did not make it 
in the pentathlon, although during his 
training he did beat a couple of runners 
who qualified for the sprinting 
team).  But, of course, their number one 
sport was fencing (35 gold medals, 22 

silver and 26 bronze). 
 
During and shortly after the 1956 Revo-
lution, over 200,000 people fled from 
Hungary and ended up in all parts of the 
world.  Among them were many of the 
best fencers.  As a result, many of the 
top fencing coaches around the world 
were Hungarians.  One of them was a 
very good family friend, Dr. Csaba 
Elthes.  Csaba was a lawyer by profes-
sion, but found it more practical to be-
come a fencing coach in the US.  The 
maestro was the coach for 6 Olympic 
Games from 1964 to 1984. 
 
Many years ago, he told us about a cou-
ple of his experiences at the Olympics: 
 
Csaba was on a bus taking all of the 
fencing coaches to that day’s competi-
tion.  He was sitting in the back of the 
bus with a number of other coaches 
from various countries and, naturally, 
they were all speaking Hungarian.  While 
conversing, he did happen to glance over 
at the English coach, who looked quite 
bored, a little sad and maybe annoyed 
that he had no one to talk to.  When 
they approached the Australian village, 
his eyes lit up, hoping to finally see a 
fellow English speaker.  As the bus 
stopped and the Australian coach 
boarded and the Englishman waited with 
anticipation, one of the coaches shouted: 
Pisti!  Te is gyere ide közénk! 
(Stevie!  Come here among us too!).   
 
It may have been at the same Olympic 
Games when Csaba was riding a bicycle 
(these were provided for all of the Olym-
pians throughout the Olympic village), 
while wearing his Western style US 
Olympic outfit and looking like a real 
American. He came to a momentary stop 
at a corner.  There were two young 
women standing there, when one said to 
the other: “Ez a pasas ide adhatná 
nekünk a bicaját (in a little slang: “This 
chap could give us his bike”), to which 
he responded, while tipping his cowboy 
hat:  “Sajnos, nekem is szükségem van 
rá”.  (Sorry, but I also need it). 
Just remember, there aren’t that many 
Hungarians in the world, but they can 
turn up anywhere, when you least ex-
pect it.  So it is a small world after all! 
 
Charlie Bálintitt Jr. is a working Customs 
Broker in Lawrence, NY and is a member 
of the MNO Editorial Board.    



There are several variations of his name: 
originally Balassa or Balássa, Balázsa, but 
he lives in the annals of Hungarian Renais-
sance as Baron gyarmati and kékkıi Balassi 
Bálint.  He was born at Zólyom (now Zvo-
len, Slovakia), in 1554, and this year, on the 
20th of October, we celebrate his 460th birth-
day. 
 
To take a glimpse into the era: during 
Balassi’s lifetime the geocentric theory, con-
sidering the Earth the center of the Universe, 
was still the norm; the New World’s exis-
tence was still debated; the Turks were all 
over the country, and you had to wait a long 
time for the first train – some 300 years… 
 
His father, gyarmati Balassi János, the com-
missioner of Zólyom castle at the time, and 
his mother, lekcsei Sulyok Anna were both 
related to a slew of famous persons of the 
day, including Dobó István, the legendary 
defender of Eger and the grandfather of 
Bocskai István, the future Prince of Transyl-
vania.  
 
For one year, young Bálint was under the 
tutelage of Bornemisza Péter who, himself a 
poet, educated him in sciences and the mili-
tary arts.  It was most likely under his guid-
ance that the boy’s poetic talents started 
budding.   

 
With his father’s commercial connections, at 
age 11, Bálint was moved to Nürnberg, Ger-
many for several years where, as a private 
pupil, he could finish middle school.  How-
ever, he had to miss a university education 
as his father had been imprisoned in 
Pozsony (now Bratislava) on false charges 
in the fall of 1569.  Under adventurous cir-
cumstances, he escaped from captivity the 
following spring and fled with his family to 
southwest Poland.  Until 1572, they lived 
near Krosno, in Kamieniec castle that they 
rented from a Polish noble family.  It was 
here that young Bálint, “for the consolation 
of my beloved parents plagued with strife”, 
translated from German the Herb Garden 
for Ailing Souls, a book written by a Lu-
theran preacher, printed in Krakow in 
1572.  The translation indicates that he and 
his family had converted to the tenets of the 
Reformation.  His father was exonerated the 
same year.   
 
The 18 year-old Bálint enjoyed great suc-
cess with his performance of a stormy shep-
herd’s dance at Rudolf’s coronation in 
Pozsony.   
 
During the summer of 1575, the Turks occu-
pied both Balassi castles in Nógrád: Kékkı 
and Divény, with the surrounding es-
tates.  Simultaneously, Balassi János who 
had meanwhile been awarded the title 
Baron, proving his loyalty to the Throne, 
sent his son to aid the rebels against Báthory 
István.  But the Prince’s men captured 
Bálint right at the frontier of Transylva-
nia.  Báthory kept him at his court in Gyula-
fehérvár and the following year, upon his 
election as King of Poland, took him along 
to Krakow.  Here, Bálint was part of court 
life for a year. 
 
Just as he was about to leave for home, his 
father died in May, 1576.  Returning to his 
homeland, only the Lipótújvár estate was 
left for him.   
 
With intentions to marry, Balassi courted 
several maidens to whom, following the 
custom of the times, he wrote complimen-

tary poems.  These were written as lyrics to 
fashionable songs, by the norms of court 
etiquette, occasionally reflecting elements of 
Petrarca and neo-Platonism, yet employing 
phraseology of Hungarian flower-songs:”my 
rose”, “my viola”.  But around 1578, he met 
Losonczy Anna. They had known each other 
since childhood and now he fell violently in 
love with her, though Anna had been mar-
ried to Ungnád Kristóf, commissioner of 
Eger castle.  Bálint wrote scores of poems to 
her.  Initially, Anna was reciprocating the 
feelings of the poet who, wanting to be near 
his beloved and also to earn heroic distinc-
tion, volunteered to serve at Eger.  Unfortu-
nately, Anna soon had to leave town follow-
ing her husband who was appointed Viceroy 
of Croatia.   
 
Balassi then applied to the war council to 
change his commission from Eger to Poland 
but his request was denied.  At the famous 
fortress he became captain of 50 horsemen 
and, from 1579 to 1582, in Anna’s absence, 
he lived his military life studded with excess 
and debauchery.  He participated in several 
successful forays and surprise attacks. 
 
If you think that ubiquitous lawsuits are a 
modern-day phenomenon, think 
again!  Balassi’s whole life was a sequence 
of litigations in which he alternated being 
plaintiff and defendant.  In the early 1580’s, 
his carousing and violence rendered him an 
unwelcome neighbor and provoked regular 
lawsuits by nobles and civilians of the wide 
vicinity.  His disorderly conduct and breach 
of peace even included an attempted rape of 
a widow on the highway in broad daylight.   
 
The lawsuits he initiated were mostly of 
material nature.  His publicly known series 
of legal proceedings against his cousin / 
guardian Balassa András, who allegedly had 
tricked him out of his rights to estates in 
Liptó, lasted through many years. 
 
Yet on Christmas Day, 1584, he suc-
cumbed to matrimony with his first 
cousin, Dobó Krisztina.  That same day, 
for a few hours (sic), he arbitrarily occu-
pied Sárospatak castle, a royal property in 

Balassi Bálint (1554-1594) 
Olga Vállay Szokolay 

 
He is regarded as the father of Hungarian love poetry.  His poems reflect the self-esteem of the Renaissance man and he 
views love as the pinnacle of human values.  Although in school we learned mainly of his poems related to warrior life, most of 
his surviving works are love poems. 
His poetry is rooted in the arts of knights and troubadours: idealization and glorification of the unapproachable lady, polite, 
even apologetic tone, self-distancing attitude.  Fashionable metaphors of flower-songs: “my rose” “my viola” are also employed 
in these poems.  Admiration for the beauty of the female body and delicate erotic allusions also mirror Petrarca’s influence. 



the custody of the Dobó family.  These 
actions prompted his brother-in-law to 
start two simultaneous lawsuits against 
him: one to the Church protesting mar-
riage between first cousins and incest, the 
other to the Court for disloyalty, referring 
to the Sárospatak incident. 
 
In the fall of 1585 his son, János was 
born.  No later information is available on 
this child.  However, Balassi himself, tor-
mented by serious illness and guilt, wrote 
his last will and testament.  A year later, 
with his wife he converted to Catholi-
cism.  This surprising religious turn could 
have had various causes, a potential one 
being his intended approach toward the 
Habsburgs.  However, in the course of 
years to follow, he kept close connections 
with the Jesuits, being attracted to their 
military discipline and refined culture.  
 
The late 1580s were eventful.  His wife, 
unhappy with their unsettled life, became 
unfaithful to him.  The marriage was later 
annulled.  Bálint himself, worried about 
the outcome of the lawsuits against him, 
was hiding at Szarvaskı castle, near Eger, 
until his affairs took a more favorable 
turn.  Then, regaining confidence, he de-
cided to marry the recently widowed Los-
onczy Anna.  He resumed his poetry with 
renewed energy, creating the “Balassi 
stanza” with its inner rhymes: aab, ccb, 
ddb (see A Soldier’s Song).  Meanwhile he 
was hired as captain of 50 horsemen at 
Érsekújvár but soon had to leave due to 
the justified jealousy of the Commis-
sioner.   
 
Balassi wrote his Pretty Hungarian Com-
edy based on the pastoral drama of the 
Italian Cristoforo Castelletti.  To better 
cater to Hungarian tastes, he positioned 
the troubled but restored love idyll into a 
valiant scenery.  His famous poem, A Sol-
dier’s Song, also intended to glorify mili-
tary life.  Yet, in his comedy, dedicated to 
the ladies of Transylvania, he heralds his 
views extolling love.   
 
In 1589, he finished his volume of poetry 
in which the stanzas turned out to be the 
lyric biography of his love.  As the peren-
nial heroine of the cycle of his poems, 
Losonczy Anna is no longer a woman 
from this world but, endowed with the 
fictitious name Júlia and of unspeakable 
beauty, is exalted to a goddess.  By year’s 
end, however, the unattainable woman 

decided to marry not him but Forgách 
Zsigmond.   
 
That fall Balassi left the country for Po-
land where he enjoyed the hospitality of 
Wesselényi Ferenc at Debno.  He meant to 
participate in Poland’s campaign against 
the Turks but the Poles, in spite of their 
full strategic alert, signed a peace treaty 

with the Sultan in 1590.  He traveled, via 
the Jesuit collegium at Braunsberg, to the 
shores of the “Oceanum-sea”.  His 
“istenes” (godly) songs, repenting his 
earlier sinful life of vanity and debauch-
ery, date to these times.   
 
Bálint returned to Hungary after the death 
of his nemesis, Balassa András, in the fall 
of 1591.  By that time he had to fight even 
for his residence, Liptóújvár. 
 
The endless lawsuits consumed his en-
ergy.  In 1592, he even sued Losonczy 
Anna, supposedly for defamation of char-
acter.  But based on the judgment of the 
Holy See regarding his earlier “incestuous 
cohabitation”, he was declared unfit for 
litigation.  
 
Burdened by severe financial problems he 
tried to sell Transylvanian horses and To-
kaji wines.  In 1593, he gave his mysteri-
ous new love the name Fulvia.  This era 
produced his five one-stanza masterpieces 
preserved in his handwriting on one sheet 
of paper in the Batthyány archives at Kör-
mend. 

 
He resumed military service against the 
Turks in 1593, to recapture his family’s 
castles.  During the siege of Esztergom, in 
1594, in an infantry attack, both his thighs 
were shattered by a “bearded” cannon-
ball.  Amputation could have saved his 
life but he refused, claiming that a soldier 
cannot live without legs.  After 11 days of 
suffering with blood loss and sepsis he 
passed away on May 30, 1594, in the mili-
tary camp at Esztergom-Szentkirály. The 
Jesuit father, Dobokay Sándor was at his 
deathbed.    
 
He was laid to rest in the family crypt of 
the church at Hibbe, at the foot of Krivan 
Mountain.   
 
A turbulent life came to a premature end 
on the battlefield in his home-
land.  Balassi’s literary merits, although 
often with international inspiration, are 
unique in their Hungarian aspect: profi-
cient in eight languages, he was the first to 
use the language of his people in poetry, 
thus making it attainable to all. 
 
From A SOLDIER’S SONG 
 
Soldiers! What men could be  
More best on earth than we,  
Here in the frontier  
command?  
For in the pleasant spring   
Merrily song-birds sing  
Gaily on every hand!  
Sweet is the meadow rose,  
Sweet dew the sky bestows  
What men know life like our band!  
 

From ON FINDING JULIA  
 

“…In love of you my heart took fire  
‘Tis you alone that I desire;  
Hail my heart’s heart, my love’s own 
love,  
My sovereign every power above!”  
 
On finding Julia, in my joy  
‘Tis speech like this that I employ,  
Bending my head beside her knee;  
But ah, she only smiles at me.  
 
Both translations by Watson Kirkconnell 
 
Olga Vállay Szokolay is an architect and 
Professor Emerita of Norwalk Commu-
nity College, CT after three decades of 
teaching.  She is a member of the Edito-
rial Board of Magyar News Online. 

Balassi statue at Kodály-Körönd, 
Budapest 



Látták lúd képiben szállni 
Sinka István 
 

With Halloween coming up, this poem 
seems to fit the season, as it describes 
a man – gone for some 35 years – who 
had visited hell, and had been seen fly-
ing in the form of a goose, followed by 
his red goats.  The apparition presaged 
hailstorms and caused general fear 
among the villagers.  Booo! 

A fekete malom alól 
ki hallott már Petrányiról? 
Ki tud veres kecskéirıl 
s pokolbéli estéirıl? 
Pokolba járt el Petrányi, 
látták lúd képiben szállni. 
Rémült anyók nagy jajszóval 
mondták: boszorkány-hajóval 
ment utána hét kecskéje: 
a poklok hét menyecskéje. 
 
S villámlást hordtak az égen 
és jégverést... és a réten 
fekete tehenek bıgtek, 
félelmire az idıknek, 
félelmire a faluknak, 
s kik a falukban alusznak... 
Valami harmincöt éve 
Petrányi már sírba téve. 
De a lelke lúd képiben 
itt jár népem vetésiben. 
 
Sinka István (1897 – 1969) was one of 
the last shepherds working on large es-
tates. His writing talent was discovered by 
rural sociologists in the 1930’s. His poems 
deal with the life of the rural poor.  

 

 

Székelygulyás 
 

In the mid-1800’s, a restaurant adjoined the County hall. It was fre-
quented by Petıfi Sándor as well as by the Chief County Archivist, 
Székely József. One day, Székely came in late for lunch, when 
most of the food was gone. He asked the owner to mix together the 
remaining sauerkraut with the pork stew, and serve it in one 
dish.  The mixture proved to be tasty. 
Petıfi witnessed this, and the following day requested the 
same.  He added the name of Székely to his order.  The name 
stuck, and it has been known as székelygulyás ever since. Prefera-
bly with a dollop of sour cream. 
 
Recipe: 
Sautee some minced onion in a tablespoonful of oil, together with 
half a teaspoon of mild paprika.  Add a pound and a half of cubed 
pork and braise until soft. 
  
In another pot stew two pounds of sauerkraut using some of its 
juice. Mix with the pork, and when done, add about one cup of sour 
cream, mixed with a bit of flour.  
 
Serve with a slice of rye bread. 
 
(Our Webmaster, Karolina Szabo, decided to make székely gulyás 
to illustrate the recipe, and generously invited the Editorial Board to 
share in the feast. The Board members are still licking their chops!) 
 
 
 

Éva Wajda is serving Rev. Havadtoy 



The Atlanta Hungarian Festival will be held in Decatur, GA on October 5th, from 11-5, at Agnes Scott College.  

It will feature music, dance and food from Central Europe 


