
It‘s hard for me to believe that this 
month already marks 17 years since 
the beatification of Vilmos Apor in 
Rome by Pope John Paul II.  The 
Mass was held on Sunday, November 
9th, 1997 in St. Peter’s Square.  He 
was honored that day along with the 
Italian Bishop John Baptist Scalabrini 
and the Mexican nun Maria Vincenta 
of St. Dorothy Chavez Orozco. 
 
I began my extraordinary four-day 
visit to Rome on Thursday, November 
6th at JFK airport, along with my 
mother (born Éva Apor) and her best 
friend from her childhood in Buda-
pest, Erika Gaál.  On Friday morning 
in Rome, we met the rest of our small 
group, Klára Apor de Berczely (my 
mother’s sister) arriving from Buenos 
Aires, Argentina and her daughter, my 
first cousin, Rita, arriving from Brazil. 
Klára had been a travel agent for dec-
ades, but instead of booking our hotel 
in Rome herself, she left it to a group 
of about 30 Hungarians from Austria, 
headed by a priest.  She thought that 
they lived much closer and would pick 
out a good hotel.  Let’s just say that if 
we gave it 1 star it might be a little 
high, but at least the company was 
terrific. 
 
Before and after the ceremony, we 
visited a number of churches and mu-
seums.  The amazing thing was that 
in the middle of Rome, Italy there 
were Hungarians everywhere we 
went.  In fact, over 200 buses had 

come from Hungary, not to mention 
others coming by car, train or 
plane.  As we walked through one 
church we saw a tour guide lecturing 
to about 30 Hungarians.  While stand-
ing there, Erika told someone in the 
group that we were all members of 
the Apor family.  Well, in an instant 
we became part of the tour.  The 
people all wanted to touch us and talk 
to us, we were surrounded.  It was 
like this anywhere that someone 
found out who we were.  For a few 
days we were all celebrities. 
 

On the day of the ceremony you had 
to have a ticket to get anywhere near 
the front of St. Peter’s Square.  My 
mother called the Hungarian Embassy 
to ask for the family tickets, but she 
was told that all of the family tickets 
were already picked up by Ferenc 
Apor and his wife Diana.  We were 
quite fortunate that the priest staying 
in our hotel offered us some extra 
tickets that he had received.  These 
were not for the side of the altar, as 
were the family tickets, but they were 
for the first section in the front of the 
Square. 
 
When we arrived at the Square, along 
with over 150,000 other people, my 
aunt and cousin wanted to find Fer-
enc and Diana to get our VIP tick-
ets.  When I saw a group of empty 
seats next to us in the 15th row from 
the altar, I told them that we should 
occupy these seats just in case we 
couldn’t get the better tickets.  While 
Rita held these seats, I went to a 
Swiss Guard to ask him about going 
through to the area by the altar, but 
he said that this was impossible with-
out the proper ticket.  When Klára 
moved to the front by the barrier be-
tween us and the altar she saw the 
President of Hungary, Árpád Göncz 
enter, followed a short time later by 
Ferenc and Diana Apor.  She yelled 
over to Ferenc, who ignored her at 
first.  Then she yelled again: “Feri, 
don’t pretend that you don’t know 
me!”  He came over and told her he 
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What  is  it  l ike to at tend beat if icat ion ceremon ies for  a re lat ive? “Young Char l ie Ba l int it t ”  had that  pr iv i lege,  as he 
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would check with Diana about our tick-
ets.  Neither one of them returned af-
ter taking their seats about four rows 
from the side of the altar. 
 
The people who did manage to fill the 
100 or so seats on either side of the 
altar included some other relatives and 
friends who were members of the Hun-
garian Knights of Malta, the President 
of Hungary, some other Hungarian 
government officials and countless 
people we did not know.  The closest 
living relative of Vilmos Apor, a Count-
ess Pálffy (her father was his first 
cousin) was also sitting in that sec-
tion.  Only the two closest living rela-
tives on the Bishop’s father’s side, my 
mother and her sister (their father 
Baron István Apor was the second 
cousin of Vilmos), were not sitting 
there. 
 
We still managed to have very good 
seats in the 15th row, and found out 
that we just happened to be sitting 
with a contingent from Gyır, including 
the mayor.  They seemed quite pleased 
to have us sitting with them.  A Hun-
garian television crew came by and 
interviewed the mayor as well as my 
mother and Klára. 

 

During the Mass we could see three 
large portraits hanging from the wall of 
the Basilica behind the altar. Vilmos 
Apor was in the middle and his name 
always came first because, in addition 
to his service to the Church and to hu-
manity, he was a martyr. The Pope 
said the following about him as part of 
his homily: 
 
“He was the ’parish priest of the poor’, 
a ministry which he continued as a 
Bishop during the dark years of the 
Second World War, working as a gen-
erous benefactor of the needy and the 
defender of the persecuted. He was 
not afraid to raise his voice to censure, 
on the basis of Gospel principles, the 
injustices and abuses of power towards 
minorities, especially towards the Jew-
ish community. 
 
“In the image of the Good Shepherd 
who lays down his life for his sheep (cf. 
Jn 10:11), the new Blessed lived his 
fidelity to the paschal mys-
tery, ultimately making the supreme 
sacrifice of his own life. His murder oc-
curred precisely on Good Friday: he 
was shot to death while defending his 
flock. Through his martyrdom he thus 
experienced his own Passover, passing 

from the heroic witness of love for 
Christ and of solidarity with his broth-
ers and sisters to the crown of glory 
promised to faithful servants. The he-
roic witness of Bishop Vilmos Apor hon-
ors the history of the noble Hungarian 
nation and is held up today for the ad-
miration of the whole Church. May it 
encourage believers to follow Christ in 
their lives without hesitation. This is 
the holiness to which all the baptized 
are called!” 
 
There was also a Mass held for Vilmos 
Apor at the Santa Maria Maggiore Ba-
silica where the procession of Hungar-
ian priests, monsignors, bishops, arch-
bishops and cardinals was overwhelm-
ing.  The church was packed with 
about 2,000 Hungarians.  After the 
Mass, a possibly even more amazing 
sight was the entire congregation sing-
ing the Hungarian National Anthem. 
 
After returning to the hotel in the eve-
ning, we met our friend, the priest 
from Austria and he told us of his in-
credible experience at St. Peter’s that 
day.  He was leading his group of 
about 30 people to find their seats for 
the ceremony.  After some time he 
turned around and noticed that he was 
alone, his entire group had disap-
peared.  As he was about to look for 
them, a man came up to him and said 
that he had not gone to confession in a 
few decades and if he would hear his 
confession now.  He sat down with this 
man and listened to his sins, blessed 
him and gave his penance.  As he 
stood up and turned around he saw 
that his entire group had suddenly re-
appeared. 
 
After such a beautiful Sunday, Monday 
started out with heavy rain.  In the 
early morning I was able to go to the 
Hungarian Embassy with my mother to 
pick-up five VIP tickets for that morn-
ing’s audience with the Pope.  This ac-
tually took place in an auditorium to 
the left of St. Peter’s Square, with 
about 5,000 or more people in atten-
dance.  Again we ended up in about 
the 15th row because we were slightly 
delayed in departing from the hotel.  If 
we had gotten there maybe 15 minutes 
earlier we could have been in the first 
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2 rows.  After Pope John Paul II’s re-
marks, all of those people were es-
corted on to the stage to greet the 
Pope and kiss his ring.  Included in 
the group we saw our distant cousin, 
Csaba Apor Jr. 
 
That day we heard another interest-
ing story.  There was an old priest still 
serving in the city of Gyır.  He had 
been a very young priest there in 
1945 when Vilmos Apor was shot by 
the Russian soldiers.  He had really 
wanted to go to Rome to attend the 
beatification ceremony, but could not 
afford to do so.  At this point he be-
gan to pray.  He asked Vilmos Apor 
for his help.  He said that he had 
helped to carry him when he was 
wounded and was there when he 
died, if now he could only help him to 
go to Rome.  Not long after this, the 
priest received a call from the Vati-
can.  He was not only invited to go to 
the ceremony, but was asked to serve 
Mass with the Pope that day. 
 
I still have such great memories of 
those few days in Rome.  I was able 
to see aunt Klára again. She unfortu-
nately passed away about 8 1/2 years 
later.  I was able to spend some time 
and have many wonderful conversa-
tions with my Cousin Rita, seeing her 
for only the second time in my life.  I 
have not seen nor spoken to her 
since.  I also got to meet and still re-
member the warmth and kindness of 
Erika.  I can see why she was my 
mother’s best friend.  The true affec-
tion we received from every Hungar-
ian in Rome, who found out who we 
were, has also left a lasting impres-
sion. 
 
To say a word about the type of per-
son Vilmos Apor was, besides his 
martyrdom in saving the women of 
Gyır from the drunken Russian sol-
diers, I have one story: One day 
someone entered the bishop’s office 
for a meeting.  After a while she no-
ticed that the Bishop was not wearing 
shoes.  She asked him why and he 
replied that one of his parishioners, a 
man with quite a few children and 
very little money, came to see him 
and had big holes in his shoes.  When 

he asked the man what size shoes he 
wore, it turned out that it was the 
same size as the Bishop’s, so he gave 
the man his own shoes. 
 
Not only was Vilmos such a good 
man, but his siblings were wonderful 
people as well.  His older brother 
Gábor was the Hungarian Ambassador 
to the Vatican; his older sister Gizella 
was a nurse and headed the Red 
Cross in Hungary during World War 
II; his younger sister Henriette was 
also a nurse helping the sol-
diers.  (Note:  In the family photo you 
can see Vilmos with Gizella and Gábor 
on either side of him and my grandfa-
ther István Apor standing behind 
him). 
 
In my eyes and in the eyes of my 
family and the people of Gyır who 
knew him, Apor Vilmos lived a truly 
blessed life.  Seventeen years ago this 
month the Catholic Church also finally 
acknowledged this and called him 
Blessed Vilmos Apor. 
 
Charlie Bálintitt Jr. is a working Cus-
toms Broker in Lawrence, NY and is a 
member of the MNO Editorial Board.  
 

St. Martin’s  
Goose and Cup 

Erika Papp Faber  
 

Before becoming Armistice or Veter-
ans’ Day, November 11th was known 
for centuries as St. Martin’s Day, ob-
served in Hungary as a day of feast-
ing on ”St. Martin’s goose”, washed 
down with “St. Martin’s cup”. 
 
Where did these customs come 
from?  They are tied to the 4th century 
St. Martin, much of whose life we 
know only from legends. 
 
Martin was born around the year 317 
in Pannonia, the ancient Roman prov-
ince that included present-day west-
ern Hungary.  His birthplace has been 
put variously at either Pannonhalma 
or Szombathely. His father was a pa-
gan Roman soldier, and by decree of 
the emperor, he had to enter military 
service in place of his father.  

Martin was sent to France and be-
came an officer there.  He was drawn 
to the Christian faith, and was still a 
catechumen when the famous epi-
sode occurred, of his meeting a naked 
beggar in the wintertime, and cutting 
his cloak in half to cover him. (This 
scene is depicted wherever he is hon-
ored.)    
 
According to legend, Martin tried to 
hide from the crowd coming to make 
him bishop by crawling into the coop 
used by the geese.  However, the 
geese gave him away by honking very 
loudly.  Thus geese came to be asso-
ciated with him. In the Middle Ages, 
St. Martin’s day was considered the 
last day of the old year, and it was 
celebrated with roast goose, espe-
cially since in those days a 40-day 
Advent fast followed. 
 
No feast is complete without some 
good wine.  Fortunately, by mid-
November, the year’s new vintage has 
ceased fermenting, and this is the day 
that the large wine casks are 
corked.  The new wine complements 
perfectly a meal of greasy goose, and 
a toast with this came to be called 
“St. Martin’s cup”.   
 
 

 



1904 – 2014: 110 Years of Discovering 
Celebrating and Serving the Lord  

Claudia Margitay-Balogh  
 

By the year  1904,  Hungar ian immigrant s in var ious  local i t i es  in the Northeas t  became es tabl i shed wel l  enough to s tar t  

bui lding churches .  Thi s i s the story  o f  the Evangel i cal  and Reformed congregat ion o f Br idgepor t,  CT,  now known as  the 
Uni ted  Church of  Chr i st   

Blessed to have reached 110 years in 
the service of the Lord, the United 
Church of Christ, Bridgeport, Connecti-
cut and Vicinity is a living example that 
the people are the church. Organized 
under the name of the Hungarian Re-
formed Church of Bridgeport and Vicin-
ity in 1904, with 50 members of Hun-
garian ethnicity and a $6,000 loan from 
the Reformed Church in Hungary in 
1905, this church had continued and 
evolved during the years. 
 
The new congregation held their first 
Worship Service, attended by 70 per-
sons, on November 27, 1904 at 3 
o’clock in the afternoon in a rented 
church (English Episcopalian) at the cor-
ner of State Street and Hancock Avenue 
in Bridgeport, CT. They were permitted 
to hold church services on Sunday after-
noon, Thursday evenings, and on major 
holidays on Sunday mornings.  On any 
other occasion they had to pay $2.50 
extra in addition to their monthly rent of 
$20. For their pastor, they rented a 
house on Howard Avenue at $14 a 
month and paid him a salary of $25 a 
month. 
 
At that first service, the loose offering 
amounted to $3.55 plus $26.20 paid as 
dues. In one month there were 3 bap-
tisms, 3 marriages were blessed, and 
there was an income of $75.  Consider-
ing the beginning’s beginning, we must 
regard these statistics as a great 
achievement.  The church rapidly grew, 
progressed, and became popular with 
its leadership and ministry of its first 
pastor Rev. Ernest Komjathy. 
 
During the Christmas Holidays in 1922, 
Stephen M. Boszormenyi (Bessemer), 
who was studying at the Theological 
Seminary at Lancaster, PA, was the 
Christian “Legate” at the Hungarian Re-
formed Church in Norwalk, CT.  The 
Rev. Komjathy asked Stephen to come 
and preach for the Bridgeport Congre-
gation on the evening of January 1, 
1923.  From that time on Stephen 

Boszormenyi was the “Legate” for this 
church and the teacher for the Daily 
Vacation Bible School.  In 1925, the 
Rev. Stephen M. Boszormenyi was 
elected to be the Assistant Pastor of the 
congregation.  He was ordained in the 
church on June 28, 1925.  By this time, 
he was already married to Lilla, the 
daughter of Rev. Komjathy. 
 
Rev. Boszormenyi worked very well with 
the children and young people. By 1925, 
there were over 300 children enrolled in 
the Sunday School and the regular at-
tendance at Daily Vacation Bible School 
was 385 students.  The teachers taught 
the children to read and write in Hun-
garian.  No wonder that the congrega-
tion felt confident enough about the 
future to start a building project in 1926 
and in 1927 to dedicate the new 
“Basement Church”. Since the first two 
edifices of this congregation were lo-
cated on State Street in Bridgeport, they 
became known as the “State Street 
Church”.  The congregation kept grow-
ing, which necessitated further plans for 
building.  In 1945, the congregation 
built a new and beautiful edifice on the 
corner of North and Laurel Avenues, for 
$275,000.  
 

Because the parent denomination, the 
Evangelical and Reformed Church 
merged with the Congregational 
Churches in 1957 under the name of 
United Church of Christ, the name of 
this church was changed into the United 
Church of Christ of Bridgeport and Vicin-
ity.      
                    
In the beginning, the only language 
heard in worship services was Hungar-
ian. As time passed and the Hungarian 
immigrants began to speak English, 
more English was introduced into the 
services until there were two services: 
one in English and one in Hungar-
ian.  By the time the congregants were 
of the third generation, the services 
were conducted in English only. Yet the 
present members continue to remember 
their ancestors and their ethnic roots by 
singing the Hungarian Himnusz and re-
citing Hungarian prayers at major holi-
days. 
 
During the first 85 years, this congrega-
tion had only three full time pastors: the 
Rev. Ernest Komjáthy (1904-1928), the 
Rt. Rev. Stephen M. Bessemer, D.D. 
(1925-1976), and the Rt. Rev. John Bu-
tosi, Ph.D. (1976-1989) who, after his 
retirement, became our Pastor Emeritus. 
For the next 25 years, the congregants 
were led by various full time and part 
time ministers.  Presently, Rev. Dr. Mark 
A. Horton is the pastor. 
 
This congregation in its autonomy is led 
by the Consistory, an elected group of 
congregants who meet monthly.  Noth-
ing is done without the knowledge of 
the Executive Board as well as of the 
Consistory. For the past 40 years, Jo-
seph C. Poruban has served as Chief 
Elder of the church. The congregation 
has been blessed to have such a loyal, 
dedicated, tireless person to be in 
charge. 
 
The pastors, with the help of the con-
gregation have maintained their ministry 
through two World Wars and through 
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smaller wars and police actions that had a 
profound effect upon the church and its 
members.  Through the years, the congre-
gation has seen neighborhoods change as 
the world around us has changed. 
Throughout all of that, the United Church 
of Christ of Bridgeport and Vicinity has re-
mained faithful to the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ and continues to minister to God’s 
people – in the beginning, to the Hungar-
ian immigrants, and, as time went on, to 
all who come. 
 
Claudia Margitay-Balogh is a life-long 
member of the United Church of Christ, 
Bridgeport, CT. 

 
 

Sunshine and autumn colors gave an appropriately festive backdrop to this 
year’s 1956 observance, held in Fairfield, CT on October 19th. It began as usual 
with an invocation by the Reverend Alexander Havadtoy and the placing of a 
basket of flowers at the plaque erected by Magyar Studies of America in 
2003.  First Selectman Michael Tetreau greeted the assembled group, reminding 
them that during its 375 years, the town of Fairfield also had to fight for its exis-

tence. 
 
 President of Magyar Studies 
of America, Zsuzsa Lengyel 
introduced Szíki Károly, who 
began his “monodrama” with 
a slide show, presenting 
scenes of Budapest in 1956. 
Calling it “A sebzett föld szív-
verése” (Heartbeat of the 
wounded earth), Szíki ex-
plained that the October 
Revolution and Freedom Fight 
did not start in 1948, as some 
have suggested. Rather, he 
traced Hungarian history back 
to the Conquest, which he 
termed a “re-conquest”, and 
explained that from the very 
beginning, Hungary had to 
defend itself against con-
certed foreign efforts to ex-
terminate it and its inhabi-
tants.  The first such major 
effort had been the Battle of 
Pozsony, in 907 AD, where 
thanks to Árpád’s tactics, the 
Hungarians managed to inflict 
a crushing defeat on the 
overwhelming western forces 
– so much so that his strat-

egy is taught even in American military academies to 
this day! 
 
Ever since 907 AD, Hungarians always had to re-
conquer their land, coming back “from death to resur-
rection”, as he phrased it. Resistance became part of 
the Hungarian gene, and resurrection was always a 
possibility for the future. St. Stephen offered Hungary 
to Mary’s protection when he placed his crown under 
her patronage. 
 
Szíki Károly traced this same constant battle for sur-
vival through the rest of history, mentioning how sev-
eral of our most successful kings and leaders were 
poisoned by foreign powers.  He quoted several liter-
ary references of Hungarian literature to illustrate his 
points. 

 
Fine homemade pastries tempted the guests following the 
unusual and extremely interesting presentation.  
 

October 23rd Remembrance  in Fairfield, CT  
 EPF  
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bottom left: part of the audience; 
top righjt: Rev. Havadtoy; 
bottom right: Fairfield First Selectman Michael Tetreau   
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Market Halls of Budapest  
Éva Wajda  

 
Apar t  from the Nagy Vásárcsarnok,  Budapest  boasts a number of other market  hal ls .  Or ig ina l ly ,  the c ity  fa-
thers planned to erect  one in every dis t r ic t .  Here we take a look at  several of  these fascinat ing p laces.  

After Budapest was formed, unifying 
Buda, Pest, and Óbuda, the city began 
expanding at great speed. The outdoor 
open-air markets could no longer ade-
quately supply the growing number of 
inhabitants; therefore, city leaders de-
cided to build covered market halls, 
similar to those in Paris and other West-
ern European cities, with cast iron archi-
tecture and spacious interiors. 
 
Construction began in 1894 on the 
Great Market Hall (Nagy Vásárcsar-
nok)  according to Samu Petz's designs. 
A few days before the opening in 1896, 
fire destroyed about one-half of the 
roof. After repairs, the market opened in 
March, 1897, with four other smaller 
market halls, built at the same time. 
 
This crème de la crème of the markets, 
the Great Market Hall, is located on 
Vámház Körut in the 9th District, Pest 
end of Liberty Bridge (Szabadság híd) 
with its admirable architecture. On its 
three levels, in the more than 100-year 
old building, you can get almost every-
thing, such as home-made dairy prod-
ucts, sausages, salamis, honey and wild 
mushrooms, and you can pick up some 

exotic spices in the Asian food and 
spice specialty shop.  The Great 
Market Hall's sheer size (10,000 
square meters) and splendor is 
one of Budapest's top attrac-
tions.  Each week a different na-
tion introduces its culinary delights 
as well as cultural and national 
treasures. (Judit Vasmatics Paolini 
had written an article on the 
Vásárcsarnok in the April 2008 
issue of Magyar News Online.) 
 
RÁKÓCZI TÉR MARKET HALL  
(left) in the 7th District was the 
second Market Hall built in1894. It 
was completed in June 1896 and 
opened officially in January 1897. 
Its location is between Rákóczi tér 
and Víg utca makes it easily acces-
sible.  The main entrance was on 
Rákóczi tér, large enough for 
horse carts to drive into the mar-
ket for unloading their wares. 
There were 375 permanent and 55 

temporary market stalls in the building. 
The cellar was used for storage. In the 
four corner pavilions were restaurants 
and offices. Above these were apart-
ments. In May 1988, an internal fire 
totally destroyed the building, only the 
main walls remained standing.  Takár 
György and Hidasi György, architects, 
designed the new market hall and it was 
opened in July 1991.  
 
FÉNY UTCA MARKET HALL (right) 
One of the biggest food markets in Bu-
dapest and the most frequented mar-
kets on the Buda side of 
Budapest, located next to 
the Mammut shopping 
mall. About 10 to 25 thou-
sand shoppers visit the 
market every day, where 
you can buy fresh fruits, 
vegetables, fish, meat, 
poultry, paprika, herbs, 
baked goods and amazingly 
good lángos (fried bread). 
 
 
LEHELTÉR MARKET 
HALL 
The market in the 13th Dis-

trict is out of the city center, on the 
north side of Pest but easy to get to, as 
the Metro Station is right underneath. 
On the ground floor are a large variety 
of stalls selling a wide range of goods, 
including fresh fruit and vegetables, 
meats and cheeses, fresh baked bread 
and cake, and a few liquor stalls selling 
beers, wines, Hungarian pálinka.  Most 
shoppers are locals.  There are a couple 
of bars and snack bars to sit and drink 
and rest the feet after walking around 
the market. 
Upstairs you can get dry goods like 
flour, sugar, canned goods, cleaning 
supplies, kitchenware, etc. There is a 
bank, a post office, an optical shop. 
 
BELVÁROSI MARKET 
Located on Hold utca, 5th District, re-
newed in 2014. The original 19th cen-
tury details were preserved during the 
work. Special lanes aid the visually im-
paired, and there is a map with Braille 
writing at the entrance. 
 
Visit the Parliament building after shop-
ping and eating in the Hold utca market, 
renamed Belvárosi Piac (Inner City Mar-
ket) that offers vegetables, fruits and 
grocery products. It has many small 
eateries, buffets, bistros, offering good 
inexpensive food. The new market's aim 
is to attract more and more farmers and 
greengrocers from the countryside to 
sell their fresh, tasty produce. 
 
Eva Wajda is a member of the MNO Edi-
torial Board. 



Snapshots: Gyır, “The City of Four Rivers”  
Karolina Szabó  

 

Other cit ies consider themselves fortunate to be located on a 
river; Gyır can boast of being located on four!  Addit ionally, i t  
is rich in history and has many attract ions for tourists. 

The second largest city in Hungary is located halfway be-
tween Vienna and Budapest.  The first settlement, 
“Arrabona” as it was called, was established by the Celts 
in the 5th century B.C.  (This name was used for 800 
years.) 
 
Due to the city’s location, it was occupied by the Romans 
(10 A.D.), Mongols  (13th century A.D.),  and was raided 
by Germanic, Hun, Slavic, Avar, Czech and Frankish tribes, 
even by Napoleon’s army in the 1800’s. 
The Magyars occupied it around the year 900. King 
Stephen, first king of Hungary founded the Episcopate of 
Gyır, and built a basilica. 
 
The fortress that had been built by the Romans was de-
stroyed and rebuilt many times. During the Turkish inva-
sion of Hungary in the 16th century, Kristof Lamberg, com-
mander of the castle didn’t even try to defend it; he burnt 
it instead. The Turks found only a burnt castle; hence the 
name Gyır came from Yanik kala – burnt city. 
 
After Budapest, the capitol city of Hungary, Gyır is the 
second richest city in historic buildings.  A beautiful ba-
roque city center started to develop in the 1600’s – 
churches, palaces and museums were built. During the 

rule of Maria Theresa (1740 – 1780), Jesuits and Carme-
lites settled in the town, and built schools and churches. 
During WWII, the city was severely damaged, and after 
the war, due to a lack of care, all the buildings deterio-
rated. Only after 1970 did rebuilding and restoration be-
gin. In 1989, Gyır won the Europe Award (Europa Nostra) 
for protecting the historical monuments. 
 
Káptalan Hill is the center of the city located on the Duna, 
Rába and Rápca (the fourth river is the Marcal.) Many of 
the baroque buildings are located here.   Püspökvár is the 
residence of the bishop.  The oldest buildings are the 
13th  century tower and the 15th century Dóczy 
Chapel.  The Bishop’s Cathedral, the “basilica minor”, can 
be seen on Apor Vilmos Square. 
 
This lovely city in northern Pannonia (as the Romans had 
named Transdanubia)  is a place to relax, to go to the me-
dicinal baths, the Rába fürdı baths, to take a hike on 
Szigetköz, or to visit Pannonhalma Hills. 
 
Karolina Szabo is Webmaster of Magyar News Online and 
proud Grandma of two girls. 
 
 

Bécsi kapu tér,Kisfaludy szobor 

Same Idea, Different Expression – (second instalment)  
EPF 

Often,  similar ideas are expressed in dif ferent terms in dif ferent languages.  Here is another handful  of  
dif ferences between English and Hungarian for your amusement  
  
Often, similar ideas are expressed in different terms in different languages. Here is another handful of differences be-
tween English and Hungarian for your amusement. 
 
different as night and day                         
ég és föld – sky and earth 
 
I needed that like a hole in the head. 
Úgy kellett, mint a púp a hátamra – I needed that like a hump on my back. 
 
It’s clear as mud. 
Világos, mint a vakablak – It’s clear (bright) as a false window. 
 
Pig in a poke. 
Zsákba macska – cat in a sack. 



Captions: Király utca;  Széchenyi tér ; Aranyhajó Apothecary ; Benedictine church; “Ark of the 
Covenant”  memorial; Memorial to Jedlik Ányos; Rába River flowing into the  Dunube; Kápta-

lan domb;  Millennium monument; Carmelite church;  
Rába River with bishop’s palace in background; City Hall 

  

 



Impact of WW I and Trianon: 
Aunt Edit’s Personal Memories – Part I 

Vajk Edit 
Born in Vajdahunyad, Transylvania, in 1900, my aunt Vajk Edit kept a diary, and in the 1980’s wrote down her memo-
ries.  Here she describes how her Dad (Apa), chief engineer of the local ironworks, was removed from his job by the 
Romanians, and how the family – she, her two sisters (Vivy and Dusi),her brother Raul, and Apa had to leave Transyl-
vania. 

 
February 1919.  Yesterday 
the Romanians took over 
the ironworks. As yet they 
don’t require taking the oath 
(of loyalty to the Romanian 
government. Ed.) ... In 
Déva, the French officers 
permitted the flying of the 
Hungarian flag days ago… 
 
February 26, 1919.  Notice 
arrived today that Apa 
should not set foot on the 
grounds of the ironworks. 
We don’t understand whose 
work this latest injustice is – 
the workers’, Gulácsi and Torko’s, or 
the president’s… 
 
Apa was finally placed under house 
arrest, but only insofar as he could not 
leave our home. Every day, a foot-
soldier with a bayonet escorted him to 
the police captain for interrogation. We 
always trembled: would they let him 
come home again?  We begged him to 
watch his every word...  Finally, they 
were the ones who tired of it and told 
him he could choose, whether he 
wanted to go to Bucharest or Buda-
pest.  He chose the latter, of 
course.  They even promised to pro-
vide the two box cars which Apa re-
quested, and they also did provide 
them.    
 
Several of us were to go by the same 
train, and they even gave us a farewell 
party in the club at the ironworks. I 
think there was even dinner, and an 
orchestra played.  Finally, they played 
the Himnusz, and everyone sang it, 
while the military commander rushed 
onto the stage and began to yell.  But 
the orchestra did not stop playing and 
the people continued to sing.  Finally 
we could make out what he was yell-
ing: “Everybody is under arrest!”      

Kadlik and the others told him they 
had gotten permission from the police 
captain, whereupon he retorted: “I’m 
the one who commands here, not the 
police captain!”  The Hungarians con-
tinued to explain, and in the end 
started to give him drink.  According to 
scandalmongers, by dawn he was sing-
ing the Himnusz as well.  Anyhow, af-
ter the scare, we could go home. 
 
Since Apa had been expelled from the 
ironworks, he received no pay.  We 
were fortunate that we did not have to 
move out of the government quarters 
(the ironworks was a Hungarian gov-
ernment enterprise, and living quarters 
were provided for the chief engineer 
and his family. Ed.). So we tried differ-
ent sources of income. We boiled soap 
and sold it. We also sold some things 
we didn’t need. But the garden was 
the main source of income.  By mis-
take we had planted the winter cab-
bage earlier than was customary and 
so we were the first to send cabbage 
to market, which could be sold at a 
good price.  We did not take its mar-
keting on ourselves, but commissioned 
a woman to do it.  Later, fruit began to 
grow. There were a lot of currant 
bushes in the garden, and we sold a 

lot of that. Of course we 
had to pick them, which 
was a long and arduous 
task when people would 
order 4-5 liters 
(quarts)...        
    
In the old, happy days of 
childhood each child got a 
small garden that could be 
used as one wished. Of 
course, everyone had to 
dig his own section, rake it 
over, divide it into little 
beds, and it was each one’s 
duty to hoe, weed and wa-
ter it.  Later, in 1919 and 

1920, we made good use of our ex-
perience, because by then there was 
not much help to be had, and we three 
girls cultivated the huge garden. Al-
though by 1920 Raul (her brother) 
helped a great deal. 
 
In the days of Romanian rule, keeping 
poultry was part of our suste-
nance.  So was the fattening of hogs. 
For them, we had to make slop and 
take it down to them in buckets three 
times a day… 
 
Thus we were well occupied with all 
kinds of physical work. It didn’t even 
occur to us to complain about that; 
rather we were sort of proud that we 
were the ones to provide for the fam-
ily.  Of course Apa did a lot of things 
too, but twice he had an accident 
when cutting branches.  A piece hit his 
eyeball and bloodied it, and the doctor 
ordered him to spend six weeks lying 
in bed on his back. What was even 
harder: he had to give up smoking… 
 
During this time, unknown hands 
chalked a cross on our gate, which 
supposedly marked the houses that 
were to be attacked and the people 
exterminated, as had happened in 

Raul, Vivy, Amál, Edit, Dusi (Photo taken in 1925) 



1848.  One of my great-
grandmothers barely escaped that 
time… 
 
We also kept rabbits and, overcoming 
our prejudices, also ate them, in addi-
tion to selling them.  
 
The pigs we had slaughtered before 
we left, even though it was summer, 
and smoked the meat and whatever 
could be smoked.  We stored them in 
aluminum bins, among ashes. (I don’t 
have to tell you what a sensation this 
caused among the relatives of Buda-
pest with whom we shared the good-
ies.) 
 
We sold many beautiful pieces of fur-
niture at a loss, but even so, one of 
the box cars was filled with what was 
left, and some items even went into 
the other box car. Although the other 
was furnished as living quarters, Apa 
even had a toilet installed. It could be 
used when the train was under way, 
but of course it was flushed with a 
bucket of water. We separated the 

men’s and the girls’ sleeping quarters 
with wardrobes. We had a small port-
able kitchen range where we could 
cook, and a table and seating accom-
modations.  We even proudly set up a 
flower stand which, however, being 
made of wood and beautifully pol-
ished, fell probably on the second day 
and broke into pieces. 
 
The day of our “repatriation” was not 
certain yet. Thus Amál (a cousin), 
who wanted to come with us, arrived 
weeks earlier.  For traveling was not 
an easy thing in those days and it 
seemed better that she came with us. 
 
There were many things to take care 
of, and there were some ups and 
downs.  It was not easy to say good-
bye to our native city where we had 
had such a wonderful childhood.  We 
had to say good-bye to many people. 
The day finally arrived, and many 
came to the train for a last hand-
shake or embrace. Vivy and I arrived 
last at the train station, because we 
had run out to the cemetery to say a 

good-bye prayer at 
Mama’s grave qui-
etly, by ourselves… 
 
It seems Apa had 
had wooden steps 
made, but we didn’t 
use them all the 
time, because climb-
ing into a cattle car 
did not constitute an 
obstacle for us 
then.  It seemed 
that Apa had a fore-
boding of how long 
this box car would 
be our “home”. 
 
At the last minute, 
Wesnicki Feri ap-
peared with a big 
basketful of cherries, 
which tasted very 
good in the great 
heat.  It was 
June.  After our de-
parture, we sat in 
the open door of the 
cattle car, dangling 

our feet and eating cherries… 
 
When we finally arrived at the first 
station where the Romanians were 
not in command, we all got off the 
long train and, gathering, sang the 
Himnusz. Freely the song rose high, 
for we could finally give vent to our 
feelings without prohibition or re-
straint. I dare say that “no eye re-
mained dry.” Ever since then, I can-
not hear its strains without emotion, 
be it in church, or elsewhere.  I al-
ways remember that first freely sung 
Himnusz. 
 
Unfortunate Hungary, viciously man-
handled, did not embrace us to her 
motherly bosom with great love. It is 
understandable; still it was distressing 
to hear one woman say at one of the 
stations: “A fene egye meg! Megint 
menekültek jönnek!” (Blast it!  Refu-
gees coming again!) 
 
 To be continued 

Translated by EPF 

front row,l to r: Edit, Apa (Vajk József) Dusi. 2nd row, l to r:Vincze István (Edit`s hus-
band), Vivy,Papp Remig, Vivy's husband, Theiss Ede, Dusi's husband. Raul was in Texas 

at the time, on a work-study grant. 



I Kiss Your Hands Many Times. Hearts, Souls and Wars in Hungary  
By: Marianne Szegedy-Maszák Reviewed by László Papp  

It was not the first time that the per-
secuted sought refuge “vainly 
through their land”, as the National 
Anthem also laments. But perhaps 
never before did so many have to 
hide from raging evil as during World 
War II, and the tyranny which fol-
lowed it.  Of the numerous memoirs 
dealing with this era, I Kiss Your 
Hands Many Times by Marianne 
Szegedy-Maszák stands out. 
 
The author is a descendent of historic 
families.  On her mother’s side, she is 
the great-granddaughter of Weiss 
Manfréd, one of the greatest industri-
alists in Hungary; on her father’s 
side, of the famous painter Barabás 
Miklós and Szegedy-Maszák Hugó 
who had served at the imperial 
court.  Her grandfather Kornfeld 
Móric received the baronetcy for his 
industrial achievements.  During the 
war, his father was an official of the 
Ministry of Foreign Affairs who was 
deported to Dachau for his activities 
on behalf of withdrawing from the 
war and in the Resistance, after the 
Arrow Cross takeover. After the war, 
the Tildy government sent him to 
America as ambassador, but he re-
signed his office after  Rákosi's 
“regime turn” and continued to live 
as a refugee in America.  For this, his 
family back in Hungary was deported 
to internal exile. 
 
The book, however, does not only 
recite the family’s history, but also 
tells about a wonderful and touching 
love story, which withstood the 
storms and trials of history.  When 
the parents, Hanna and Aladár met, 
the war had barely begun, and Hun-
gary lived its almost “peacetime” life. 
It took in Polish refugees by the hun-
dreds of thousands, there was no 
distinction between the Catholic girl 
of Jewish descent and the young 
man of noble parentage who greeted 
his future wife not only with “Kezeit 
csókolom” (I kiss your hands), but 
indeed  kissed her hand as good 

manners dictated. The meeting was 
soon followed by love, but the “race-
protecting” laws made marriage im-
possible between persons of Jewish 
and “Aryan” descent. So they could 
be wed only after the war, in Amer-
ica. 
 
In Washington, they had three boys 
and Marianne, who put together the 
family history from her father’s diary 
and correspondence.  These letters 
spoke of the emotions of the young 
couple, although due to the deterio-
rating political circumstances, Aladár 
thought it best to suspend correspon-
dence for a while, so the girl’s family 
would be spared harassment. 
 

On March 19th, 1944, disaster struck 
both families, as it struck many thou-
sand other Hungarians.  Thirty years 
later, this is how Aladár recalled it:  
“I am writing on  the 33rd  anniver-
sary of March 19, the humiliating and 
shameful memory of the great col-
lapse, of disintegration,  of  national 
impotence and decomposition, the 
gaping precipice. The devastating 
and frightening way it hap-
pened.  We counted on possibilities, 
which is why we wanted to resist. 
But no other preparations were 
made, not even in symbolic form.” 
Every free manifestation of Hungar-
ian social, political and cultural life 
was ruined by the German, then the 
Soviet influence and the corruption of 
Hungarian politics during and after 
the war. The family which had been 
torn away from home had nothing 
left except its memories of its lost 
past.  
 
The three generations of the family 
lived together on Patterson Street in 
Washington, DC as if they were still 
living in Hungary in the thirties. The 
children, however, rebelled in time 
and stopped speaking Hungarian. 
 
Consequently, Marianne knew the 
correspondence of her parents and 
other documents only in translation, 
weaving her book from these materi-
als. Her father, who suffered from 
serious depression, wrote his mem-
oirs for 20 years, but died at the age 
of 88, never having finished them.  
 
The description of the agreement 
between Heinrich Himmler and Cho-
rin Ferenc is of historic impor-
tance.  In it, Himmler made an offer 
to Chorin, then in a concentration 
camp, to save the members of the 
Weiss Manfréd and Kornfeld Móricz 
families in return for acquiring the 
factory at Csepel. Baron Kornfeld, a 
member of the Upper House of Par-
liament, used his family’s wealth to 
support Hungarian intellectual life 



and art. His son-in-law, Chorin Fer-
enc, was the brilliant economic leader 
who managed to make a living for 
the family not only in Hungary but 
later in America as well.  He was one 
of the founders of the Hungarian 
House in New York.  
 
In a strange coincidence, both Korn-
feld and Chorin died on November 
4th, three years apart. At the funeral 
of Kornfeld, Hungarians from every 
part of the country filled the 
church.  “Many people spoke, and 
they too had illustrious histories long 
ago: a prime minister, a foreign min-
ister, a bishop.  I couldn’t understand 
a word they said. So Catholic and 
formal was the funeral, there was no 
trace that the man whom they all 
mourned had been born, indeed had 
lived half his life, as a Jew. I wonder 
if anyone who sat in the crowded 
church … or listened at the freezing 
graveside as an old Hungarian priest 
sang the national anthem of Hun-
gary,  quietly recited the mourner's 
kaddish”, - remembers the grand-
daughter. 
 
How often can one heart 
break?  Hungarians can tell, 
Marianne’s family for certain.  The 
family’s Washington house has been 
demolished since then. What has re-
mained of the memories of Hun-
gary?  Today, the Weiss palace on 
Andrássy út is the official guest 
house of the Hungarian government. 
The Lendvay utca residence of the 
Chorins has become the French em-
bassy building. The remains of the 
Csepel factory are run by different 
firms. 
 
 “While my ancestors all lived big and 
visible life in Hungary, big and visible 
buildings should remain. But when 
theirs became an American story, 
with immigrant anonymity and its 
Hungarian anachronisms, the place 
where most of it took place – the 
house where they all lived longer 
than in any other place in their lives 
– disappeared as if it had never ex-
isted.... Most things boil down to 
people... like a love story of grandeur 

and tragedy between my mother and 
father. . I like to think that in a few 
long-forgotten corners, there exists a 
trace of someone who once lived 
there, a scrap of paper, a bit of cloth, 
a thimble, an old book with an  Ex 
libris.” 
 
With this book, Marianne has raised a 
worthy monument for her loved 
ones. For those wonderful people 
who did not allow the blows of fate 
to break them. 
 
 I Kiss Your Hands Many Times. 
Hearts, Souls and Wars in Hungary, 
by Marianne Szegedy-Maszák. Pub-
lished by Spiegel & Grau, New York, 
2013. 
 
The book has recently appeared in 
Budapest in a Hungarian translation. 
 
László Papp, Hungarian-born archi-
tect, living in Connecticut is well 
known for his design of the Hungar-
ian Museum of New Brunswick, New 
Jersey. He writes frequently about 
issues of concern to the Hungarian 
American community. 
 
~~~***~~~***~~~***~~~ 

 

János Vitéz Perform-
ance at Norwalk, CT  

Olga Vallay Szokolay  
 

Just  24 hours before our dead-

line there was a remarkable 

performance of  John the Val-
iant (János Vitéz)  at  the 

Crystal  Theatre in Norwalk,  

CT.   The performance of  the 
Hungarian musical,  with 

English superti t les,  was well  

attended by a crowd of sev-
eral hundred nostalgic and 

curious viewers.  

 

A Hungarian operetta by Kacsóh 
Pongrácz, based on a poem by 
Petıfi Sándor, János Vitéz was 
presented by the Magyar Lovas 
Szinház of Komárom (Hungary/ 
Slovakia) on October 30, 2014, at 
the Crystal Theatre in South Nor-

walk, CT, with further performances 
in New York City and in Cambridge, 
MA.  
 
The first and most famous authentic 
Hungarian operetta was an enormous 
sensation when it premiered at home 
in 1903.  This production was di-
rected by famous Hungarian singer, 
Derzsi Görgy, (also in the title role 
here) and is sung in Hungarian with 
English supertitles.  This production 
was developed at the Hungarian 
Equestrian Theatre of Komárom 
which is located on the northern bor-
der of Hungary with Slovakia.  When 
performed there, most likely at an 
open-air stage (like the one on Mar-
gitsziget, Budapest, where I had seen 
it as a child many decades ago), it 
featured over 40 horses as well as 
the talented singers and dancers of 
the country.   This tour features 15 
Hungarian performers against a 
clever projected background featur-
ing the vaunted riding and battle 
scenes of the Huszárs as well as the 
sheep herd of Kukorica Jancsi 
(Johnny Corn).  Twenty local per-
formers take on the role of the cho-
rus – singing in Hungarian! 
 
The original story –  claimed to be for 
Hungarians as the Wizard of Oz is for 
Americans – is based on a life story 
of a real Hungarian hero of the 18th 
century, to whom we devoted an ar-
ticle, “Facts in the Legend”, in our 
May, 2014 issue.  
 

The Kemény sisters with their  
97 year old father 



The performance was genuinely enjoyable. Two village 
orphans: the shepherd boy Kukorica Jancsi and Iluska, 
the girl harshly treated by a wicked witch stepmother, fall 
in love. The envious witch (exquisitely played here by 
Athina Papadimitriu!) hires a provocateur to lure Jancsi’s 
herd onto prohibited land while the lovers meet by the 
brook. Jancsi is expelled from the village and joins the 
Huszárs to aid the French army against the invading 
Turks. Their mission is successful, the French king re-
wards him with half his country and the hand of his 
daughter.  Yet Jancsi, now John the Valiant, declines the 
generous reward, wanting to return to his sweetheart. 
But his friend, Bagó, shows up at the celebration, bring-
ing him a rose and the sad news that Iluska did not sur-
vive her stepmother’s mean treatment. 
 
Jancsi leaves the French court with Bagó and, after a 
long wandering, comes upon the Lake of Life. He tosses 
the rose into the lake, and is miraculously reunited with 
Iluska in Fairyland where they could live happily ever af-
ter. If, however, they leave, they can never ever return 
again.   Yet, hearing the sound of a flute playing their 
song, Jancsi returns with his bride to his beloved home-
land, Hungary. 
                                                          *** 
  
Unfortunately for us and for quite a few others as well, 
street signs are missing from many  Norwalk intersections 
or are invisible in the dark.  However, the long wander-
ing, trying to locate the poorly identified Crystal Theatre 
was ultimately made worthwhile by the memorable event 
of splendid singers, good actors and dancers.  It was an 
evening well spent.  
 

Almás rétes (Apple strudel)  
 
Now with winter approaching,  apples are coming 
into their own.   It’s the perfect  t ime to make 

apple strudel.   Your family and friends will  love 

i t  

Strudel pastry  (commercial dough) 
2 lbs sharp flavored apples 
½ tsp. ground cinnamon 
¾ - 1 cup sugar 
¾ cup ground walnuts or breadcrumbs 
Powdered sugar  
 
Dampen a dish towel and spread out over a smooth 
work surface. Remove the wrapping for the dough, then spread one layer over the dish towel and brush with plenty of 
melted shortening or oil. Place a second and third layer on top, brushing each one as the first. 
Peel and core the apples. Slice finely, and sprinkle with cinnamon and sugar. Leave to stand for 20 minutes, then 
press to extract any excess juice. 
Scatter the ground walnuts or breadcrumbs onto the pastry to cover a strip of about a hand’s width. Place the apples 
on top of the nuts, and roll up the pastry. 
Carefully place the pieces of dough three fingers apart, on a grased baking sheet. Brush with a generous amount of 
melted butter and bake in a preheated oven, 400⁰ F until golden. 
Cool a little, and cut into slices with a sharp knife. Serve warm, sprinkled with powdered sugar.   
 

Scenes from the production. Bottom photo: The 
"French princess" (Mondok Yvette) with Debbie Soos, 
wife of our Editorial Board member Paul Soos, with 

the Hungarian doll she won in the raffle 



It’s a Small World!  
Charles Bálintitt, Jr.  
 
The meet ing doesn’t  have to be 
in a far-of f  place to make one 
excla im: “Kicsi a vi lág! ” 
 
Baron Gábor Apor was the older 
brother of Bishop Vilmos Apor. He 
was the Hungarian Ambassador to 
the Vatican from 1939 to 1944. He 
may have been small in size, but he 
was enormous in stature. 
 
One day two gentlemen came to the 
Embassy for a meeting with the Am-
bassador. When the doorbell rang, 
Gábor Apor answered the door. The 
two men entered the foyer and 
handed him their coats, scarves and 
hats. He took them without a word 
and went into the other room to put 
everything in the closet. When he 
came back they told him that they 
had an appointment to meet with the 
Ambassador. They looked quite 
stunned when he shook their hands 
and said: “Welcome, I am the Am-
bassador.” 

* 
During his tenure he had a visit from 
Károly Kornis (later known to me as 
Tuci bácsi), who may have been 
about 20 at the time. Immediately, 
he asked him what was wrong, be-
cause a young man would only visit a 
much older man if there was some-
thing wrong. He told him that he 
needed some money, and since at 
the time the banks refused to give 
out money in foreign countries 
against Hungarian accounts, he went 
to the Hungarian Ambassador and his 
secretary for assistance; but he was 
turned down. They sent him instead 
to the Romanian Embassy, since he 
was born in Transylvania. Gábor told 
him not to worry and to come back 
the next day. 
 
The following day Gábor asked the 
Hungarian Ambassador and his sec-
retary to come over for a visit. When 
they arrived, he took them into his 
office and sitting there in an armchair 
was Károly Kornis. They were already 
taken aback when he turned to the 
two gentlemen and said: “I would 

like to introduce you to my favorite 
nephew, Count Károly Kornis.”  
 
 

Did you know… 
 
… that  in Hungary they have a 
Spa Culture Day? This is not  
surpr is ing,  seeing that  the 
country is ful l  of  thermal 
spr ings.  

 
… that in Hungary they have a Spa 
Culture Day? Every year, the second 
Saturday in October is Spa Culture 
Day (Fürdıkultúra nap).  This year it 
will be October 11th, not only in Bu-
dapest, where many spas are lo-
cated, but also around the country.  
More than 30 spas and pools and 
beaches (strands) participate yearly 
in the program. In 2014, some of the 
participants are the Kumánia–
Kisújszállás, Csepeli fürdı, Kispesti 
uszoda, Gyöngyösi termál strand, 
Spadium Kft, Napfényfürdı Aquapolis 
Szeged, and many more are under 
discussion. 
 
The day includes a photo exhibit of 
the evolution of bathing suits, as well 
as games and sauna. 
 
The purpose of Spa Culture Day is to 
make known the roots and treasures 
of the “fürdıkultúra” and its populari-
zation. The program is run by the 
Magyar Fürdıkultúra Kft. 
 
(See the May 2014 issue of 
www.magyarnews.org about spas in 
Budapest.) 
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