
          
Az én apám tudott jól franciául 
S Bázelben németeknek prédikált. 
De mikor elment Szolnok Dobokába, 
Román szótárt vett és grammatikát. 
 
Öt eve nem volt ott a nyájban pásztor, 
És sok magyar feledte már szavát – 
Kallódó lelkükért apám a kátét 
Románra fordította át. 
 
Zsidók is éltek ott. Buzgók s szegények. 
S az én apám zsidóul is tudott. 
S jöttek hozzája nagyszakállú vének: 
Hallgatni az ótestamentumot. 
 
Mint gyermekek ülték körül apámat, 
Bár harmincéves hogyha volt csupán, 
És olvasott és magyarázott nékik 
A Szentírásból az apám. 
 
A földesúrnak volt egy kis leánya 
S apámhoz így szólott a földesúr: 
„Hittanból is készítsd vizsgára ıt, 
Nem hagyhatom, hogy elmenjen hazúl. 
 
Hogy nem híved? Add rája paroládat, 
Hogy azt tanítod, amit megkíván 
Kátéja.” – És zárdában jelesre 
Vizsgázott le a kisleány. 

 
Az én apám Úrvacsorát ha osztott, 
S hazakerült a rész, mely a papé, 
Újból terített a szent maradéknak: 
„Nem a miénk – így szólt – az agapé, 
 
Hanem azé, ki valamennyiünkért 
Egyforma kínnal szőrt és aratott.” 
S mindnek, ki aznap a küszöbre hágott, 
Italt kínált és falatot. 
 
Az én apám, mielıtt sírba szállott, 
Egy sor ártatlan hajnalkát vetett. 
Az örök hajnalt hozták a virágok 
És elvitték a földi életet. 
 
S halottnézıbe a ravatalához 
Eljött egy sosem látott idegen, 
Megállt a lábánál s azt mondta nékünk: 
„Krisztus járt benne idelenn.” 
 
És bár az én apámat sírba tettük, 
Azért ı meg nem halt, én jól tudom. 
Csak az üvegcse tört el, ám az illat, 
A lélek jár kötetlen-szabadon. 
 
Isten kiskertjét ırzi s az virágzik 
Abban, ki győlölettelen szeret – 
És száll apám közöttünk, mint a jó szél 
A jó vetés felett. 

 
Berde Mária: Az én apám 

For Father's  Day we present this tribute to the author's Dad, a Protestant 
minister in Transylvania. 

Berde Mária (1889 – 1939) was born in County Szolnok-Doboka in Transylvania, 
daughter of a Protestant minister and theology professor who taught at the famed 
Reformed College of Nagyenyed (founded in 1622. In the mid-nineteenth century, 
the Kolozsvár teacher training college was transferred there also.)  She studied Eng-
lish and German in Munich, and contracted TB during her student years.  Returning 
to Hungary, she taught German and Hungarian at a girls' business school in Nagy-
várad.  Writing mainly short stories and novels,  for a couple of years Mária was the 
editor of the literary journal Zord Idı. She also published two volumes of po-
etry: Seherezádé himnusza (1929), and Istenes ének (1939). She was one of the 
founders and editor-in-chief of Dolgozó Nı (Working Woman). Her life's work in-
cludes translation of the poems of Mihai Eminescu.  

 
Trianon — 

Who Cares Anymore? 
 

EPF 
 

The Treaty of Trianon, imposed 
on Hungary by the Allies and 
signed on June 4th, 1920, de-
prived Hungary of 71% of its ter-
ritory, half her total population, 
up to 90% of her vast natural 
resources, industry, railways and 
other infrastructure.  As posted 
by the American Hungarian Fed-
eration, “Millions of Hungarians 
saw borders arbitrarily redrawn 
around them, without plebiscites, 
ignoring President Wilson’s lofty 
goal of national selfdeter- 
mination. The absurd treaty ig-
nored a millenni(um) of nation 
building and age-old cultural af-
filiations, created arbitrary bor-
ders and new countries, and cre-
ated millions of new minorities 
who today struggle for survival of 
the ethnic identity.” 
 
By the treaty of Trianon, Hun-
gary was divided and distributed 
as follows: 
          103,093 sq.km. (39,650 
sq. mi.) – (3,426 square miles 
more than was left as all of Trun-
cated Hungary!) – given to Ru-
mania 
          61,633 sq.km. (23,705 sq. 
mi.) given to the newly created 
country of Czechoslovakia 
 
3,092 sq. km. (24,266 sq. mi., 
including Croatia) given to the 
newly created country of Yugo-
slavia  
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589 sq km (c 226 sq mi) to 
Poland 
 
          21 sq km (8 sq mi) to 
Italy 
 
 Hungary is the only country 
in the world surrounded by 
itself! 
 
In reply to the question, 
“Who cares any  more?”  I 
offer these thoughts taken 
from the text version of the 
documentary video 
“Transylvania – the Facts”, 
written by Lajos Kazár, PhD 
of Canberra, Australia pub-
lished in 1989. 
 
“We should (also) note that 
at the time of the establish-
ment of Hungary at the end 
of the 9th century, there 
were – according to objec-
tive historical records – no 
Roumanians (sic!), Serbs, 
Czechs, or Ruthenians in the 
Carpathian Basin. “p. 6)” 
 They came in mainly as 
refugees over the course of 
later centuriesRumania was 
established as a kingdom 
only in 1881, with the unifi-
cation of the Principalities of 
Wallachia and Moldavia. 
 
“Project your country into a 
position similar to Hun-
gary’s! 
 
“Purely for argument’s sake, 
let’s assume that your country allows 
in migrant shepherds, itinerant labor-
ers, but mainly refugees, of some 
ethnic group who subsequently settle 
there and enjoy the hospitality ac-
corded them; they become citizens, 
and their descendents stay in your 
country for centuries without being 
forced to speak its language.  Sup-
pose further that one day your coun-
try is disastrously defeated, and the 
descendents of the shepherds, itiner-
ant laborers and masses of refugees, 

who have found a new home in your 
country, suddenly ally themselves 
with their ethnic brothers on the side 
of your enemies, and with the help 
of your enemies their ethnic brothers 
take away one-third of your country 
(this refers to Rumania alone! Ed.), 
claiming that it was their forebears, 
not your forebears who had first cre-
ated state in your country. 
 
“How would you feel then? 
 

“And assume further that under 
your new masters your universi-
ties and other cultural institu-
tions are gradually taken over, 
your own towns and streets, 
etc. renamed in a foreign lan-
guage, and even the inscrip-
tions on the tomb stones in 
your cemeteries are changed to 
suit the new masters!  How 
would you feel then? 
 
“And what would you say if 
teachers appointed by your new 
masters were telling your chil-
dren in school and elsewhere 
that your forebears and yourself 
are ‘homeless vagabonds’ who 
have no rightful place in the 
state except on sufferance?”  
 
Can Native Americans forget the 
grave injustices inflicted on 
their people? 
 
Neither can we forget the grave 
injustices inflicted on our peo-
ple! 

Trianon memorial in Hatvan, created by Tóth 
Dávid in 2011. June 4th was declared Day of 
National Connection during the previous year.  



Happy Tenth Anniversary – to Us!  
By: Erika Papp Faber  
 
I t ’s been a whole decade since Magyar News Onl ine came on the scene, to replace the pr int 
Magyar News that had been wri tten, edi ted and publ ished single-handedly by Joseph Balogh 
for 17 years.   When he stopped producing i t ,  a group of us  decided to make i t an on- l ine 
publ ication,  w ith Bob  Kranyik  as  our very enthusiastic Editor  . 
 
Our first issue was dated June-July, 2007 (since we really didn’t know what we were doing!)  But we felt our 
way, and although we had color photos, our header was still black and white.  By December, we had a color 
photo with our header, but it was not until February 2008 that we introduced our present colorful header. 
In these ten years, we reported on all kinds of Hungarian-related happenings, here in Connecticut, the Tri-State 
area or elsewhere in the US as well as in Hungary – some happy, some sad; on outstanding accomplishments 
by Magyars around the world; on historic and cultural events, customs and traditions. We have presented biog-
raphies of famous writers, historic figures, inventors, explorers and adventurers.  We have looked at the history 
of Hungarian immigrants in the Bridgeport and Norwalk areas.  (A hundred years ago, Bridgeport, CT had a 
Magyar population of 100,000, drawn here by the employment opportunities offered by local industry.) 
We have tried to showcase Hungarian talent, wherever it pops up, and to brag a little about the accomplish-
ments of Hungarian athletes.  
 
In other words, we have tried to make you proud to be of Hungarian heritage, and we hope we have suc-
ceeded!  And we look forward to our next ten years! 
 
Thank you for your interest.  Please let us know how we’re doing.  We would like to hear from you, our Read-
ers. 
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Recovery of a Monumental Feszty Painting  
By: Éva Wajda 
 
A sensational discovery was made this spr ing in Arad,  where a painting by the famous art ist 
Feszty Árpád was rescued from obscur i ty after hal f  a century.   In the 1950s, the tryptich was 
covered, and in 1977,  i t  was rol led up and stored in the museum’s basement to hide i t  from 
the regime.   

After almost half a century, Feszty 
Árpád’s triptych entitled  “Christ’s 
Burial” came to light again on 
March 1st, 2017, at the Arad 
County Museum of Fine Arts.  This 
colossal artwork was stored in the 
museum’s basement for safekeep-
ing since 1977, rolled up on a 
drum or cylinder. 
 
Present at this sensational event 
were members of the Kölcsey Art 
Association (Kölcsey Egyesület) of 
Arad, the museum’s manager, the 
mayor of Arad, and Hungarian and 
Rumanian art experts and restor-
ers.  To the great surprise of eve-
ryone, the first painting that was 
unrolled was of King Mathias 
(Mátyás király) by Liezen-Mayer 
Sándor, followed by the three 
pieces of the triptych, the first of 
which was the largest of the three, 
the 7 meter long “Funeral Proces-
sion”.  
 
Painter and art restorer Szent-

királyi Miklós Béla reported that it 
took professional know-how  and 
care to unroll and remove the four 
paintings –  the triptych and the 
Liezen-Mayer picture.  It was 
feared that they would be greatly 
damaged, but to their surprise 
most parts were in good condi-
tion.  The specialists noted, how-
ever, that because they were 
rolled and  rerolled many times for 
several decades as they were be-
ing shipped, there was damage on 
the edges and the corners, and 
they could not tell at first glance 
what had been previously restored 
and painted.  The most important 
parts, however, the faces, are 
in  perfect condition.  The wood 
stretcher will also have to be re-
placed where the originals were 
lost.  It  will take at least six 
months,  according to the art re-
storers, to repair the damages.  It 
has not been decided where this 
would take place, either in Hun-
gary or in Rumania. 

It was due to the efforts and per-
sistence of the Kölcsey Association 
for the last 27 years that this sen-
sational event was achieved.  The 
cost to restore the paintings could 
run into millions of Euros, and it 
will be up to the County manage-
ment to find the sources to 
fund this work. 
 
Feszty Árpád (1856-1914) was 
born in Ógyalla, Hungary  (now 
Slovakia).  His ancestors were Ger-
man settlers.  His father, Silvester 
Rehrenbeck, an affluent landowner 
at  Ógyalla, was ennobled by the 
Emperor in 1887 and the family 
took the name Martosi Feszty, or 
Feszty von Martos in Ger-
man.  Feszty studied in Munich, 
and later in Vienna (1880-
81).  After his return to Hun-
gary,  he became famous by his 
two works entitled  
”Golgota” (Calvary) and  
”Bányaszerencsétlenség”   
(Accident in a Mine).   



Several of his smaller paintings 
are in the Hungarian National 
Gallery in Budapest. Among his 
best known frescoes are those 
that adorn the walls of the Buda-
pest Opera House. 
 
Feszty lived in Florence, Italy, 
from 1899 to 1902 with his wife 
Jókai Róza, also a painter (the 
adopted daughter of Jókai Mór 
and granddaughter of his wife, 
Laborfalvi Róza, the famous ac-
tress) when he painted the 
monumental 13 meter long and 4 
meter high triptych, the  “Burial 
of Christ”.  First exhibited in Bu-
dapest in 1903,  he later sent the 
paintings on an international tour 
and to Arad in 1913, the exhibit 
coinciding with the opening of 
the Palace of Culture in that 
city.  He died on June 1st, 1914. 
 
He is best known for another 
monumental commissioned work, 
his cyclorama, a circular pano-
ramic painting, oil on canvas, 
depicting the arrival of the Hun-
garians in the Carpathian Basin in 
895, ”A magyarok bejövetele”.  It 
was completed in 1884 for the 
1000th anniversary of the event, 
with the help of many noted 
painters including Barcsay Jenı, 
Mihalik Dániel and Mednyánszky 
László.   The size of that painting 
is 50 feet tall by almost 400 feet 
in length, or 15 x 120 meters. 
The canvas was later transported 
to London for the 1899 Great 
Britain Exhibition, and brought 
back to Budapest in  1909. It was 
seriously damaged during WWII, 
and for safekeeping  it was cut 
up in 8 meter long pieces, rolled 
up and stored in various museum 
warehouses.  It was restored in 
1995 and is on exhibit at  Ópusz-
taszer National Heritage Park in 
Hungary. 
 
Eva Wajda is a member of Ma-
gyar News Online Editorial Board. 



Lajtha László  
By: Olga Vállay Szokolay  
 

A decade or two ago the “Three 
Tenors” – Pavarotti, Domingo and 
Carreras – were the popular oper-
atic singing group.  Although the 
Italian Pavarotti, with his exuberant 
stage presence eclipsed the two 
Spaniards, they promoted people’s 
appreciation of opera.  This 
“triumvirate” reminded me of the 
three famous Hungarian ethno-
musicologists: Kodály Zoltán, 
Bartók Béla and Lajtha 
László.  While Kodály and Bartók 
(MNO, December, 2014 and March, 
2015, respectively) have become 
quasi household names, their dec-
ade younger colleague, Lajtha has 
been gaining recognition mostly 
posthumously. 
 
On June 30th, the musical world will 
be celebrating his 125thbirthday. 
 
The Lajtha Family left the most in-
fluential imprint on my childhood 
and my life. 
 
We lived in the same apartment 
house in Buda, just a stone’s throw 
away from the Danube.  Gyuri bácsi 
and Ilus néni were my parents’ best 
friends and we spent six weeks of 
Budapest’s siege together in the 
shelter of the building’s cellar.  For 
Christmas 1944, Ilus néni, an ac-
complished painter, gave me my 
first watercolor set and started me 
off in its use that earned me some 
prizes decades later.  Gyuri bácsi 
taught son, György and me to play 
chess and bridge, both useful pas-
times in the endless hours of the 
siege and happily ever after.  And 
their little daughter, Ildikó let me 
try her little skis on the snowed-in 
piles of dirt in the yard.  That intro-
duced me into the ecstasy of imag-
ined flying. 
 
Next Christmas, their family sur-
prised me with my first pair of 
skis!  In January, Ildikó, György 
and I spent a day on one of the 

hills surrounding Buda, receiving 
our first ski lesson from their older 
cousin, Ábel.  He was a great in-
structor who taught us the most 
important tools of the sport: how to 
fall safely when all else fails, and 
how to get up from a fall.  This sin-
gle lesson equipped me with confi-
dence for life, enabled me to be-
come an expert recreational skier 
and thus even created a lifetime 
bond with my husband. 

 

Ábel was the younger son of Gyuri 
bácsi’s older brother, Lajtha 
László who, encyclopedically, was 
 
“…the most significant composer, 
ethno-musicologist and music peda-
gogue alongside Bartók and Kodály 
in the first half of the 
20th century.  He was also active as 
a pianist, conductor, church musi-
cian, music historian.” 
 
He composed nine symphonies, 10 
string quartets, beside other works, 
and after Liszt Ferenc, was the only 
Hungarian elected member of the 
French Academy. 
 
Here I do not attempt to echo pro-
fessional accolades that can be am-
ply found in sources of musicol-
ogy.  Rather, I wish to pay homage 
to an exemplary man, a humanitar-
ian of the highest principles. 
 
                                                   

          *** 
In my youth I met “Laci bácsi” a 
few times.  As the crow flies, the 
two brothers, with their respective 
families, lived equidistant from the 
Gellért-hegy: László on the Pest 
side, near the end of Váczi utca, 
György on the Buda side, on Buda-
foki út. 
 
They were the sons of a well-to-do 
and educated couple: Lajtha Pál, 
owner of a leather factory, and 
Wiesel Ida, from Transylvania.  The 
father played the violin well, com-
posed some and had ambitions to 
become a conductor.  The mother 
was an amateur singer and pian-
ist.  More or less in keeping with 
customs of the times, theirs was an 
arranged marriage in which the 
bride had been told that love would 
develop with married life.  In their 
case, it did. After Pál’s death, Ida 
was forever mourning him as the 
love of her life. 
 
Son László seemed quite a child 
prodigy who started to read at age 
year-and-a-half.  At age six he be-
gan piano lessons and began com-
posing first at age seven.  He devel-
oped an interest in French music 
early. 
 
When he became acquainted with 
Debussy he could not understand 
his music but was deeply touched 
by its sensitivity.  In the first years 
of the 1900’s, he wrote ambitious 
scores in Debussy’s style.  At age 
15, he was admitted into the pre-
paratory piano class of the Buda-
pest Academy of Music, where he 
also studied composing with 
Herzfeld and Kodály, obtaining a 
diploma in 1913. 
 
Since his parents objected to a ca-
reer in music, to abide by their 
wishes he simultaneously earned a 
PhD in political science.  Meanwhile, 
he was enjoying Bach’s music and 
studied in Leipzig, also in Geneva 
and ultimately in Paris.  There he 
had the privilege of attending pre-
mieres of some Debussy and Stra-



vinsky works.  The musical atmos-
phere of the city made him realize 
that instead of the prevalent flow-
ery post-romantic style he had to 
find new ways, develop his own 
musical language. 
 
While still a student in 1910, László 

started his folk music research in 
Bartók’s footsteps.  Transylvania 
was his main terrain 
and established his musical identity, 
consisting of folk elements inter-
twined with inspiration of the Paris 
school. 
 

His first opus was composed 
and published in the pre-WWI 
years and seemed to start a 
splendid career.  Yet at age 
22, fueled by patriotism and a 
sense of duty, he volunteered 
to serve on the front as an 
artillery officer in 1914. He 
was wounded twice and was 
decorated, but the medals 
could not compensate for his 
lost years.  During those 
years he composed only his 
Piano Sonata. 
 
At the very beginning of 
WWI, Lajtha met the lovely 
drama school student, Hollós 
Róza.  She was also an ac-
complished lute player and 
the two had a lively corre-
spondence during the 
war.  Both their families ob-
jected to their marriage: his 
for fear of an actress’ ques-
tionable reputation, hers for 
worries about a musician’s 
insecure finances.  After some 
tumultuous episodes of their 
engagement, it was Bartók 
who reunited the two lov-
ers.  They eloped and, hadn’t 
it been for the “slings and ar-
rows of outrageous fortune”, 
would have lived happily ever 
after. They had two brilliant 
sons – László Jr., who later 
became a world renowned 
cancer researcher in England, 
and Ábel (of ski instructor 
fame!), pupil and associate of 
Nobel laureate professor 
Szent-Györgyi, neuro-chemist 
and brain researcher in the 
U.S.  “Rózsi neni” was a per-
fect wife and unconditional 
partner to her husband, in all 
facets of life.  She lived her 

life for him and devoted even her 
almost three-decade widowhood to 
promote recognition and apprecia-
tion of her husband’s memory. 
 
Between the two wars, Lajtha was 
becoming better known.  Bartók 
called him an exceptionally talented 

Top: "Gyuri bácsi" and "Laci bácsi" c. 1895; Hollós Róza; László in WW I; 2nd row: 
László, 1920; Lajtha, 1954; Lajtha bust at Károlyi kert; bottom row: Lajtha plaque 

and fountain; Dr. Lajtha Ildikó.  



and courageous composer, compara-
ble only to Kodály.  Lajtha’s interna-
tional fame grew significantly with 
the Coolidge Prize awarded for his 
String Quartet No.3.  The prestigious 
firm Leduc in Paris became his pub-
lisher and their relationship lasted 
until his death.  He met and main-
tained connections with Paul Valéry, 
Thomas Mann, T.S. Eliot, Hindemith, 
Bartók, Kodály as well as Prokofiev 
who had dinner at the Lajtha’s be-
fore returning to Russia.  Our musi-
cian, with his simple humanity, could 
be counted among the best poets, 
writers, painters, fellow composers 
and performers of the time. 
 
Lajtha’s proverbial eclecticism was 
rooted in his lifelong dual affinity to 
East and West.  To him, “East” 
meant mainly Transylvania, while 
“West” – in contrast to the popular 
Germanic point of view – indicated 
Latin culture, focused on Paris.  This 
duality resulted in his music being 
considered French in style in Hun-
gary, while in France it was consid-
ered Hungarian folklore.  As a com-
poser, he himself found folk music 
an escape from the dead-end street 
of Romanticism. 
 
Soon after returning from the front, 
he was appointed to teach at the 
National School of Music in 
1919.  His multifaceted talents en-
abled him to teach a variety of sub-
jects, from composing to chamber 
music, theory and history of mu-
sic.  He introduced folk music into 
the curriculum.  The long line of his 
pupils included many world-famous 
Hungarian conductors and other mu-
sicians. 
 
For a couple of years Lajtha was the 
musical director of the Budapest Ra-
dio, where he re-organized their or-
chestra’s structure and upgraded 
programming.  In this capacity, he 
banned the broadcasting of his own 
works. 
 
Inheriting the role of Presbyter from 
his father, László was an active Cal-

vinist.  His wife came from a Catholic 
family but he never had any preju-
dice about religions.  During the Nazi 
persecution, through his Church and 
privately, he hid and aided many 
Jews.  Resenting and avoiding Na-
zism as well as Communism, his only 
affiliation was Humanism. 
 
In 1947, he accepted an invitation to 
London to write the musical score for 
the movie made of T.S. Eliot’s drama 
“Murder in the Cathedral”.  He and 
his family went to live in England for 
a year.  At the expiration of his con-
tractual period in 1948, Lajtha was 
warned by friends not to return to 
Hungary, but his heart drew him 
back. While his sons (in their 20s) 
opted to stay in the West, the couple 
did not.  Since his western connec-
tions and bourgeois background 
were frowned upon and his political 
stance was rather obvious, he was 
not issued a passport, thus could not 
see his sons and their families for 14 
years.  His works were never played 
in his homeland while he became 
increasingly popular abroad. 
 
But surprise!  In 1951, Lajtha László 
was awarded the Kossuth Prize!  How 
could it happen in the darkest era?! 
Well, the answer is tricky.  ”Murder 
in the Cathedral” won a prize in Ven-
ice and Lajtha’s international acclaim 
could no longer be kept a secret.  To 
divert attention from his composing, 
the Prize was awarded for 
his collecting of folk music.  He first 
wanted to refuse the honor, but that 
would have signified open resis-
tance.  Thus, he reluctantly accepted 
it but distributed the considerable 
amount of money associated with 
the award among those in greater 
need, such as friends who had been 
deported by the government to inter-
nal exile the same year. 
 
It was not until 1962 that the Lajthas 
could travel again, see their sons and 
meet their families.  László could ful-
fill his long overdue professional obli-
gations in Oslo, London, Paris, Monte 
Carlo.  Filled with plans and energy, 

shortly upon his return home, his 
second heart attack suddenly robbed 
him of life prematurely at age 70, on 
February 1, 1963. 
                                                    

         *** 
Prior to her own death in 1990, Rózsi 
néni left the care of her husband’s 
memory to his niece, Dr. Lajtha 
Ildikó.  “Little Ildikó” (of kiddie-skis 
fame!) obliged and created a monu-
mental Lajtha László heri-
tage.  Although she had started the 
idea of her uncle’s statue at the 
Károlyi kert in Budapest, she was 
prevented from attending its unveil-
ing in 2015 by her own premature 
death in 2013. 
 
The Greenwich Symphony Orchestra 
will perform Lajtha 
László’s Sinfonietta No. 2 on Novem-
ber 18th and 19th. 
 
Olga Vállay Szokolay is an architect 
and Professor Emerita of Norwalk 
Community College, CT after three 
decades of teaching.  She is a mem-
ber of the Editorial Board of Magyar 
News Online.  
 

”Folkmini” –  
a Distinctive 

 Regional Costume 
By: EPF  

 
A group of six villages along the 
lower Garam River have a rather un-
usual folk costume.  

 
There are 6 Hungarian villages by 
the river Garam, now located in Slo-
vakia, which are called  
”kurtaszoknyás hatfalu” (six villages 
of short skirts). They are Bart, Bény, 
Garampáld, Kéménd, Kisgyarmat and 
Kıhídgyarmat. (A seventh one, Ki-
csind, relinquished this girls’ wear – 
which is always accompanied by high 
red boots – in 1945.) These villages 
are located where  
Palócföld and Kisalföld meet, north 
of Esztergom. 
 



Some say this fashion goes back to 
the ancient Hungarians, who rode 
horseback, and such short skirts 
made it easier for girls to ride.  An-
other version of its origin relates that 
the Turkish pasha of Esztergom liked 
Hungarian women, and decreed they 
should shorten their skirts so he 
could admire more of their charms. 
The women followed his orders, cut-
ting off a strip from the bottom of 
the skirt, but adding the same width 
of material to the waist, so the over-
all effect was the same.  The length-
ened waist adds to the ”folkmini’s” 
unique look.   
 
Skirt lengths changed at various 
times.  In the 1830’s, an English 
traveler related that the girls in the 
area covered their faces like the 
Turks, but  their skirts were so short 
that they did not reach the top of 
their boots.  A hundred years later, 
photographs show skirts reaching 
half way down the girls’ calves.  To-
day, they once again come only to 
above the knee. 
 
The distinctive form of the costume 
is achieved by a cushion fastened 
several inches below the waist. Over 
this are draped a dozen gathered 
skirts, each a bit shorter than the 
bottom one.  Most skirts have a dou-
ble hem, with a wide ruche inside, to 
provide support. 
 

(Source: ”Nini, folkmini! A kur-
taszoknyásfalvak nıi viselete”, net-
folk.blog.hu) 
 

Tokaji kifli  
By: Karolina Tima Szabó  
 

Here is the recipe for one 
of the cookies prepared for 
Karol ina's  sister 's wed-
ding.  I t  may be somewhat 
messy to prepare, but the 
result is  worth the effort. 
 

 
1 ½ cup flour 
1 stick butter 
¼ cup sugar 
1 level tsp baking powder 
3 egg yolks (save egg whites) 
1-2 Tbsp sour cream 
lemon juice 
  
Preheat oven to 350 °. 
Work butter into flour with a 
fork.  Mix in the rest of the ingre-
dients except the egg 
whites.  Make dough and roll out 
to ¼” thick. 
Beat the three egg whites with 1 cup 
granulated sugar and a ½ tsp lemon 
juice until stiff. 
 
Spread the egg whites over the 
dough.  Cut it with a moon-shaped 
cookie cutter or a round cutter, us-
ing only one side, so the cookie will 

shape like a crescent.  Place on a 
baking sheet and bake for about 
10-12 minutes. 
 
When cookies are cooled, spread 
one with apricot preserve and top 
with another piece. 
 
Please note: I roll the dough in a 
square shape.  This way you will 
not have too many pieces left, 
since you cannot work them to-
gether with the egg whites on 
top. 
 

Also if the egg whites are too soft, I 
beat them over boiling water to 
make them stiffer. 

 

Lakodalom van a mi 
utcánkba…  
Karolina Tima Szabó   

 

The f irst  wedding,  the one that  
lef t  an ever last ing memory was 
when my sister Eszt i got  mar-
r ied.   (Of course,  because I 
was a br idesmaid!)  Here is the 
story of  a vi l lage wedding .  
 

I don’t want to jump ahead.  Before all 
the preparations began, the groom 
asked his father or his best man to go 
with him to the bride’s parents to ask 
them for their daughter’s hand in mar-
riage.  Why make all the preparations 
if the answer would be no?  (Of course 
it was very unusual to have no for an 
answer, since the young couple long 
ago had agreed to get married.)  The 
poem of the best man usually was a 
short poem, and went like this: 
 



Respected parents of the beautiful Böske, 
I am here on behalf of my nephew, Joe,  
Who is a worthy young man, everyone knows.  
I will not beat around the bush a minute longer,  
In marriage for him I ask the hand of your daughter. 
 
Soon after, during the engagement dinner, the ring was put 
on the bride’s left ring finger. 
A wedding was a big deal in a small village, especially when 
one’s sister was getting married.  
The wedding dinner was usually at the groom’s parents’ 
home, but each side contributed to the feast. 
 
A week before the wedding, the women would be cleaning, 
then baking and cooking for the big day.  All the relatives 
were involved, and took part in the preliminaries.  Aunts 
brought flour, eggs, live chickens to contribute to the 
feast.  Days before they all came and started baking, first 
the cookies, then the delicious pastries.   
Every dinner started with soup, so a day before the wed-
ding my aunts cleaned the chicken, vegetables and made 
the soup.  My mother made her fine hair-thin soup noodles 
for which she was famous.  Even in her older age, she 

made her noodles for 
every wedding. 
 
The wedding wasn’t just 
a one dish meal!  When 
the soup was ready, 
they sliced up the meat 
for frying, roasting, 
ground it for meat-
loaf.  Ribs, the famous   
pecsenye, stuffed cab-
bage, meat loaf, 
breaded chicken or pork 
cutlets were prepared. 
 
The men of the family 
put up the tent, or in 
case it was too cold, 
they emptied the front 
room, set up the tables 
and chairs in a U-

shape.  All the meat dishes were prepared on the day of the 
wedding, and the close relatives would bring cakes, home-
made or purchased, one prettier than the other, chocolate, 
walnut, vanilla, mocha, etc… 
 
The groom’s relatives and friends went to the groom’s par-
ents’ house, the bride’s to the bride’s family’s house.  Usu-
ally an afternoon snack (uzsonna) was served to the 
guests. 
Then it was time for the bride to get dressed.  Here came 
the groom’s family!  The first attendant (vıfély) would stop 
at the door, and when the door opened he would state his 
reason for being here: 
 
Our worthy Groom has requested 
That I ask for his Bride’s hand for him. 

Don’t worry, I hope and believe 
That our Groom will be a faithful and caring husband. 
Entrust this flower to his care, 
For he loves her truly, and has worked so hard for her.He 
will strive with all his might to make her happy, 
He won’t make her sad for anything. 
Dear Parents, let her go without worrying, 
She will have it as good with her husband 
As if she was at home. 
May they live in love, hope and faith, 
God will be with them even there. 
May sadness be far from them, 
And happiness radiate from everyone’s face.... 
 
The bride stepped out of the house, and on the arm of the 
first vıfély, was ready to go.  First in line were the two best 
men (násznagyok).  They were usually an uncle of the 
groom and bride, or an older brother or brother-in-law, fol-
lowed by the bride with the first attendant (elsı vıfély), 
then the groom with the maid of honor, and the relatives 
and friends.  They walked first to the town hall for the civil 
ceremony, then to the church. 
 
After the minister finished his sermon, he asked the new 
pair to put on the rings.  Here is what the groom said be-
fore taking the ring from the bride's left hand and putting it 
this time on her right ring finger: 
 
During my life my parents’ hands led me, 
As I let them go I took yours to be with me. 
I am nervous as I speak,  
But asking you still I will:  
Before your father I ask you, 
Will you be my wife forever, will you? 
I promise, I’ll be faithful, love you to the end,  
With you by my side my life will be the best. 
 
Leaving the church, the procession would go to the groom’s 
parents’ house for the reception.  Tables were all set, cov-
ered with white tablecloths, set with dishes, stemware and 
glasses.  Bottles with red and white wine sat on each table. 
 
The bride and the groom were seated in the middle section 
of the prepared tables, with the two best men on each side, 
then the attendants and the rest of the relatives and friends 
around.  After all took their seats, the women brought in 
the food. 
 
Here is a vıfély speech before dinner: 
 
Dear guests! 
The tables are set,  
The food will come next. 
I don’t want to eat cold soup and this and that,  
I’m going to the kitchen to call on the chef.    
Be back soon, you’ll see,  
If not before, than by New Year’s Eve. 
 
First the soup is served, one tureen on each table. Here 



is the chef’s poem when they brought in the soup: 
 
I brought in the soup with angel hair noodles, 
It has spices, salt, pepper and whatever it takes. 
It has chicken and the rooster too, 
Like the best man, who is old but frisky too.  
 
During the meal, hallgató music was played.  The violin 
cried, like the bride’s mother’s heart aching for her daugh-
ter.  
 
After the soup, the meat dishes were served with all the 
dressings: 
 
I brought in some pecsenye, two of a kind, 
Pork and rooster and chicken, so far.    
How I got to them I tell you so, 
The rooster was after the chicken, oh no! 
I ran after them, I got them both.  
I twisted their necks and cleaned them too.. 
Pushed them in a tepsi,  
Put on pepper, salt (clever of me!), 
Baked them in the oven to color golden brown,  
Fit even for a king, and I’m not a clown.   
 
After the meal, the ladies came in with the cakes.  First 
they went around to each table to show the cakes, then 
they placed one or two at each table.  All the pastries fol-
lowed.  
 
Sometime close to the end of dinner the gypsies started to 
play dance music.  The mother forgot all her worries about 
her daughter.  She saw what a fine family she was join-
ing.  She grabbed her nászúr (groom’s father) and started 
to dance.  Finally all, young and old were dancing 
the csárdás, polka, waltz, etc… 
 
During the dinner, uninvited people, called  
tátogatók gathered by the window to see the bride 
(menyasszony) and the wedding guests.  The lady of the 
house would make up plates with meat and pastry and 
bring them out to them, later even bottles of wine. 
 
At midnight, it was time for the bride’s dance 
(menyasszonyi tánc).  The bride changed from her wedding 
gown to a red with white polka dots new wife’s 
(menyecske) dress.  The best man took a bowl and a spoon 

and started to yell, “The bride is for sale (eladó a meny- 
asszony)”, while hitting the bowl with the spoon.  Guests 
put money in the bowl if they wanted to  dance with the 
bride.  When all the quests had danced, it was the groom’s 
turn.  He put money in the bowl and took his new wife for a 
dance.  When not too many people were watching, he 
picked her up, and ran with her, trying to get away unno-
ticed.  He was not always successful, because all the young 
men stood guard, and they stopped him. 
 
During the dance, the women cleared the tables and set 
them up for a midnight meal; hurka, kolbász were in the 
oven to be served. 
 
In the morning, everybody was either tired or partially tipsy 
(spicces) and slowly they all went home. 
 
As we know, this kind of village wedding is all but a mem-
ory.  Wedding receptions are now held in restaurants or 
halls and the food is catered. 
 
I am happy to have those memories, which bring back sim-
pler times, when we were there to help each other, and 
celebrated together the beginnings of a new couple’s lives 
together. 
 
By the way, my sister and her husband have been married 
for 57 years.  I was fortunate to be able to attend their 
50thanniversary in 2010! 
 
Karolina Tima Szabo is a retired Systems Analyst of the 
Connecticut Post newspaper and Webmaster of Magyar 
News Online.  She is the proud grandmother of two. 
 

Did you know ...  
 
... that a Hungarian pianist, 30 year old Fejérvári 
Zoltán won first prize at the 2017 CMIM (Concours 
Musical International de Montréal) on May 10th?  In 
the final round of the competition, Fejérvári played 
Bartók’s Third Piano Concerto, accompanied by the 



Montreal Symphony Orchestra di-
rected by Calus Peter Flor.  
 
... that among 66 national teams 
competing in the final phase of the 
Kayak-Canoe World Championship 
races in Szeged this May, Hungar-
ian teams won 13 medals – 7 gold, 
3 silver and 3 bronze – putting 
them at the top of the list?  In the 
3000 m kayak relay, the first and 
third team winners were Hungar-
ian.  (First place: Takács Tamara 
and Kopasz Bálint; third place: 
Lucz Dóra and Németh Viktor 
Máté). 
 
It is also of interest that in the 
3000 m canoe relay, where an-
other Hungarian team (Lakatos 
Zsanett and Kiss 
Tamás) won first 
place, half the sec-
ond-placed Canadian 
team was also Hun-
garian:  Roland 
Varga, born in 1990, 
who proudly asserts 
that he lived in Hun-
gary until he was 15 
years of age.  He had 
won first place in the 
Hungarian National 
Championship in the 
C4 1000 m and 500 
m meets in 2004, 
placed second in the 
Canadian Champion-
ship C1 category in 
2009, and in 2010 
placed first in the C2 
500 m Canadian 
Championship.  In 
2010, Roland also 
took second place in 
the Pan American 
Championship C4 
competition. 
 
... that a cellar net-
work dating back to 
the time of St. László 
(reigned from 1077 

until his death in 
1095),  has been dis- 
 
covered in Pannon-
halma?  Examining 
some of the wall tiles 
by laboratories of the 
ELTE (Eötvös Lóránd 
Tudományos Egye-
tem) University, the 
cellars lying 8 meters 
(c. 24 ft.) below 
ground, have been 
identified as having 
been built into the 
walls between 1073 
and 1157.  The ab-
bacy’s brick-works 
date from approxi-
mately the same time. 

Hungarian Picnic 
Wallingfordi Magyar Református Egy-

ház évi piknikje  

105 South Cherry St,  

Wallingford, CT   

12:00 noon.  

Tel 203-269-4827 

Sok finom magyar étel 

 

The Wallingford Hungarian Reformed 

Church Annual Picnic, 105 S. Cherry 

St, Wallingford, CT. Hungarian food 

will be served.  

Everyone welcome. 


