
This is the story of the insurrection 
that saved Sopron and some of  the 
surrounding area from falling into 
Austrian hands, as decreed by the 
nefarious Treaty of Trianon. 
 
In November of 1918, before an armi-
stice had even been reached, before 
the peace treaties had been drawn 
up, the Austrian state council pre-
sented its detailed proposal for the 
annexation of Hungarian areas it 
claimed on the basis of German eth-
nicity.  Although Austria had dragged 
Hungary into World War I despite 
Hungarian opposition, it was a fel-
low loser of the war, and now wanted 
to take over the cities of Pozsony and 
Sopron, parts of Vas County and part 
of the Fertı tó area. Hungarians were 
infuriated!  But the Treaty of Trianon, 
forced on Hungary by the Allies, con-
firmed the Austrian demands – of a 
loser taking from a fellow loser!  
 
Even before the points of the Treaty 
(signed on June 4th, 1920) could be 
carried out, the Austrians were al-
ready printing postcards and maps 
showing Sopron as Ödenburg, capital 
of Burgenland province. 
 
As early as April 1919, groups of vol-
unteers – many of them officers and 
veterans of World War I – formed 
what became known as the Rongyos 

Gárda – the Ragged Guard. Their pur-
pose was to preserve Sopron and its 
surrounding area as part of Hungary, 
and to return any territories that 
would be torn away by the peace 
treaty. 
 
Transfer of Sopron and its vicinity to 
Austria was scheduled for August 
27th , 1921.  Hungary reluctantly with-
drew its national troops from the area, 
and sent a transitional gendarme bat-
talion to preserve order.   
  
As the regular Hungarian troops with-
drew, members of the Ragged Guard, 

together with agricultural workers and 
students who had fled from Sel-
mecbánya (Upper Hungary) engaged 
the entering Austrian gendarmes at 
Ágfalva, and put them to flight on Au-
gust 28th.  
 
Fighting broke out also at Pinkafı, 
where 20 insurrectionists, with the 
help of the local population, beat back 
an Austrian force of 200.  
Further, they fought  at  Felsıır, Alhó, 
Fraknó and Németgyirót, beating back 
the Austrians who were marching to 
take over.  For a month and a half, 
they carried on guerilla warfare along 
the entire 200 kilometer border 
stretch, to defend their land from Aus-
trian annexation. 
 
On September 8th, 1921 they con-
fronted Austrian gendarmes for the 
second time at Ágfalva, who now out-
numbered them four to one.  The bat-
tle lasted for four hours, at the end of 
which the Austrians fled by 
train.  There were three Hungarian 
casualties, and contemporary sources 
put the Austrian casualties between 
15 and 30. 
 
On October 4th, the Ragged Guard 
declared that the area was to be 
known as the independent state of 
Lajtabánság to which the Treaty of 
Trianon did not apply.  Felsıır was 
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Al though President  Woodrow W ilson had proclaimed the pr inciple of  Self -Determinat ion of  Peoples 
as the gold standard for al ter ing the map of  Europe af ter World War I,  no prov ision was made in the 
so-cal led peace t reat ies for any such pr inciple.   Certainly not  in the dictated Treaty of  Tr ianon 
which deprived Hungary of  71% of  i ts terr i tory!   
  
I t  is therefore al l  the more astounding that  a plebisci te was actual ly held,  by which some people,  
af fected by the border changes dictator ial ly imposed by powers thousands of  miles away,  were able 
to oppose those border changes and determine thei r  fate for themselves!  
I t  was a v ictory that  was not  easi ly won.  
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declared to be its center.  But it was 
never recognized as a separate entity, 
and was dissolved on November 5th. 
 
At this point the victorious powers re-
alized that some compromise was nec-
essary. In October, a conference was 
held in Venice to resolve the thorny 
problem.  With Italian mediation, a 
plebiscite was finally agreed upon. 
 
On November 23rd, 1921, regulations 
governing the plebiscite were pub-
lished.  They provided for a secret bal-
lot. The inhabitants of Sopron were to 
vote first, to be followed by those of 
the  villages of Fertırákos, Balf, 
Kópháza, Fertıboz, Nagycenk (where 
Széchenyi István’s estate is located), 
Harka, Bánfalva and Ágfalva.  
 
Despite the fact that over half its in-
habitants were of German descent, on 
December 14th, 1921, Sopron voted 
78.2% to stay with Hungary, earning 
for itself the name “Civitas fidelissima” 
– the most loyal city.    This title was 
then added to the city’s coat of arms.   
Of the rural areas, Nagycenk, Kópháza 
and Fertıboz voted to stay with Hun-
gary. 
 
In 2001, the Hungarian government 
declared December 14th the Day of 
Loyalty. 
 
Early in 1922, several more villages 
were able to hold plebiscites.  In this 
way, Narda, Felsıcsatár, Vaskeresztes, 
Horvátlövı, Pornóapáti, Szentpéterfa 
and Ólmod were also able to return to 
Hungary.  Szomoróc (today known as 
Kercaszomoróc) did not have it so 
easy:  it had to resort to insurrection 
in order to stay with the homeland. 
In spite of the dictates of the Treaty of 
Trianon, this restricted, small 
area was the only section of Hun-
gary wherepeople were able to de-
cide their fate for themselves, where 
President Wilson’s principle of self-
determination was actually per-
mitted! 
 
(Most of this information was taken 
from the 2014/8 issue of the historical 
magazine Rubicon.)   
 

Why My Middle 
Name Is Important  
By: Olga Vállay Szokolay  
 
To my Dad’s chagrin, there was no 
Fathers’ Day in Hungary during my 
childhood.  I’m not sure whether that 
has been corrected since.  Either way, 
I find it overdue to compensate him 
for the loss. 

My first name, OLGA, is from my 
mother. 
 
My last name, SZOKOLAY, is from my 
husband. 
 
My middle name, VÁLLAY, is from my 
father and I would find it very unfair 
to leave him out of me.  They all have 
passed and I am their only heir, the 
only guardian of their collective mem-
ory. 

 
Ever since we first met, my father and 
I had been best of friends.  He was a 
merchant marine captain, at sea for 
several months at a time.  That’s why 
our first meeting took place only when 
I was about eight months old and 
Mom felt it safe to travel with me to 
Germany where we embarked on his 
ship, the Badacsony, after midnight. 
She put me down on the bed in Dad’s 
cabin.  He looked at me, I opened my 
eyes from a deep sleep to give him 

a broad smile and drifted back to 
dreamland.  Our friendship thus be-
came sealed forever. 
 
Dad lost his mother when he was 
10.  Their father soon remarried but 
he, his younger brother and their baby 
sister were raised by their loving aunt 
and grandmother in Budapest.  At 14, 
with the help of their uncle, both boys 
were sent to Fiume (now Rijeka), to 
study at the Nautical Academy, the 
school that had also been Regent Hor-
thy’s alma mater.  Having graduated 
at the end of WWI in 1918, in the con-
fusion Dad was not assigned to a ship 
but was enlisted in the Army. 
 
There was an epidemic of dysentery 
among the young soldiers and they 
filled the field hospital at the Croatian 
seafront city of Pula.  My father con-
tracted a bad case of the debilitating 
disease that, in those pre-antibiotic 
days was more frequently lethal than 
not.  By his account, the deceased 
were carried out hourly.  Recognizing 
that this most probably would be his 
own fate, he decided to exit from this 
miserable world pleasurably.  Under 
his bed he had hidden a shoe-boxful 
of his beloved Linzer pastry, baked 
and sent to him by his grandmother.   
He opened the box and ate its con-
tents to the last crumb.  The doctor, 
making his rounds, caught him in the 
act and waved his hand in resignation: 
“Young man, you’ll be carried out of 
here soon…” 
 
Instead, next morning that young man 
walked out from the hospital.  Dec-
ades later, some physician friends as-
sured him that he had done the right 
thing: some ingredients of the Linzer, 
probably the almonds, contain some 
known antidote of dysentery.  Dad’s 
instincts served him right.  Otherwise I 
would not be writing this now… 
 
In time, he had jobs on various ships 
and sailed around much of the world. 
In the mid-twenties, being fed up with 
seasickness, he decided to settle down 
on land.  It was in New Orleans where 
he started a house-painting company, 
and at the same time was adopted  
by a childless older  local Hungarian  

Capt. Vállay József 



couple. Decades later he tried to es-
tablish his American citizenship and 
our immigration on that basis but was 
notified that adoption does not grant 
that privilege. 
 
He wanted to settle permanently in 
the U.S. but went back to marry a 
Hungarian girl.  That part of his plan 
worked. He met my mother, they fell 
in love and they became en-
gaged.  But she refused to move to 
America. So he abandoned his original 
plan and took a job on a Hungarian 
merchant ship, the Tátra  
that, as part of some deal, may have 
sailed under the Panamanian flag af-
ter the war.  They married in 1928 
and, after enjoying some marvelous 
traveling together, had a baby girl in 
1930. 
 
Dad was the captain of the ill-fated 
Tátra when, in early 1931, during a bad 
storm they became shipwrecked on the 
Aegean Sea, near Seriphos.  More pre-
cisely, the cursed ship’s engines 
stopped and the vessel was danger-
ously drifting among the rocky shoals.   
He ordered “Abandon Ship.”  All evacu-
ated into lifeboats, however, one of the 
boats with a dozen men capsized and 
all aboard perished. 
 
By a wicked twist of fate, when a res-
cue ship arrived and tested the en-
gines, they started up like magic, ren-
dering the evacuation unwarranted! My 
father survived the ordeal but became 
the target of a merciless lawsuit.   
Newspapers covered the story on a 
regular basis, blaming him for the un-
necessary death of his men.   
Ultimately, he was exonerated but ar-
rived home to the sad news, that their 
six-month-old firstborn baby girl had 
died of encephalitis. 
 
Although it was the death of one child, 
it was the beginning of life for another: 
me. Upon his acquittal, he became cap-
tain of the Badacsony, where we first 
met. 
 
The Great Depression reached Europe 
somewhat belatedly.  That is how those 
Hungarian ships kept sailing until 1934-
35.  Then, however, all the shipping 
companies went out of business and all 

the personnel had to go home.  Home, 
where there were no jobs. 
 
Dad’s unemployment had me as the 
only beneficiary.  He and I went for 
regular long walks that we both en-
joyed immensely.  He explained to me 
everything we saw, from nature’s work-
ings in flowers, to the sky and its in-
habitants.  The fact that I was inter-
ested in everything delighted him.   
Once my parents and I ran into some 
friends with their son my age, in the 
street, as we both were preschool-
ers.  The adults started chatting as 
usual, of their boring grown-up stuff 
until they began staring at us kids: I 
was walking circles around the boy 
while rotating about myself.  The par-
ents, puzzled, asked what we were do-
ing and I said without hesitation: “I am 
explaining the solar system to Tibi.  He 
is the Sun and I am the Earth.” 
 
In spite of our delightful free time to-
gether, Dad was facing serious financial 
problems.  We were not able to afford 
a place of our own, so at one point, 
during the winter months we lived at 
the summer house of friends, in one of 
the suburbs of Budapest, and at my 
uncle’s apartment in the summer while 
they were vacationing in the coun-
try.  During tourist season, my father 
was occasionally called to be a tour 
guide.  Some of his clients maintained a 

correspondence with him and a dear 
lady from Philadelphia not only sent me 
a Shirley Temple doll with a rich ward-
robe handmade by her, but after the 
war she sent us packages of food and 
clothing that kept us well fed and clad 
in luxury. Dad was also giving language 
lessons in English, Italian and Spanish, 
but that was just about our sole in-
come. 
 
Fortunately, by the time I came of 
school age, my father had a permanent 
job as translator at the Department of 
Defense and finally we could afford to 
rent a small apartment. 
 
Dad always fostered my independence 
and self-reliance.  At age seven, I could 
travel alone in the City, taking street-
cars.  His office was in the Castle Dis-
trict where I loved to meet him, taking 
the funicular (Sikló) from the Chain 
Bridge (Lánchid).  During school vaca-
tions, we attended Mass together at 
the Mátyás Church where he enjoyed 
the acoustics, the fine music and the 
uplifting ambience.  But he claimed that 
one could most intensely feel the pres-
ence of God on sentry duty at the 
bridge of a ship in the middle of the 
night on the ocean.  Although not a 
regularly practicing Catholic, he firmly 
believed in “Deus in pecto,” that God 
was in us, therefore we should never 
do anything unworthy of that.  

My father with his instruments; my first intercontinental trip  



A tavaszi sugár – The Ray of Spring 
Tóth Árpád 
 
A tavaszi sugár aranyburokba fonta 
A zsenge bokrokat, s a bimbók reszketı 
Selyemgubóiból zománcos fényü pompa,  
Ezer szelíd szirom lepkéje tört elı. 
 
A zsongó fák elıtt, a kerti út szegélyén 
A park-ırzı, borús csillámu rácsvasak 
Festékes könnye folyt, sírtak, mert fémük éjén, 
Hiába van tavasz, boldog rügy nem fakad. 
 
Egy lány jött az uton, virággal, sok virággal, 
Mellettem elsuhant, illatja megcsapott, 
Egy-testvér volt talán a fénnyel és a fákkal, 
Eltőnt. Szivem zenélt. Merengve álltam ott. 
 
Bús voltam vagy derős? ki tudja. Ama ritka 
Kelyhő percek közül ragyogva volt ez egy, 
Melyben pezsegve forr kedv és bú drága titka, 
Mint mélyen csillogó, nektár-iző elegy. 
 
Olyan perc volt, midın a vaskos testi érzet 
Kitágul… rezg, s ha kinyúlik a kéz, 
A Nap arany almáját a tenyeredben érzed… 
 
Tóth Árpád (1886 – 1928) was born in 
Arad.  His poems were published in various liter-
ary magazines, including NYUGAT.  Living in 
poverty, he contracted tuberculosis, which 
eventually killed him.  In addition to his poems, 
which dealt mostly with fleeting happiness, he 
translated works from English (Milton, Shelley, 
Keats, Wilde), from French (Baudelaire, Mau-
passant) and Russian (Chekhov).   
 

 

Magyar News Online 
242 Kings Hwy Cut-off 

Fairfield, CT 06824 
www.magyarnews.org 

 
Editor: Erika Papp Faber 

 
Founder, Editor and Publisher 
Emeritus: Joseph F. Balogh 

 
Editorial Board: 

Olga Vallay Szokolay 
Éva Wajda 

Charles Bálintitt 
Eliz Kakas 

 Judith Paolini  
,Paul Soos 
Joseph Ull 

Estevao Arato 
Webmaster: Karolina Szabo 
Assistant Webmaster: 
Zsuzsa Lengyel 

Treasurer : Zita Balogh 
 

 

Besides his regular employment, Dad 
was also adjunct teacher at the Bu-
dapest limited Nautical Academy, 
educating future generations of per-
sonnel for the 10,000-ton Danube-
Black-Sea-sailing Hungarian ships.   
He also continued giving private lan-
guage lessons to youngsters and 
adults.  Again, I was the accidental 
beneficiary, overhearing and absorb-
ing some of the material, reinforced 
by occasional conversations at the 
dinner table when he would say: 
“English has such a suitable expres-
sion for that…”  It made me learn at 
an early age the differences in ways 
of expressing thought, rather than 
translating verbatim. 
 
Dad taught me another precious life 
gift, which was how to sail, basically 
in one lesson, across Lake Balaton. 
 
With his inquisitive, active mind, my 
father was motivated to invent.   
Watching the slabs of ice on the Da-
nube from our apartment windows in 
the winter, he was seriously working 
on the idea of preventing floods by 
ice dams on rivers.  He built models 
representing the problem, without 
ever succeeding. 
 
His creative planning, however, had 
to be soon utilized for more immi-
nent issues.  During the bombing 
phase of WWII, Dad was elected air-
raid protection captain of our large 
apartment house.  Recruiting volun-
teer help from fellow residents, he 
had rudimentary but sturdy bunk 
beds built in the basement, for even-
tual overnight sojourns.  They 
proved to be lifesavers during the 
six-week siege of Budapest.  The 
130 inhabitants’ cooking on one 
small stove was arranged on a 24-
hour schedule.  He also organized 
procurement and rationing of water 
after the central boiler’s supply had 
run out. 
 
Dad put strong emphasis on my get-
ting a college degree, in order to 
ensure that I had independence for 
life. This also would enable me to 
marry for love, not for financial de-
pendence on a husband. 

It worked!  And it made me believe 
firmly that girls, who enjoy a re-
laxed, trusting relationship with their 
father while growing up, would be 
able to relate to men more success-
fully all their lives. 
 
He approved and welcomed my emi-
gration to America with my hus-
band.  We ultimately achieved the 
dream of his youth, and he vicari-
ously enjoyed his first grandchild as 
well as every free heartbeat of ours. 
 
Unfortunately, his own heartbeat 
stopped much too soon.  His second 
stroke took him mere months before 
his 59thbirthday.  The wreath I or-
dered for his funeral had this on the 
ribbon: 
 
“You’ll continue living in us – Olgi 
and Family” 
  
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. 



Gazy Brothers Farms 
Celebrates Its 100th 
Anniversary  
By: Judit Vasmatics Paolini  
 

The end of the 19th century saw a mass 
exodus from the rural sections of Hungary 

to America.  Many came to Connecticut 

from Boldogkıváralja, settling in the 

Greater Bridgeport area.  This is the story 

of one such immigrant family. 

 

Gazy Brothers Farms in Oxford, CT 
celebrates its 100th anniversary this 
year.  On a warm spring day, I had the 
pleasure of visiting the farm and meet-
ing Ed Gazy, the third generation who 
tills and cultivates this land.  First and 
foremost, the value of the farm con-
sists of the produce and vegetables 
which are the fruits of the family’s la-
bor.  No, no one works the land alone; 
after all, it is an impossible task.   
Today, Ed’s children —Dominic, Rose-
ann, Nicholas and Albert — share his 
commitment and passion in tilling the 
soil. Furthermore, Ed is joined by two 
of his brothers, Peter and Tony; they 
also have some hired help. 
 
Ah!  The story of the farm actually be-
gins with József Gazsi who is Ed’s 
grandfather.  József was born in Bol-
dogkıváralja, Hungary in 1882.  He 
immigrated to America in 1890.  It may 
be worth noting that he did not immi-
grate with the rest of his family who 
had arrived sometime earlier.  Finan-
cially it was not feasible. He was left in 
Hungary with a calf. When he had 
raised it and was successful in selling 
it, he was able to purchase his passage 
here.  He was probably accompanied 
by an adult, a friend or relative of the 
family. 
 
Anna Elizabeth Lukács was born in 
1886 in Nádaska, Hungary — today 
Nádaska is called Trst’ny and is part of 
Slovakia.  Anna immigrated to America 
in 1899.  The two met in Connecticut 
and were married in 1905. Initially, 
they lived in Ansonia.  In 1928, József 
and Anna purchased over a hundred 
acres in Oxford, CT. 
 
Working diligently and cultivating the 
soil, they established a successful farm. 
Ed pointed out that their task was quite 

arduous for originally horses and oxen 
were used to plow the soil. Their farm 
contained 22 cows and they also raised 
chickens along with vegetables.  Surely 
József and Anna had some knowledge 
of farming or were very quick learners, 
for the farm was very successful. 
 

Anna sold milk, butter, farmers’ 
cheese, eggs and chickens to Hungari-
ans in the area.  They in turn often 
gave her small gifts.  I have the im-
pression that there were times often 
enough when instead of receiving pay-
ment in cash, goods were exchanged.   
In 1960, some of the land was sold. 
 
József and Anna had four children: Jo-
seph, Paul, Steve and Elizabeth. How-
ever, only one followed in his father’s 
footsteps — Joseph, Ed’s dad, was the 
one who stayed to plough the land.   
Like his father before him, Ed became 
a farmer.  He voiced that though the 
family today uses modern equipment, 
the farm still presents challenges.  He 
recently purchased a fourth tractor, a 
bean-picker which is expensive, but will 
pay for itself in the cost it will save on 
labor.  
 
Today the Gazy Brothers Farms con-
sists of 80 acres of which only 25 are 
utilized for farming. The farm produces 
50 different vegetables and plants — 
tomatoes are the main crop, followed 
by beans.  The farm also sells hanging 
baskets with flowers which they grow 
in the greenhouse; he mentioned that 
they did well selling them for Mothers’ 
Day.  In addition, the family sells 
pumpkins, Christmas wreaths, and logs 
are sold for lumber and firewood. 
 
Gazy Brothers Farms has had nice suc-
cess with growing tomatoes. In the 
past the farm also provided tomatoes 

to the cannery in New Haven. They 
had chickens at the time and added 
chicken manure to fertilize tomatoes 
which held them back, so the cannery 
could stay open two weeks longer. 
 
Ed was delighted to share that in the 
1940s, one of their fields held the 
world record for corn production, pro-
ducing 300 bushels of corn per acre.   
He said that while they may not have 
an exact record to verify this, he be-
lieves it to be true. 
Today the farm sells its produce at 
roadside stands and at some farmers’ 
markets.  In addition, it provides other 
farmers with things they don’t grow. 
 
Annette Hansell is József’s and Anna’s 
granddaughter and shared memories 
as well. Annette especially recalls the 
delicious Hungarian dishes Anna pre-
pared which she surely passed on to 
her children. Some of the dishes An-
nette recalls are: 
chicken paprikás with galuska (soft 
noodles, dumplings), stuffed cab-
bage, mákos/diós (poppy seed rolls, 
walnut rolls), caraway seed soup 
(which they called “brown soup”) and 
cabbage soup.  Ed especially fondly 
remembered the green pumpkin soup 
his family made and still does!* 
 
So, I was left with one question, “Was 
the family name Gazsi changed in 
spelling to Gazy when József came to 
America?”  Such things occurred as 
one’s immigration papers were proc-
essed.  However, this did not happen 
in this case. Ed chuckled a little and 
shared that one of his uncle Paul’s 
teachers was the one to change the 
spelling to Gazy.  Yes, phonetically it 
makes sense in the English language! 
 
We wish the Gazy Brothers Farms a 
happy 100th anniversary and continued 
success! 

- - - - - - - 
*This recipe was given to us by Alexis 
Gazy of Gazy Brothers Farm, who 
thinks it was a Depression era recipe, 
when food was scarce and pumpkins 
were available to make a meal out 
of.  She wrote that it can also be made 
with zucchini instead.  It was not writ-
ten down, but handed down by word 
of mouth, so there are no measure-
ments included.  



”Shred a green, unripe, sugar pump-
kin, onion.  Sautée onion in but-
ter.  Add pumpkin, salt, pepper, some 
water or broth and simmer until ten-

der.  Mash down when tender.  Let 
cool a bit and add sour cream or other 
heavy cream, half and half, etc.” 
 

She also told us about 
some more family cook-
ing. 
 
"Another favorite was 
the chicken paprikás, a 
simple dish of sautéed 
onions, lots of paprika 
with browned chicken 
simmered, cooled a bit 
and sour cream 
added.  One pan recipes 
are the best!  And oh 
how they loved their 
blackberry pies from the 
wild berries around the 
farm!!!” 

- - - - - - - 
 Judit Vasmatics Paolini 
is a member of the 
Southern Connecticut 
State University Alumni 
Association Board of 
Directors, former lec-
turer at Tunxis Commu-
nity College, and a 
member of the Magyar 
News Online Editorial 
Board.  
 

Today, Boldogkıváralja 
is Worth the Trip  
By: Judit Vasmatics Paolini  
 
Many immigrants to the Bridgeport, CT 
area traced their origin to Bol-
dogkıváralja, including Grandpa Gazsi, 
founder of Gazy Brothers Farms in 
Oxford, CT.  This is what it looks like 
today.  

About an hour’s drive, traveling 60km 
northeast of Miskolc, one arrives at 
the small village of Boldogkıváralja in 
Borsod-Abaúj-Zemplén County.  This 
lovely picturesque village offers nu-
merous leisure activities, including 
hiking trails and bike riding.  The vil-
lage is small enough for one to get 
around easily on foot.  The main point 
of interest is Boldogkıvár, a medieval 
castle.  It is perched on a scenic look-
out and provides a spectacular pano-
ramic view. 
 
The fortress was built during the 
13th century after the Tatar (Mongol) 
invasion.  The Drugeth family had 
ownership of it during the 
15th century.  At that time it under-
went a tremendous expansion and 
thus became a castle.  Over time, the 
castle suffered great damage.  Re-
cently, it received yet another expan-
sive renovation and the structure is 
quite different from the one erected so 
long ago. 
 
Boldogkıvár is open to visitors from 
March to October.  The castle has a 
well-preserved knight’s hall.  A tourist 
will find an extensive display present-
ing important events in Hungarian his-
tory.  Other exhibits include a military 
history, prison, torture chambers and 
numerous other points of interest. 
 
Visitors who have had the pleasure of 
seeing the castle first hand have been 
greatly inspired by the view.  Some 
have expressed that it is a must 
see.  Thus, this quiet village of Bol-
dogkıváralja beckons those who enjoy 
a slower pace with a magnificent view. 
 
Would Grandpa Gazsi recognize it?    

 
 

Top:Ed Gazy with daughter Roseann, son Albert and cousin Vitaly Gazsi; toma-
toes in greenhouse; Bottom: Overlooking the hillside; some of the crops  

Boldogkıvár;  View from the castle of  
Boldogkıvár  



The Palace of Buda as Enhanced by Mátyás Király  
By: Antonio Bonfini  

 
We have all heard that Mátyás király was a great Renaissance king who favored the arts and whose court was magnifi-
cent.  Here we have an eyewitness account of his palace at Buda by an Italian who, although employed by Mátyás as 
court historian, was by no means a bootlicking lackey. 
 
The following is a translation of an excerpt (in German) from Antonio Bonfini’s Rerum Hungaricum Decades, taken from a 
volume entitled Ungarns Geschichte und Kultur in Dokumenten (Hungary’s History and Culture in Documents), published 
in Wiesbaden in 1955.   

Palace of Buda in the Middle Ages  

”(King Mátyás) began to beautify the 
palace of Buda, in which there was 
nothing noteworthy apart from the 
grandiose buildings of (King) Zsig-
mond.  He had the inner palace of the 
fortress decorated beyond all meas-
ure.  He had a chapel built on the Da-
nube side, which he furnished with an 
organ and a baptismal font of two 
types of marble, silver and gold; next 
to this chapel, he had a very beautiful 
residence built for the pastors.  Next to 
the chapel, he installed his library, 
which is amazingly rich in Greek and 
Latin works; the books are exceedingly 
luxuriously presented.  In front of the 
library, facing south is a domed hall, 
on the ceiling of which the entire 
starry sky may be seen. 
 
”He built palaces which, as far as their 
pomp is concerned, are barely less 
luxurious than those of the Romans. In 
them may be found spacious dining 

rooms, gorgeously decorated bed-
rooms with variously adorned and 
gilded ceilings, which are differentiated 
from each other by the variation of 
their decoration;  the doorframes are 
embellished with inlay work; and there 
are showy fireplaces, on which are 
placed wagons with four-in-hand and 
other decorations in antique style.   
Below are the treasury, the various 
warehouses and the arsenal. 
 
”In the eastern wing, one also finds 
various dining rooms and bedrooms, 
which may be reached only by means 
of many stairs and covered hall-
ways.  This is also where the confer-
ence hall and counsel chambers are 
located.  Going on further, one comes 
to many halls with high vaulted ceil-
ings: these are furnished for winter 
and summer use, rooms into which the 
sun shines, and richly gilded drawing 
rooms with hidden places and deep 

niches.  Silver objects and silver furni-
ture are the furnishings. 
 
”In one of the courtyards, one notices 
a threefold memorial with weapons.   
Matyás stands in the middle, with a 
helmet, leaning on shield and lance, 
deep in thought; to his right stands his 
father, to his left his brother László, 
both very sad. 
 
”In the middle of another courtyard 
stands a metal fountain, surrounded 
by a marble basin; on it rises the 
statue of helmeted and girded Pallas 
Athene. 
 
”The considerably wider entrance to 
the inner courtyard is decorated with 
naked metal statues, one on the right 
and one on the left, carrying a shield, 
an ax and a sword;  on the pedestal 
are etched the victor’s insignia. 
 



Top: Cassianus Codex; Mátyás Chalice; throne drapery of King Mátyás; Center: A 
red marble fountain at Visegrad palace, with seperate spouts for red and white 

wine; glazed stove tile from Buda palace, with image of King Mátyás; Bottom:Golden 
seal of King Mátyás; majolica dish decorated with coat of arms of King Mátyás and 

Queen Beatrice 



”On the square which had formed Zsig-
mond’s courtyard, Mátyás began with 
the renovation of the old palace located 
at the side.  Had he been able to com-
plete his plan, this building would have 
been a reminder of proud antiquity. 
 
”A double staircase leads upward, 
made of red marble, adorned with 
metal candelabra.  The frame of the 
double-leaved gate is made of the 
same stone; the leaves of the gate are 
made of metal, worked with amazing 
skill, inside and out, with a representa-
tion of the twelve labors  of Hercules. 
 
”He had the ceilings made for a lot of 
money, representing the planets of the 
starry sky and their orbits with wonder-
ful precision. Under the gable fronts, he 
had triglyphs installed for decoration, 
so that his work might be embellished 
with as much artistry as possible.  
 
”Water for the fountains of the royal 
palace he (Mátyás király) had brought 
through seven miles of pipes and lead 
conduits. 
 
”Below the fortress, in the next valley, 
lie pleasant gardens in which stands a 
marble villa.  Its entryway is a real tri-
umphal arch.  The dining room and the 
bedroom, on the other hand, are so 
wonderful with their ceilings and win-
dows that they almost attain to the glo-
ries of antiquity. Along the side of the 
garden, there is a covered walk.  In the 
gardens there is a labyrinth formed by 
trees planted close to each other.   
There is also a collection of birds, of 
foreign and native birds, kept in a 
house made of wire netting.  Bushes, 
fruit trees, groves, arbors and trees of 
the most different type are found in the 
gardens. In addition, there are avenues 
and porticos, great stretches of lawn, 
pebbled pathways and fish ponds.   
Towers rise above the floors in which 
the dining rooms have glass walls that 
serve as mirrors and are so pleasant, 
that one cannot imagine anything more 
beautiful.  The roof of the villa is cov-
ered with sheets of silver. 
 
”(King Mátyás) enlarged the old royal 
fortress at Visegrád and the palace be-
longing to it – and furnished it so splen-
didly with gardens, game preserves and 

fish ponds, that the splendor of these 
buildings exceeds that of the others.    
Attalic furnishings, spacious dining 
rooms, splendid, covered corridors and 
magnificent windows may be seen 
here.  In addition, one finds in the gar-
dens fountains with carved basins of 
red marble or brass...” 
 

translated from the German 
by Erika Papp Faber 

 
Antonio Bonfini (1427? or 1434? – 
1503) was an Italian humanist and poet 
of medium talent.  He studied in Flor-
ence, Padua and Ferrari, and became a 
schoolmaster in Ascoli and Recanati.  In 
1486, Mátyás király invited him to his 
court, and commissioned him to chroni-
cle the history of the Hungarians. He 
drew on existing earlier chronicles as 
well as other sources.  By the time of 
King Mátyás’ death, he had completed 
the first eleven volumes, approximately 
a quarter of the entire 
work.  It was known as 
Historia Pannonica: 
Sive Hungaricum IV et 
Dimidia Rerum Decades 
(The Four and a Half 
Books of Hungarian 
History).    
 

Did you 
know… 
 
...that some 
American coins 
minted by a Hun-
garian st i l l  “shine”?  
 
…that the world’s 
most beautiful golden 
coins are in the 
Nemzeti Múzeum 
(National Museum) in 
Budapest? Their au-
thenticity was proven 
just recently in Munich, 
Germany by the Numis-
matic Guaranty Corpo-
ration, the world’s larg-
est third-party grading 
service of coins. 
 
Gróf czegei Wass 
Sámuel’s assay com-
pany, the Wass, Molitor 

& Co. minted, as legal tender, a $5 and 
$10 coin in 1852; in 1858, the $10, $20 
and $50 coins were minted.  (Before 
the US Mint opened a branch in San 
Francisco in 1854, such private minting 
companies played an important part in 
the financial life of the area.)   
 
Wass Sámuel sent four pieces, one of 
each, from San Francisco to Hungary, 
to the Magyar Nemzeti Múzeum, in 
1855.   
 
The $20 coin disappeared before 1966. 
 
… that Pepsi is using the Liverpool 
soccer team’s Hungarian player in its 
advertising the Pepsi Lime and Wild 
Cherry flavor diet soda?  Bogdán Ádám 
is the team’s gatekeeper.  The photo-
shoot  took place in Hungary. 



Hungarian Martyr 
Brenner János Be-
atified  
By: viola vonfi  
 
60 years after being brutal ly 
murdered, the 26-year old 
priest Brenner János was be-
ati f ied on May 1st this year in 
Székesfehérvár.  (The vi l lage 
where he was stabbed to 
death would not have been 
able to accommodate the 
crowds.)  Twenty thousand 
people attended the outdoor 
ceremony presided over by 
Cardinal  Angelo Amato, Pre-
fect of  the Congregation for 
the Causes of  Saints.  János’ 
younger brother, József,  the 
only surviving member o f the 
fami ly,  spoke at the beati f i ca-
t ion.  
 
Brenner János was born in Szom-
bathely, in western Hungary, in 
1931, the second of three sons of a 
devout mechanical engineer and his 
wife. In 1941, the family moved to 
Pécs, in the southern part of the 
country, and all three boys began 
their studies at the Cistercian prep 
school there.  (Eventually, all three 
of them became priests.)  
 
After the war, the family moved back 
to Szombathely, and János continued 
his studies.  He felt called to join the 
Cistercians, and when the Commu-
nist regime nationalized all religious 
schools, he went to the Cistercian 
monastery at Zirc, with the intention 
of joining the order.  But soon there-
after, in 1950, the regime dissolved 
all religious orders, and János be-
came a novice in secret.  He com-
pleted his seminary studies at Gyır, 
and was ordained in 1955.  
 
Fr. Brenner was assigned as chaplain 
to Rábakethely, a small village now 
part of the town of Szentgotthárd 
near the Austrian border, where his 
zealous and enthusiastic work 



brought about a spiritual revival of the 
parish.  The young priest had a cheer-
ful and open demeanor, coupled with 
apostolic zeal, which brought many 
back to the Church.  His kindness and 
charity were remembered by all who 
met him.  His pastoral work, particu-
larly his work with the youth, was re-
garded with suspicion by the regime 
which, after the Hungarian Revolution 
of 1956, considered the clergy to be 
their chief enemy.  Secret police docu-
ments have been found, proving that 
Fr. Brenner’s every word and move was 
reported.  
 
An unsuccessful attempt on his life was 
made in early December 1957, when 
logs were thrown on the road in front 
of his motorcycle.  He knew that his life 
was in danger, telling a parishioner, “If 
I die, take my motorcycle; let it be 
yours.”  Nevertheless, when two days 
before his 26th birthday, he was called 
from the rectory in the middle of the 
night, supposedly to a dying person, he 
set out without hesitation, carrying the 
Eucharist in a small bag around his 
neck.  Not far from the rectory, he was 
attacked, beaten severely and stabbed 
32 times.  He died shielding the Blessed 
Sacrament with his hand. 
 
To cover up its crime, the regime be-
gan a very slipshod investigation into 
the murder, interrogating many of the 
townspeople.  At first they tried to find 
an amorous affair that would have 
been useful in anti-religious propa-
ganda.  But Fr. Brenner had lived a 
pure life, and no such affair could be 
unearthed.  Then they came up with 
two “perpetrators” who had obviously 
been set up to take the blame.  One of 
them was given a death sentence that 
was never carried out.  Both were re-
leased after a prison term, and were 
even paid damages!  But according to a 
priest who, by virtue of his ordination, 
is bound by the seal of the confes-
sional, neither of them was the mur-
derer.  The identity of the perpetrator 
or perpetrators has remained a secret 
to this day.  
 
The purpose of Fr. Brenner’s murder 
(Cardinal Amato called it “the mystery 
of evil”) was intimidation of the popu-
lace.  But the plan did not succeed, as 
the people were even more devoted to 

the clergy after János’ martyrdom.  (7 
priests were murdered by the Commu-
nist regime at this time.) 
 
For decades, not even the name of Fr. 
Brenner was allowed to be men-
tioned.  When priests were interrogated 
by the secret police, they were often 
urged to “cooperate” by being asked: 
“Do you want to come to grief like 
Brenner János?” 
 
In 1996, after the regime change, a 
memorial chapel to Fr. Brenner János 
was consecrated on the spot where he 
was martyred, and in 2001, the beatifi-
cation process was started.  He has 
been called a “Hungarian Tarcisius”, 
enduring martyrdom in defense of the 
Blessed Sacrament.  (Tarcisius was a 
3rd or 4th century Roman, probably a 
deacon, who was killed by a mob as he 
was bringing the Eucharist to the sick.) 
 
His beatification on May 1st drew many 
groups of pilgrims, on foot and bicycle, 
not only from Hungary but also from 
the surrounding countries (which had 
been part of Hungary before the Treaty 
of Trianon severed them from the 
mother country).  They came for this 
joyful occasion to celebrate “the civili-
zation of love”.  
 
viola vonfi is our correspondent from 
Stamford, CT  
 

Cold Strawberry Soup  
 
With strawberry season upon us, here 
is a refreshing soup recipe.  (And you 
thought strawberries are only for des-
sert!) 

Ingredients: 
1 lb strawberries 
2 cups of milk 
1 cup sour cream or heavy cream 
sugar or honey   (optional) 
 
Wash and slice the strawberries. Put 
aside a handful of the fruit. Add the 
milk to the remaining strawberries 
and blend thoroughly. 
 
Mix with the sour cream or heavy 
cream to a fairly thick consistency. 
You may add a little sugar or honey 
to it. 

Decorate with the leftover fruit. You 
can also top it with whipped cream. 

It's a Small World!  
Karolina Tima Szabó  
 
What’s in a name?  Sometimes 
proof of what a smal l  world i t 
real ly is!  
 
My daughter-in-law, Debbie went to 
pick up a take-out dinner at the restau-
rant on a Friday night.  She wore a T-
shirt from a Hard Rock Café of Buda-
pest. 
 
Ahead of her at the register was a lady 
who looked back and saw Debbie’s T-
shirt and the following conversation 
took place: 
 
The lady asked Debbie whether she’d 
been to Budapest. 
 
Debbie said, “No, but my husband’s 
family all lives in Hungary, and I got 
the shirt from my mother-in-law.” 
The lady then said, “I always wanted to 
go, but I never did. My brother 
did.  We are Hungarians. Our last name 
is Sabo, without a ‘z’. Do you know 
anybody by that name in Trumbull? “ 
 
Debbie replied, “Sorry, no, I don’t know 
anybody, but my last name is Szabo 
too, with a ‘z’. “ 
 
What a small world! 
 
Karolina Tima Szabo is a retired Sys-
tems Analyst of the Connecticut Post 
newspaper and  Webmaster of Magyar 
News Online.  She is the proud grand-
mother of two.  
 

 


