
  

Még süt a nap 
Mécs László O. Praem. 
 

Még süt a Nap. Ki itt marad, 
még sok szívbıl kap sugarat. 
Még sok virágból süt a báj. 
Mégis, miért hogy fáj a lét, 
s a dolgok mélyén fáj a táj? 

Az ég egy nagy váróterem. 
Elszáguldott nagy hirtelen 
a tavasz-express és a nyár, 
s az ısz is már befőtve vár: 
köd füstöl s fanyar krumpliszár. 
 
A zengı sürgönydrótokon 
sürgönyt kapott a sok rokon: 
sok fecske, csiz – s nagyhirtelen 
eltünt akár az ifjúság 
s az ifjúkori szerelem. 
 
S ott ült apám, anyám szíve, 
és elrepülnek messzire. 
Panaszra nincsen épp okom, 
de szívem sokszor nyugtalan, 
s megül a sürgönydrótokon. 
 
S most készülök, bár nincs okom, 
mint annyi millió rokon. 
Bár süt a Nap, s még int a táj, 
a menetrend a nagy Muszáj. 

 

A somewhat melancholy poem about 
the passing of the summer.  The 
swallows sitting on the wires are get-
ting ready to leave, compelled by the 
great Schedule and the great Com-
pulsion.  And he too, is getting ready 
to leave, following the same con-
straints as had his parents. 

Mécs László, O. Praem., (1895 - 
1978) was a Nortbertine priest-poet 
from Upper Hungary. His poetic mes-
sage was love of one's fellowman 
and reconciliation.  Much of his writ-

ing drew inspiration from Nature.  He 
had written an obviously anti-Hitler 
piece in 1942, for which the German 
government demanded his extradition 
(refused, of course).  When the Rus-
sians invaded the country, Mécs went 
into hiding, but was found and sen-
tenced, on trumped up charges, to 
three-and-a-half years in prison.   

Later, he did pastoral work in Buda-
pest and from 1961 to his death lived 
at the Abbey of Pnnonhalma.  He 
was proposed for the Nobel Prize in 
literature in 1972. 

The Reign of  
King Mátyás 
Erika Papp Faber  

 
Every ruler hopes to pass on his leg-

acy to his son.  So did Mátyás 

király.  But due to circumstances be-

yond his control, he was not destined 

to have a legitimate heir. His rule was 

tumultuous and brilliant, but it was not 

meant to have a continuation. 

King Mátyás, as a young man, was 
an agile athlete trained in military 
strategy. He absorbed the art of di-
plomacy from his father, Hunyadi 
János, who was not only an out-
standing military commander but had 
also been named Regent of the King-

dom of Hungary until King László V 
came of age.  Mátyás was always at 
his father’s side, and from an early 
age helped draft important state 
documents. 
 
As king, he could be strict and stern, 
but preferred to settle matters 
through generosity rather than 
force.  His Code of Law aimed at pro-
viding equal justice to rich and poor 
alike. His consideration for the rights 
of the poor endeared him to the com-
mon people. 
 
He took into his own hands the ad-
ministration of financial affairs, and 
brought about monetary reform.  He 
issued silver coins of the best quality, 
stabilizing the amount of money in 
circulation.  He made the mining of 
salt a state monopoly, for the salt 
mines were an important source of 
state income.  
 

A considerable proportion of that 
state income went to pay the cavalry 
and the infantry.  They were the 
mainstays of his wars against the 
Czechs, the Austrians and the Turks. 
It must be admitted that he was victo-
rious in most of his battles against the 
Turkish intruders.  But to be able to 
maintain these troops, Mátyás im-
posed extraordinary taxes 43 times in 
the 32 years of his rule!   Although 
the people liked him for his kindness 
and concern for the poor, this burden 
also turned many against him.  When 
he abolished some tax exemptions in 
Transylvania, a revolt flared up in 
1467.  Retribution varied: some were 
executed, some lost their positions, 
others had their property confiscated. 
 
Mátyás dealt differently with a con-
spiracy aimed at replacing him with 
Prince Kázmér of Poland . 



Pretending he knew nothing about it, he 
called a national assembly to which he 
invited all the nobility.  The laws pro-
posed and passed at that assembly 
remedied many of the grievances, and 
the conspiracy petered out.  His posi-
tion was strengthened by the inclusion 
of more of the barons in public admini-
stration. 
 
In short, Mátyás was successful in all 
his undertakings – except in passing on 
his legacy! 
 
The first of his arranged marriages had 
been with the daughter of Gróf (Count) 
Cillei Ulrik, whose daughter Erzsébet 
was promised to him in marriage when 
he was 13 and she was 11.  It was a 
matter of expediencey, to make sure 
that her father would remain a sup-
porter of Mátyás, instead of throwing 
his lot with other members of the nobil-
ity who considered Mátyás an upstart 
and opposed his rule.  But Erzsébet 
died within a year of the arrangement. 
 
The next bride-to-be was the daughter 
of Podiebrad, King of Bohemia.  Podie-
brad was holding Mátyás captive in 
Prague, when news came of the young 
man’s election as 
King of Hungary.   
 Podiebrad agreed 
to release Mátyás 
for a ransom of 
40,000 gold pieces 
(provided by his 
mother, Szilágyi 
Erzsébet), and with 
the stipulation that 
he would marry his 
daughter Katalin.   
Mátyás kept the bar-
gain and married 
her, but the baby 
she bore died soon 
after birth, and so 
did she (1464), leav-
ing him no heir. 
 
Like many another 
ruler, Mátyás also 
had an eye for a 
pretty lass.  After his 
first two attempts at 
marriage failed, he 
met and was en-
chanted by the Aus-
trian commoner 
Barbara Edelpeck 
from Stein an der 
Donau.  But he 

could not marry her because she was 
not of royal blood.  With her father’s 
consent, Mátyás took her to be his mis-
tress, and she lived for six years in a 
secluded wing of Buda’s royal pal-
ace.  She eventually gave birth to a boy 
(1473), who was named János after his 
grandfather.  He became known as 
Corvin János, using the Latin name of 
the raven in the family crest. 
 
One could have hoped that Mátyás 
would be lucky by his third attempt at 
marriage and at starting a dynasty.  He 
proposed to Princess Beatrice of 
Naples, who by all accounts was his 
great love, and they were married in 
1476.  A very cultured young woman, 
she came to Mátyás’ court, bringing 
with her the trappings of Western cul-
ture.  In time it became obvious that 
Beatrice could not give him children, 
and Mátyás officially adopted Corvin 
János in 1479.  He made him Prince of 
Lipta and Count of Hunyad, and lav-
ished further honors and wealth upon 
him, until he was the wealthiest land-
owner in the country.  He did his best to 
have János accepted among the nobil-
ity, even making them take an oath to 
support him, and officially named him 

his successor. 
 
But all this was to no avail. János was 
an inexperienced and irresolute youth, 
and upon the death of King Mátyás in 
1490, was swindled out of his right of 
succession and robbed of his wealth.   
He eventually married another Beatrice, 
this one from the Croatian Frangepan 
family, and had three children.  He was 
created perpetual Bán of Croatia and 
Slavonia and defended Bosnia against 
the Turks.  He died in 1504, and his 
son Christopher died one year later. 
 
Thus, the work of Mátyás király went 
down the drain, for due to much intrigue 
and chicanery, the Hungarian crown 
went to Ladislaus Jagiello, son of the 
King of Poland and successor to King 
Podiebrad of Bohemia.  For lack of a 
strong heir, foreigners took over the 
Hungarian throne. The legacy of the 
great Renaissance King was dissipated 
and soon destroyed.  The remnants of 
his palace at Visegrád (reconstructed in 
our days) and a small fraction of the 
2,500 volumes of his library, known as 
Corvinas – treasured in libraries around 
the world – are all that remain to remind 
us of his past glory.  

Caption: King Mátyás and Queen Beatrix; Corvin János; signature of King Mátyás;  
King Mátyás portrait on the 1000 HUF 



St. Stephen’s Day 
Celebrated in 
 New York 
Erika Papp Faber  

 
On August 19th, Hungarians of the 

New York area once again celebrated 

their national holiday at St. Stephen’s 

Church in Manhattan. 

Although founded as a parish commu-
nity in 1902, the Church of St. 
Stephen of Hungary on 82nd Street in 
the Yorkville section of the Upper 
East side reckons its age from 1928, 
when the building was completed.   
The church and school above it are 
now celebating their 90th anniver-
sary.  For it was in May of 1928 that 
the golden cross was blessed and 
placed on top of the school and 
church building, and the church was 
consecrated in December of that 
year. 
 
For the church’s patronal feast, cele-
brated on Sunday, August 19th this 
year, St. Stephen’s was filled with 
Hungarian faithful, many of whom 
wore typical Hungarian embroidery.   
The bilingual Mass, starting at 2 PM, 
was celebrated by Fr. Iván Csete, a 
former member of the Archdiocesan 
Presbyterial Council, who spoke 
about King St. Stephen (reigned from 
the year 1000 to 1038), founder of the 
Hungarian Christian state and his leg-
acy as seen even here, a thousand 
years later. 
 
St. Stephen’s Day, coming at the end 
of the wheat harvest, is also known as 
the Day of the New Bread.  Conse-
quently, a loaf of bread, adorned with 
a red-white-and green ribbon, was 
also presented with the usual bread 
and wine at the Offertory. 
 
A tangible reminder of St. Stephen 
was a relic, a piece of bone, displayed 
in a golden reliquary on the altar and 
offered for veneration at the end of 
the Mass by Brother David OSF 
(Third Order), who assisted at the 
Mass. Brother David is of Hungarian 
ancestry, and even read one of the 
prayers in Hungarian. 
 
Marty Milisits, a member of the Parish 
Council of St. Monica-St. Stephen-St. 

Elizabeth, read one of the Mass read-
ings in English, and gave a concise 
biography of St. Stephen.  
 
Flutist Judith Vincze Sheridan and a 
visiting pianist accompanied the con-
gregation’s singing.  At the end of 
Mass, opera singer Liana Guberman, 
soprano, sang Schubert’s Ave Maria, 
while opera singer Joseph Flaxman, 
baritone, gave a wonderful rendition 
of the Our Father.  Both received well-
deserved applause. 
 
Among the 125 people who gathered 
for this annual observance was 103-
year old Margit Hericz, only occasion-
ally using a walker and spry as ever.   
Except for 5 years spent in California, 
she has been a member of the parish 
since 1940. 
 
After Mass, all participants were 
treated to snacks of cheese, home-
baked goods and fruit as well as cold 
drinks at the back of the church. 
 
 

Relic of St. Stephen on the altar 

 



Literary Evening at 
the Somogyis 

 
On August 17th, Dr. and Mrs. Balázs 
Somogyi of Cheshire, CT hosted an 
evening with a talented, many-sided 
young actor named Marosán Csaba 
of the Kolozsvár Hungarian Theater, 
at 28 the youngest member of that 
group.  (For a history of the theater, 
see the November 2016 issue of 
Magyar News Online.)  He had just 
concluded a tour of Hungarian com-
munities in Canada and was returning 
to Kolozsvár the following day. 

 
Kolozsvár Hungarian 
Theater.  Some 30 
guests enjoyed a pro-
gram covering the life 
of Mátyás király, fol-
lowed by a segment 
dealing with the writ-
ings of Transylvanian 
poet Dsida Jenı, who 
died 80 years ago this 
year.  After an inter-
mission, Csaba con-
cluded with a look at 

the life of the poet Arany János, 
whose 200th birthday we cele-
brated last year.  
 
A buffet of cold cuts, cheeses 
and homemade pogácsa stilled 
hunger pangs, and wines from 
the bar helped the tasty morsels 
to reach their destination. Vari-
ous home-baked goods 
rounded off the feast. 
 
Thank you, Balázs and Csilla, 
for a most enjoyable evening! 
 
EPF 

Kolozsvár Hungarian Theater; Marosan 
Csaba with Erika Papp Faber 

Remembering Anna 
Sándor de Kénos 

(March 21, 1921 – May 18, 2018) 
Charles Bálintitt Jr.  

 
Sándor Anna was known to everyone 
as Annuska or Annuska néni to those 
of us who were more than 20 years 
younger than she. I remember her, 
going back to my childhood.  She was 
a small woman, maybe slightly under 
5 feet tall and weighed less than 100 
pounds.  But she was also a little 
power house, like a Hungarian ver-
sion of the Energizer Bunny.  I re-
member her always running 
around.  She didn’t seem to stay idle 
for a moment. 

 
One of my earliest memories was 
back in the late 1960’s.  We would go 
up to Dr. Simonfay Feri’s Hungarian 
Palace Hotel in Monticello, NY on 
many occasions with my parents and 
sister.  I remember seeing her there.   
And when my mother suggested a big 
event to help Feri pay his mortgage at 

the end of the summer season, which 
she referred to as an “Anna Bál”, I 
thought it was being named after An-
nuska.  I was about 10 or 11 and did-
n’t know that this was a Ball that was 
usually held in the summer on Anna’s 
name day (July 26th). 
 
She became friends with the British 
travel writer, Patrick Leigh Fermor, 
when she was 13 and still living on 
her family estate in Transylvania.  He 
had made his famous walking journey 
from Holland to Constantinople in 
1933/1934, setting out on this long 
journey at the age of 18.  His book 
“Between the Woods and the Water” 
describes his time in Hungary and 
Transylvania.  You can also find an 
account of Sándor Anna’s life on the 
Patrick Leigh Fermor website: https://
patrickleighfermor.org/2018/07/18/
anna-sandor-de-kenos-friend-of-
patrick-leigh-fermor-obituary/ 
 
Annuska, along with her family, were 
forcibly removed from their family 
home in the early morning hours of 

March 3, 1949 as were all of the Hun-
garian noble families in Transylvania 
in the middle of that night. (My father 
was a little luckier because he re-
ceived a warning from a former maid 
the day before and was able to avoid 
arrest at that time.  Although, just as 
everyone else, he lost everything).   
They were sent somewhere else to 
live, in far less than ideal condi-
tions.  This was known as an internal 
deportation.  Those who went willingly 
were, at least, not sent to prison.  And 
the Romanian prisons were quite hor-
rible at that time.  You can get an idea 
of these tragic events in Jaap Schol-
ten’s fascinating book, “Comrade 
Baron”. 
 
She was later able to leave Romania 
and make her way to Hungary.  She 
then escaped from Hungary, with so 
many others, in the immediate after-
math of the uprising in the fall of 
1956.  She eventually settled in New 
York and went to work for the Hungar-
ian Cosmetics firm of Ernı László, 
which had many famous movie stars  

~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~**~~~** 



as clients.  But she was someone 
who always wanted to help people, so 
after some years she became an op-
erating theatre nurse.  Annuska not 
only helped the sick, but really was 
always willing to help anyone in 
need.  She was never married and 
maintained homes or apartments in 
Pennsylvania, Florida and Buda-
pest.  So you can say that she was a 
self-made woman. 
 
Many years ago, I attended a number 
of parties at her home in Wayne, 
Pennsylvania.  They were always 
wonderful events and something to 
look forward to.  She also entertained 
a lot in Sarasota, Florida.  There were 
always quite a lot of Hungarians in 
that area.  I know that whenever my 
parents went down there over the 
years, they would always mention so 
many names of friends they had met, 
many from the New York City area 
who had homes or just vacationed in 
or near Sarasota.  Of course, some of 
the biggest and best parties were 
hosted by Annuska. 
 
I remember one party in Pennsylvania 
with quite a few guests, as usual.   
One of the guests was a man who 
was probably in his early 30’s at the 
time, Count Károlyi Sándor.  He 
spoke Hungarian, but with a bit of a 
German/French accent (something 
we refer to as “raccsolás").  When 
one of the ladies at the party said 
something in Hungarian that was a 
little colorful in language, in a rather 
loud and curious sounding voice, he 
said “Párrrdónnn?”  It seems to have 
been an expression he may have 
never heard before and it did catch 
his attention. 
 
Annuska was always turning up in the 
New York area; I would run into her in 
many different places.  For many 
years I helped my parents, along with 
other friends and relatives, to organ-
ize the Transylvanian American Tea 
Dance in New York.  She would al-
ways come up for the dance, wearing 
her very colorful flower-embroidered 
Hungarian or, maybe more appropri-
ately, Transylvanian national cos-
tume.  She was a very proud Transyl-
vanian (as am I) and did a tremen-
dous amount of work to help her 
friends and relatives that were left 
behind in Transylvania. 

 
She was a really special lady and al-
ways had her finger on the pulse of 
Hungarian society.  I remember her 
calling my mother on numerous occa-
sions from Florida, relaying informa-
tion about some local New York inci-
dents in the Hungarian community, 
before my mother ever heard of 
them.  She always seemed to know 
what was going on even when she 
was over 1,000 miles away. 
 
I guess you could say that she had a 
lot of spunk.  Not too long ago, she 
went to a bank to take out a $100,000 
mortgage.  The banker asked: “How 
long a term do you want for this 
loan?”  She replied: “30 years!”  The 
banker then asked: “How old are 
you?”  She responded: “92!”  I wonder 
whether she was surprised when he 
turned her down. 
 
One of the last times I saw her was at 
the funeral of one of our dear friends, 
Vámos Lili (née baroness Bieder-
mann), who passed away on Decem-
ber 14, 2009 at the age of 75.  I drove 
down to the funeral in Doylestown, 
Pennsylvania and then attended the 
luncheon.  At the luncheon I was 
lucky enough to sit with some dear 
friends:  Count Benyovszky Pál and 
Kati, their son Paul and daughter 
Louise, Paul’s girlfriend, Carol and 
also his ex-wife, Vállay Edith (niece of 

our very own Vállay Szokolay 
Olga) and Szabó Kata (née Count-
ess Nádasdy) and, of course, Sán-
dor Annuska.  Kata and Annuska 
flew up from Florida to attend.  Al-
though Annuska had previously 
visited with Lili after she was diag-
nosed with cancer, being there for 
her as for so many others during 
her 97 years.  I will miss her 
warmth, kindness, generosity, spirit 
and zest for life, as will everyone 
who knew her.  
 
May she rest in peace! 
 
Charles Bálintitt Jr. is a working 
Customs Broker in Lawrence, NY 
and a member of the Magyar News 
Online Editorial Board. 
 
 

Flavors of Hungary 
Karolina Tima Szabo  

 
For the longest time I considered my-
self a pretty good cook.  I like to cook 
and bake, make easy and/or compli-
cated recipes.  Most of them I inher-
ited from my mother.  But I do not 
think I could save myself from prison 
with my cooking or with my recipes, 
as did this wonderful Hungarian lady, 
whose cook book just happened to 
come recently to Erika, our editor. 

 
This lady is Charlotte Slovak Biro, the 
great culinary chef, who taught cook-
ing in San Francisco for many years. 
 
Charlotte Slovak was born in Buda-
pest to a well-to-do family.  She was a 
happy and spoiled child, an only girl 
with two older brothers.  She received 
an excellent education; studied play-
ing the piano, learned languages, 
German, French and English.  Her 
favorite pastime as a young girl was 
dancing, and in the summer, playing 
tennis and swimming.  Due to her 
mother’s illness, she took over man-
aging the household and taking care 
of the family.  I suppose that is when 
she put her hands on her grand-
mother’s and mother’s recipes. That 
prepared her for the not so carefree 
life destiny presented her with.  
 
When Charlotte married the banker 
Zoltán Bíró, her parents gave them a 
house by the Danube and a vineyard  

Taken on her 90th birthday 



 at Badacsony, by Lake Balaton, as a 
wedding gift.  The Bíró couple was 
blessed with two daughters, so Char-
lotte’s parents give them another vine-
yard, that each of the girls might in-
herit one when the time came.  
 

As 

Charlotte said in her biography, life 
was beautiful, socially as well as fi-
nancially.  Her husband had a high 
position at the bank and the vineyard 
provided enough financially for the 
family and enough food too.  The 
household had maids, the girls had a 
German governess.  The family enter-
tained at the vineyard, friends were 
visiting from Budapest.  Life was 
beautiful, until the war broke out. Ger-
mans occupied the country.  The 
house was bombed, the vineyards 
were destroyed. Most of the time the 
family spent in bomb shelters.  Luck 
was on their side for a while, they had 
plenty of food reserved.  But nothing 
lasts forever. The food was gone, and 
the family was starving. They did not 
have even drinking water, they ate the 
freshly fallen snow, and ate roasted 
chestnuts.  
 
After the war ended, the family found 
a new home, and worked on restoring 
the vineyard.  It seemed as if they 
started a new life.  Of course, that is 
not what happened.  The Russians did 
not leave Hungary after the war, and 
the country became a Communist 
country.  Most of the properties were 
nationalized.  
 
The family had to make the biggest 
decision of their lives, whether to stay 
or leave the country.  A decision was 
made overnight in 1949, to 
leave.  First the girls were sent to Aus-
tria.  They received information where 
it was safer to cross the Iron Cur-

tain.  Next day a message came that 
the girls are safe.  Charlotte and her 
husband were planning to cross the 
border at the same place a few days 
later.  But their luck ran out, they were 
captured and thrown into prison.  
 
Besides sending the girls over the 
border, Charlotte made another smart 
decision, to put her recipe book in her 
baggage.  They were woken up during 
the night for interrogation, and when 
they found the recipe book in her bag, 
that most likely saved their lives.   
Charlotte was put in the kitchen to 
help with preparing the food.  She did 
not elaborate much on their time in 
prison, only that she was separated 
from her daughters.  The girls were in 
America by that time. When Charlotte 
and Zoltán left the prison is not 
known.  Zoltán died soon after his re-
lease.  He never saw his daughters 
again, and never drank the wine 
saved during the year the girls were 
born for drinking on their wedding 
day.  
 
In 1956, the Hungarian people had 
enough of the Russian oppression 
and Communism, and they re-
volted.  Charlotte “traded” her apart-
ment for a passport and left the coun-
try.  I am sure one of the officers was 
bribed with the apartment, since there 
was a shortage in housing after the 
war.  She came to the U.S.  It had 
been 8 years that she had not seen 
her daughters.  They were sponsored 
by Charlotte’s brother, and by that 

time were college graduates, and had 
married.    
 
Charlotte entertained her daughter’s 
friends with her Hungarian cooking.   
Many guests asked for her reci-
pes.  The old hand-written recipe book 
was falling apart by that time.  So, the 
“Flavors of Hungary – recipes and 
memoirs by Charlotte Biro” was pub-
lished in 1973 by 101 Production in 
San Francisco.  A newer edition was 
published in 1992.  
 
Hungarian culinary art was influenced 
mostly by Austrian food; still it has an 
original and unique Hungarian fla-
vor.  Hungarians use few spices in 
cooking, but the method of cooking, 
the “édes nemes” (sweet and noble) 
paprika gives it a special taste, pro-
vides a “national character” to our 
food.  The recipes in her books are 
simple, easy to follow. They are in 
English and are adapted to American 
measurements and ingredients.  
"Flavors of Hungary" is a classic guide 
to old-world Hungarian cooking, in-
cluding recipes and lore from master 
cook Charlotte Biro.  
 
The book is still available at Amazon 
and other websites.  
 
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. 

Badacsony - Norbert Mészáros Photography 



Pork Chops with Sau-
erkraut / Káposztás 
Sertésborda 
 
 Charlotte Slovak Biro 
 
These recipes are taken f rom 
Charlot te Bi ro’s cookbook.  

Rural Hungarian families traditionally 
put up huge barrels of sauerkraut 
each season.  Some believe that the 
only way to make good sauerkraut is 
to crush the cabbage and spices to-
gether with your feet, in the same way 
that an old-fashioned winemaker 
stomps grapes.  In this classic dish 
the chops are simmered atop a bed of 
sauerkraut, and sour cream is stirred 
in at the last minute. 
 
Ingredients: 
6 to 8 pork chops (about ½ in. thick) 
Salt to taste 
¼ cup bacon drippings  
 1 onion, chopped 
½ Tbsp Hungarian paprika 
1 can (16 oz) sauerkraut, drained and 
liquid reserved 
1 cup water 
½ green bell pepper, seeded, de- 
ribbed, and sliced into rings, plus 
green bell pepper rings for garnish 
1 cup sour cream 
 
With a meat mallet lightly pound pork 
chops. 
 
Sprinkle with salt.  In a large skillet 
over medium-high heat, brown pork 
chops on both sides in their own fat; 
remove from skillet and set aside. 
 
Add bacon drippings to skillet and 
melt over medium heat.  Add onion 
and sauté until translucent (about 5 
minutes).  Stir in paprika, sauerkraut, 
and the water; simmer 2 to 3 minutes. 
 
Reduce heat to low.  Place pork 
chops and the 1/2 green pepper on 
top of sauerkraut, cover and simmer 
until pork is tender and flavors are 
well blended (45 minutes to 1 hour). 
 
Remove pork chops to a heated 
plate.  Stir sour cream into sauerkraut 
mixture.  Add some reserved sauer-
kraut liquid if more tartness is de-
sired.   

Mound sauerkraut on a heated serv-
ing plate and top with pork chops.   
Garnish with pepper rings. 
Serves 6 
 
Browned Potatoes /  
Resztelt Krumpli 
 
Serve these onion-scented potatoes 
with any roasted meat or meat with 
gravy. 
 
Ingredients: 
4 or 5 medium potatoes 
3 Tbsp butter 
1 onion, finely chopped 
Salt to taste 
 
Scrub potatoes but do not 
peel.  Place potatoes in a large 
saucepan, add water to cover, and 
bring to a boil.  Cook potatoes until 
barely tender when pierced with a fork 
(about 30 minutes). 
 
Drain and let stand until cool enough 
to handle.  Peel and cut into small 
cubes, set aside. 
 
In a large skillet over medium heat, 
melt butter.  Add onion and sauté until 
golden (about 6 minutes).  Add pota-
toes and salt and mix well.  Cook po-
tatoes, turning occasionally, until they 
are browned (about 10 minutes).   
Cover and reduce heat to very low to 
let onion flavor infuse pota-
toes.  Serve hot. 
 

VERES PÁLNÉ, A 
TRUE FREEDOM 
FIGHTER FOR 

WOMEN 
Olga Vállay Szokolay 

 
"Man, have you lost your 
mind?  Enrolling a girl in higher edu-
cation?”… 
 
I overheard the robust voice of my 
father’s lawyer friend as I was playing 
in the next room with his daughters.   
My dad had just proudly told him that I 
was accepted in the fifth grade of a bi-
lingual humanistic program of a highly 
reputable parochial girls’ school, lead-
ing to high school graduation and 
“Matura” after the 12th grade.  His 
friend then went into a tirade about 

why girls are meant, and should be 
raised to, enhance the life and happi-
ness of their husband and not to com-
pete with him. 
 
Believe it or not, their conversation 
happened just before the middle of 
the 20th century! 
 
The man with the “antediluvian” prin-
ciples was the frustrated father of five 
daughters, no sons.  At the birth of 
the fifth girl he almost attacked the 
obstetrician for “not being able to de-
liver a boy” for him.  To prepare the 
girls for their true calling, at a tender 
age, each was given a spinning wheel 
and had to learn how to use it.  They 
were not allowed to go to secondary 
school but were expected to marry as 
soon as possible. Fortunately for 
them, the post-war years’ changing 
regimes sent their father into exile 
and they were free to follow their own 
dreams. 

 
She was born benicei, micsinyei és 
pribóczi Beniczky Hermin Karolina, on 
December 13, 1815, at the family’s 
estate at Lázi-puszta, Nógrád County, 
Hungary.  Her father, Beniczky Pál, 
deputy lieutenant of the county, 
passed away when Hermin was just a 
year old.  At age 15, she also lost her 
mother, née ózdi Sturmann Karolina, 
to the cholera epidemic. 
 
Hermin and her two sisters, Mária and 
Karolin, were placed under the 
guardianship of their maternal grand-
father, ózdi Sturmann Márton, who 
then raised the three teenage girls at 
his secluded estate.  The eccentric 
old man gave them everything he 
could to keep them happy, but he was 
unable to shed his bitterness over the 
rapid loss of his wife and six children. 
 
It was their paternal aunt, Countess 
ebeczki Tihanyi, née Beniczky Teréz, 
who invited the three girls to her Pest 
residence, moving them out of their 
monotonous country life.  There, they 
– especially Hermin – faced their defi-
ciencies.  Although she had read a lot 
at her grandfather’s library, none of 
the works there were Hungarian lit-
erature.   Once in Pest, the girls 
started to take lessons in Hungarian 
and had a chance to meet several 
public figures of the times.  



Hermin’s lively range of interests ex-
tended not only to literature but to po-
litical issues as well.  
 
Her second visit to Pest presented the 
occasion to meet her future hus-
band, farádi Veres Pál, royal coun-
selor, Nógrád landowner and county 
clerk.  They married on October 15, 
1839 in Pest. In the 46 years of their 
marriage, they were devoted partners 
in intellectual and emotional harmony, 
helping, encouraging each other to 
the very end.  They settled at 
Vanyarc, where Hermin stayed even 
after the death of her husband, until 
the estate’s management exceeded 
her strength. 
 
Their daughter, Veres Szilárda, was 
born in 1841.  She was given a car-
ing, consistent, strict, but loving up-
bringing.  Raising her gave Hermin the 
inspiration to promote women’s educa-
tion. They had another child in 1844, 
but he died after three days.  The cou-
ple could have no more children, thus 
Szilárda remained an only child. 
 
The family enjoyed a rich social life.  At 
Vanyarc, they often entertained  
Madách Imre (author of The Tragedy 
of Man), with whom they developed an 
intimate friendship.  They had been 
supporters of Kossuth even earlier but, 
in 1847, they accidentally vacationed 
at the same location as the Kossuths 
and became friendly with them as well. 
 
In 1855, Hermin took Szilárda to Pest, 
to have her taught by appropriate 
teachers.  She herself participated at 
those lessons, to make up for omis-
sions in her own childhood.  She found 
it terrible that, unlike for boys, there 
was no school where girls could obtain 
a proper education. In his speech 
given at his induction into the Academy 
of Sciences, Madách Imre gave this 
woman of keen intellect and progres-
sive thinking the final impetus when he 
said:   
 
“Women develop earlier, but never 
reach full, male maturity; they perceive 
and learn easier but, lacking creative 
genius, they never rise to be the peo-
ple’s influential spirits.  They always 
represent only the passive, never the 
active element, thus, while they serve 
the kindest contingent of dilettantism, 
they never promote the arts and sci-
ences.  Women are subordinate, their 

physical and mental strength seeks 
protection, care, and in the soul of the 
stronger man they evoke the same 
feelings as an abandoned child, a wilt-
ing flower, a frozen bird.” 
For Hermin, those were fighting 

words.  Her article, “Felhivás a nık-
höz” (Appeal to Women) was pub-
lished in the paper “A Hon” (The 
Homeland) on Sunday, October 28, 
1865.  Considering the limited reaction, 
she wrote another piece titled 
“Buzditó szózat” (Stimulating Procla-
mation).  It was on May 24th, 1867, that 
the meeting she organized to discuss 
the education of women, material-
ized.  Encouraged by the success of 
the meeting, they held the inaugural 
conference of the Society for Women’s 
Education on March 23, 1868 at which 
she was elected president, with count-
ess Teleki Jozefin vice president.   
Their slogan became 
“Haladjunk” (Let’s Progress). 
 
Despite the objection of Minister of 
Public Education Eötvös József, but 
with the support of Deák Ferenc, Min-
ister of Justice, Veres Pálné (Mrs. Pál 
Veres) brought to life the first school 
for women, aiming at their mental de-
velopment and the possibility of obtain-
ing higher knowledge.  She prepared 
the curriculum herself, after realizing 
that “scholarly men” did not compre-
hend what the school wanted to pro-
vide.  In the beginning, they rented two 
rooms on Ország út (today’s Múzeum 
körút) in which the first class was 
started.  Fourteen girls began their 
studies, yet at the school year’s end, 
only seven took the exams.  Some par-
ents had taken their daughters back to 
their country home, saying: the family 
farm, the estate was more important 
than some female studies. 
 

The second year boasted 37 students, 
while 13 pupils attended only certain 
subjects.  During the first decades, due 
to lack of sufficient support, the school 
constantly struggled with financial diffi-
culties.  Yet, as the number of students 
increased, the institution needed 
enlarging. Fundraising balls, game 
nights, concerts were organized.   
Meanwhile, news of the institution 
reached other countries, luring many 
foreigners to view it and spread laud-
ing accolades of it abroad, in Ger-
many, France and Silesia. 
On October 13, 1880, Veres Pálné lost 
her first and only grandson, Rudnay 
József, Jr.  The incredible pain devas-
tated the family.  However, that gave 
place to the decision by mother and 
daughter to have a special school 
building erected in Józsi’s memory.  “In 
memory of my dear grandson I am en-
dowing a fund, to establish a perma-
nent home for our institution.” 
 
With funds, numerous fundraisers and 
loans, they purchased a lot at Zöldfa 
utca.  The school was built in the neo-
Renaissance style, that being Józsi’s 
favorite.  The festive dedication took 
place on January 15, 1882.  Over the 
years, they procured the adjoining lot 
as well, on which they erected the sec-
ond building of the institute.  It was 
dedicated on May 16th, 1888, in mem-
ory of her husband, Veres Pál, two 
years after his death. 
 
Despite her old age and failing health, 
Veres Pálné often traveled between 
her country home and the institute.  
 She never stopped fighting for the rec-
ognition of women’s education.  Soon 
after her death, the doors of the Uni-
versity opened for women. 
 
On her deathbed she still worked on 
an empirical psychology for her stu-
dents, a work that was posthumously 
published in book form. 
 
A few years earlier, she had moved to 
her daughter’s house, where she died 
on September 28, 1895.  Her statue 
was erected on Erzsébet tér, then, af-
ter being restored, relocated to the 
north corner of Veres Pálné utca (the 
old Zöldfa utca), which was renamed in 
her honor.  The school she had 
founded now bears her name as Veres 
Pálné Gimnázium. 



Honoring this exceptional woman 
gives me professional pleasure as 
well as familial pride. Without her vi-
sionary outlook and persistent sense 
of purpose, women might have had to 
struggle several decades longer to get 
a proper education, to be recognized 
as equal and not subordinate to men.   
In the Hungarian language and social 
order, married women were, and to 
some extent still are, identified by two 
little letters only: “-né”, appended to 
the end of their husband’s first name 
(contrary to the French “née” meaning 
"born as”).  Very few must have 
known the maiden name of farádi 
Veres Pálné. 
 
To our family, however, this meant 
some vicarious glory.  My mother-in-
law, Dr. Szokolay Gyuláné, was farádi 
Veres Katalin, from Nógrád County. 
She must have been some cousin, a 
few times removed, of farádi Veres 
Pál, our heroine’s husband. 
 
Another proof that “It’s a Small 
World”?! 
 
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. 
 

Did you know… 
 
... that just as the iceman and 
the drótostót once were thriving 
tradesmen, so today there is another 
profession that is fading into obliv-
ion?  And that there was a series of 
Hungarian settlements in the Cana-
dian Province of Saskatchewan?  
 
... that in Budapest there is a woman 
who still mends nylons?    
      
Do you remember the time when we 
didn’t throw away our nylons when the 
stitch was running?  We simply took 
them to the “szemfelszedὅ” (invisible 
mender).  I recently read in  
www.szeretlekmagyarorszag.com that 
the mender’s era may be coming to an 
end.  
 
Éva, Kovács Sándorné is the only ny-
lon mender in Budapest, maybe even 
in the whole country.  Most of her cus-
tomers are elderly, who use support 
hose that is worth mending.  (Younger 
women do not wear nylons as often.)   
Fortunately, her husband is an electri-
cian, who can repair her equipment, 
when necessary.  But she can no 
longer buy the needles she uses.  For-
tunately, she had laid in a supply of 
them when they were still available.  
She has had a 2m X 2m stand at the 
Corvin Áruház for 32 years.  The store 

will close for renovation, so Éva must 
look for another place to rent for her 
business.  Can she find one that she 
can afford in the same neighborhood 
where she has her clientele?  Can she 
pass on her knowledge, or is it a dying 
art, as are many others?  
 
We wish Éva luck in her search and 
wish her another 32 years! 
 

... that there were 10 Hungarian set-
tlements in the Canadian province of 
Saskatchewan?  They arrived at the 
beginning of the last century, as agri-
cultural workers.  The most famous of 
these is Esterházy (named after the 
immigration agent who brought them 
there).  The others are Békevár, Buda, 
Dunaföldvár, Kaposvár, Mátyásföld 
and Little Moose Lake, Otthon, Pinke-
falva, Székelyföld/Máriavölgy, and 
Szent László.  It is said that even third 
and fourth generation descendents 
are proud of their national identity and 
still speak and sing in Hungarian. 

Restored and relocated statue of Veres Pálné, and "Gimnázium" named after her.  



It’s a Small World! 
EPF 
 
Sometimes unexpected meetings lead 

to further unexpected discoveries – as I 

found here in Connecticut recently. Who 

would expect a cashier at a grocery 

store to be also a sculptor, photogra-

pher, and past designer of home goods 

who had also designed fine china for 

Rosenthal and Bloomingdale’s? 

 
Talking to the cashier on my weekly 
shopping foray to Trader Joe’s a couple 
of years ago, it emerged that her name 
was Janet Fekete. Since that first con-
versation, I would always get on Janet’s 
line when she was on duty. 
 
I learned in time that her grandfather 
had emigrated from Budapest to the 
United States at the start of the last 
century.  He came from a family of large 
animal vets, and settled in Norfolk, VA, 
where he had a car radiator repair 
shop.  Janet moved to New York about 
20 years ago. 
 
Recently, she informed me that she was 
very excited, because two of her sculp-
tures were being exhibited at the 
Hammond Museum garden in North 
Salem, NY.  I did not even know that 
she was a sculptor, so I asked for 
details.  Yes, she created non-
representational art, and had 
even received a grant for her 
work.  Her pieces would be on 
exhibit until early October. 
 
One gorgeous August afternoon, 
Éva Wajda of our Editorial Board 
and I drove to the museum.   Lo-
cated in very rural surroundings, 
the museum has a large Japa-
nese style garden where Janet’s 
pieces were on view. 
 
One of them, A Conversation with 
Nature, is a smaller version of a 
piece that has been permanently 
installed at Rockland Community 
College in Suffern, NY.  When 
asked about it, Janet replied:” The 
u-shape to me is found through-
out Nature: the shape of a petal, 
outline of a cloud, etc… 
 
"My large-scale piece has the u-
shapes representing the four ele-
ments in Nature: Earth, water, air 

and fire.” 
 
Her other piece exhibited here was ti-
tled ”Ubacus”, a twist on the word 
”abacus”, which the work resembles. 
We once again find the u-shapes here, 
instead of the plain counters.  
 
Janet explained that she grew up 
around the Norfolk Navy base, and was 
greatly influenced by the large ships, 
dry dock and railroad activity that  
provided her with creative inspira-
tion.  Her husband, a Vietnam vet-
eran, encouraged her artistic en-
deavors.  He was a drug and alco-
hol counselor, and his work brought 
them to Brewster, NY.  He passed 
away ten years ago and to keep 
busy, she joined the Art Students’ 
League.  Her sculpting career took 
off.  Since then, she has had nu-
merous exhibits of her work, includ-
ing one at the Absolut Spirits Mu-
seum in Finland in 2012.  
 
Four years ago, Trader Joe’s was 
looking for an artist to make signs, 
and Janet was hired.  She has 
stayed on as a cashier.  In her pri-
vate life, she is now working on pastel 
drawings, and experimenting with mag-
netite, magnets and steel which does 
not require welding, and for which she 
received another grant from the Art 

Students’ League of New York.  She will 
apply for additional grants, hoping to 
study in Paris.  
 
It’s not only a small world, but also a 
surprising one!  
 
We wish Janet Fekete continued suc-
cess in her artistic career! Her website 
is www.janetfeketebolton.com 
 

 
Janet Fekete with her sculpture ti-
tled "A Conversation with Nature" 
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