
1) A X  tr n  /  A xV It E  V I E  W

Y U G O S L  A  V I A

THE YUGOSLAV PARISH COUNCIL 
ELECTIONS AND THE HUNGARIAN 

MINORITY
Compared with the former situation of the Hun

garian minority the present has undergone a some
what favourable change, thanks to the Parish Council 
elections.

In order to secure the support of the 400,000 odd 
Hungarians in the Danube Banate, the Government 
not only allowed the re-organization of the two 
biggest Hungarian cultural societies suppressed in the 
spring of 1934, but also made it possible, after 
negotiations with the leaders of the Hungarian min
ority, for 12 new ones to be formed. In other respects, 
too, there are signs that Government circles are be
ginning to yield to their better judgment. Before the 
Parish Council elections held in the Danube Banate 
on 6th December took place, several Hungarian 
teachers who had been transferred to Serbia were re
transferred to the so-called Hungarian sections of the 
elementary schools, and simultaneously nine Hun
garian teachers who had been pensioned off received 
appointments again. This has permitted a re-opening 
of the Hungarian elementary school sections which 
had been closed for years. As a matter of fact, — 
for the first time since the change of rule — villages 
with a predominantly, or even exclusively Hungarian 
population, such as Topolya, Kishegyes (Mali Idjos), 
Csantaver, Temerin, Magyarkanizsa (Pavlograd), 
Zenta, Mohol (Mol), etc., have received considerable
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sums of money to ameliorate distress in the winter 
months, and that the Hungarian inhabitants of those 
places have been granted certain privileges and 
benefits.

What in its ultimate effects is of far greater im
portance is that the notorious measure known as 
name-analysis has been repealed. The object of that 
measure, with its inquiries into racial origin and 
language back to the third and fourth generation and 
the arbitrary decisions of the authorities on these 
points, was to bring about a gradual depopulation of 
the Hungarian elementary school sections and, at the 
time of the census, achieve the greatest possible re
duction in the relative strength of the Hungarian 
minority. We hope this decree of the Government, 
which does away with one of the most bitter grievances 
of the Hungarian minority, will not prove a mere dead 
letter, as did the decree issued in the April of 1933 
by M. Stankovitch, then Minister of Education, in 
which he enjoined the educational authorities to ob
serve strictly the provisions of the Elementary Edu
cation Act concerning elementary education in the 
mother-tongue of the scholars. This decree was never 
observed in practice.

The sudden change of spirit was undoubtedly due 
to the great importance to the Government of the 
Parish Council election results; but nevertheless we, 
who for three years, lacking better news, have month 
by month published the lamentable chronicles of the 
oppression, repression and well-night complete civil 
disability of the Hungarian minority in Yugoslavia, 
eagerly welcome signs that indicate the triumph of 
better judgment, and hope for a speedy and satis
factory continuation of the present small beginnings,
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DESIRE KOSZTOLANYI
HUNGARIAN POET, 1885—1 9 3 6 /

by
L o r in c  Szabo

I think it was not until after he had reached the 
middle of hiis thirty years' career as a poet that 
Desire Kosztolanyi wrote his first really human poem, 
at the time when his little son was ill of diphtheria. 
At all events, it was about that time, or somewhat 
earlier, that he attained the unadorned heights of 
poetical speech, with a coinage and a force of ex
pression transcending the individual. He had been a 
great poet before that, one of the ornaments of the 
renaissance of Hungarian lyrical poetry at the beginn
ing of the century, a perfect theoretician and an 
interesting artist of all the colour and music of which 
words are capable. Even a considerable part of his 
works of that period would have deserved to find 
their way in translations to European connaisseurs of 
poetry, as the lyrical poems of the past century found 
theirs to the youth of Hungary through the medium

of Kosztolanyi's translations.I * But he was not complete, 
direct, and human enough then to make what he ex
pressed immutable and really great.

The unfolding of his greatness took place almost 
imperceptibly. He acquired the mastery of creative 
technique early, and even in his later years greatly 
appreciated certain facile and lightsome turns of 
stylistic Bohemianism. From the very outset he was

* Kosztolanyi, who died in Budapest on 3rd November 
1936, translated many poems from English. Among his 
translations were single poems by Wordsworth, Shelley, 
Keats, Byron, Tennyson, R. Browning, Wilde, Lord Douglas, 
A. Symons, Emerson, Longfellow, Poe, W. Whitman, J. R- 
Rossel, Tagore, etc. and three plays by Shakespeare, The 
Winter's Tale, Romeo and Juliet, and King Lear. The last 
has not been published yet.
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plainly designed to be a poet on the grand scale, but, 
on the other hand, to the last he made use of tricks 
and fancies that would have been appropriate to al
most any stage of his literary career.

In his youth the dominating feature was the wild 
and meaningless riot of colour of the world of the 
senses; in manhood it was weariness with the empti
ness of the world, with the senseless recurrence and 
wearing off of impressions, then the loneliness of the 
inner man, and finally a dark horror of the cessation 
of physical life, accentuated by four years of suffering 
from cancer, ten operations, the torments of dying by 
inches and the intellectual and emotional reactions to 
every phase of his disease, The path of his spiritual 
life curved from an exaggerated aestheticism through 
realism towards a classical goal; from a red-flagged 
artistic nihilism and modern neuresthenia, through 
a process of hardening and disillusion, to a morality 
without faith. On the whole this is the path of all true 
artists who are born weakly, but live long enough to 
ripen into maturity.

What could this Hungarian poet have to say to 
Europe? Had Europe known him, had the world 
known him, they would have received from him what 
they receive from the few real poets, from the poets 
who speak to nations of forty or a hundred millions 
of souls. Beauty, which is a "joy for ever” , and help 
towards self-knowledge, coupled with a deeper insight 
into the character and psyche of the Hungarian folk. 
If it be true that the value of a nation may best be 
judged by the creations of its greatest sons, then the 
Hungarian nation, as witnessed by Kosztolanyi’s works, 
has its place in the foremost ranks of the maturely 
civilized peoples, and gives the world no whit less 
than it receives. When, in the days following the poet's 
death, I re-read all Kosztolanyi's poems, my impres
sion was that I was reading the soul of Europe — 
eternal Europe in the best of his works, and modern 
Europe in the second best. Kosztolanyi was a Hun
garian poet of European rank. His splendid novels, 
which are generally considered to raise their author, 
as a writer of prose, even slightly above the poet, 
would deserve a separate article to themselves.

The final metamorphosis which transmuted a fine 
artist into a really great poet is felt most clearly in 
his book of poems ”A bus ferfi panaszai” (The sorrow
ful man's complaints, 1924). What he had written 
before that date was an anticipation of the poetry of 
a sorrowful, doomed man, and what followed that 
turning point was a repetition on an increasingly 
grander scale of some preceding experience. Koszto
lanyi was, in fact, a finished poet — finished at least 
so far as the elements of poetry were concerned — in 
1907 when his first volume of poems ”Negy fal kozott” 
(Within four walls) was published. A certain pathetic 
philandering with decadency, a certain affected horror, 
a trace of dandyism, even titanism and satanism went 
well with the neurotic gestures of his budding im
pressionism and the often empty nature of his symbol
ism. A  Parnassian-like pregnancy of vision and 
construction, his capacity for effecting a poetical 
spiritualisation of certain themes then considered 
hypermodern, his dancing melodious sense of form and 
a bold, often daring, treatment of rhyme, are all 
apparent in that work. In its own way the "Siirgony” 
(The Telegram), a sketch of the start of fatal news 
from far off and its progress until its goal is reached, 
is an elegant and perfect sonnet, characterising the 
ambitions of the age. The world of the young poet 
was a stage peopled by angels and demons, a refined,

affected, and extravagant world; ordinary human life 
had no place in it except to the accompaniment of the 
poet’s sarcastic, condescending smile ("Budai idill" — 
An Idyll of Buda). Later on, of course, his realistic 
sense brought the poet to a normal human standard, 
to a natural balance.

In his next volume there is a further progress, a 
complete unfolding of the first, youthful, and always 
consistent Kosztolanyi. An atomised vision of life, 
exaggerated spirituality, the stuff of dreams, the ter
rors and wonders of the imagination, are conveyed in 
the language of childhood. The frame is memory, and 
in the dim, strangely luminous depths of childhood’s 
mentality, affectation and exaggeration may seem 
justified and real. "A szegeny kisgyermek panaszai” 
(The poor little child's complaints) which appeared in 
1910 was a great success in Hungary, The novelty of 
the numerous modern touches of 'beauty given by 
Kosztolanyi to his childhood's memories in this notable 
volume made his readers oblivious to the postures of 
the poet. For it was no child who spoke in those 
poems, but a neurotic adult imbued with a culture 
partly impressionistic, partly symbolistic and partly 
decadent in character; an adult examining himself 
through a reversed magnifying-glass. But somehow or 
other affectation was no more than a general outward 
blemish on the artist's work, and we have the feeling 
that the moment it is clear that the reflections and 
observations are being made by an adult who draws 
on his memory, there is nothing to find fault with; 
there are no postures, at least no more than were an 
organic part of Kosztolanyi’s poetry at that time. The 
beauty and delicacy of the details, a triumphant mani
festation of real poetical art, cast their glamour over 
all the flaws. The book is a triumph of Hungarian 
lyrical impressionism and modern realism. It is full 
of the rainbow brilliance of an idyllic soul, of its 
music, its atmosphere; of a novel symbolic magic 
interpreted in voluptuous language with intellectual 
and sensual imagination. Gone is titanism. Better said, 
it has been modulated and transmuted into a mere love 
of the grotesque.

The ”0szi koncert” (Autumn concert) cycle (1922) 
carries us out of the preceding era, slightly reminiscent 
of Francis James, into the symbolic world of Maeter
linck. Life is still a tormenting and entrancing 
chaos; the poet is still enamoured of decadent beauty, 
but now and then sonorous harmonic chords are 
struck. "Kartya” (Cards, 1912) is an organistic display 
of refined decadency, Nietzsche-esque in its raptures, 
in colour and in mystical pathos. It is neurasthenic 
to the point of demanding crude barbaric miracles. 
But in the volume entitled "Magia” (Magic), also 
published in 1920, we see the poet’s first victory over 
sensual chaos. In "Gyulblom magamat" (I loathe my
self) his message is purified and simplified. In ”A 
szemetdomb es a csillagok kozt” (Between the dunghill 
and the stars) hysteria is disciplined and the whole 
orchestration toned down. The theme returns again 
and again to the complaints of the poor little child.

"Mak” (Poppyseed, 1916) reveals a further ripen
ing. The eye of the poet still continues to distort; now 
and then his impressionism is still manifest, but the 
wayward fugues often resolve themselves into a 
harmonious melody of life's joys and torments. The 
beginnings of ennui and loneliness grow more spirit
ualised. A more convincing style of composition makes 
us realise for the first time how lacking in anything 
resembling a programme Kosztolanyi was, how lacking
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in faith was his start, how lightly he gave himself over 
to his impressions: "Let life, accident, shape me. I 
shall shape life in my poems, and we shall see what 
the result will be." The more striking then is a merely 
suggested confession, here and there, of the purpose
lessness of life, of the ennui which, for the moment, 
is but a new shade of colour on the artists's palette. 
Kosztolanyi still continues to appreciate wit and 
esprit.

The author of "Kenyer es bor" (Bread and Wine, 
1920) lives now — as he thinks — on earth, and not 
only on earth, but also among the middle classes. He 
is "at home on earth, but he is not at home in heaven". 
He might well have said "or in hell". How welcome 
is sobriety, this "uniform drabness” , this "growing 
fatigue"! But the simple happiness of family life is 
powerless to work a change in the hopeless nature of 
this difficult and stupid life. The moving tragedy of 
old age and of aimless drifting begins to unfold itself 
in Kosztolanyi's poems. The colours are stilil rich, but 
less vivid; the words come from deeper depths and 
strike deeper down. The realisation of a common, 
inevitable end awakes social instincts in the extreme 
individualist. Here Kosztolanyi reveals clearly a long
ing for another kind of poetry, without, however, 
denying anything of the past. The artist begins to make 
room for the man. His technique still refuses to 
relinquish a certain very literary play of form and 
style: the poet still refuses to take logic strictly 
enough. He is too much imbued with Verlaine's rule 
of Ars Poetica, namely that a poem must always con
tain a certain measure of rapture and uncertainty, and 
a little piquant lack of preciseness.

"A  bus ferfi panaszai" looks back on the young 
man who wrote "A szegeny kisgyermek panaszai" (The 
poor little childs complaints) in 1910. But the volume 
is by no means a mere imitation of a successful style, 
and it happily lacks the pose of a false perspective. 
The present speaks of the present and the past. Like 
Rilke — but a less transcendental Rilke — a rich and 
mature impressionist poet, whose spirit is akin to that 
of the French vers libre poets, and who is an admirer 
of Verhaeren's landscapes, but who is also in some 
things brother to Byron and the English romantics, as 
his own private existence, the experiences of father
hood, his surroundings in space and time, the world 
war and the revolutionary years, have coloured life 
for him; chiselling the sculpture of his verses, as the 
sculptor time chisels into shape the increasingly 
gloomy individuality of the poet. There is a depth in 

his poems like that of a mountain tarn. He depicts 
startling situations coldly and harshly; then, of a 
sudden — and with increasing frequency — shapes 
them, like a modern classic, with a human touch, out 
of the warm matter of universal social truth. Mean
while he has become a perfect novelist, a European 
master of prose on a small and a grand scale. Father, 
husband, and man, he is now bound by his navelcord 
to the rest of mankind, although he is, and remains, 
an individualist. His psychologic insight is almost that 
of a physician; his complaints are no longer hysterical 
outbursts; their emphasis is no longer on the Bohemian 
in his art.

At this time it actually seemed as though Koszto
lanyi, the goldsmith of style, the musician of rhyme, 
was going to desert form, rhythm and, primarily, the
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stumbling-block of rhyme. "Meztelen" (Naked, 1928) 
is a volume of poems in prose. Many of them retain 
the Hungarian Alexandrine; a few of them in form 
recall the hexametres, or blank verse, but there are no 
rhymes. In most of them the means employed to 
create effect are puritanical in the extreme, a directness 
and condensedness of construction, a faintly pulsating 
rhythm of thought, and the sincerity of the poet's 
observations. These poems strongly reveal the sure 
knowledge of the art of writing possessed by a master 
of prose. In this volume we experience, for the first 
time, a happy release from adjectives and nouns of a 
doubtful necessity. The poet has reached the era of 
patience, indifference and wisdom. With the unadorned 
simplicity of the eternal, the moment "calmly but 
sternly sounds its uncouth lay". It is as though I were 
reading the old Chinaman Po-chu-y in Wiley's English 
prose translation. Kosztolanyi's poems in prose pro
duce the same impression: full of dreary pain, common
place all af them, they are the mere skeletons and 
cross-beams of poems, and yet they are real poetry. 
Goethe has a few such poems in prose. The book did 
not reap the success it deserved. The critics and a 
reading public accustomed to Kosztolanyi's sleight-of- 
hand juggling with form received it with disfavour, 
believing this period to be one of transition. As it was. 
All the same it was the sign of surfeit reacting against 
the formal and an indication of the future. From 
thence on, even if he had wanted, Kosztolanyi could 
never be anything but perseveringly puritanical in form 
and rhyme. But did he want to be anything else?

His last volume "Szamadds" (Reckoning) appeared 
last year. In this swan-song his lyrical art is rich in 
colour, his forms are as diversified as of yore. The 
whole volume suggests a summing-up. Almost every 
tone of his previous works strikes its own note in it. 
There is a musical trilling play on the vowels of his 
wife's name (I-lo-na); there are impressionistic 
episodes, forty fragments of whimsical rhymes and 
fleeting sighs, lyrical, or picturesque, or philosophical 
epigrams in a Japanese-cum-Western European style; 
pictures from his travels and some satirical poems, 
modern and urban. There is also an ars poetica in 
arms in defence of disciplined caprice, and — a 
dazzling display of verbal pyrotechnics — a song in 
praise of the world of dawn and of fleeting life. Then, 
lastly, there are about twenty sonorous magnificent 
poems, masterpieces born in travail, the offspring of 
a lengthy wrestling with death. Dejection and an in
creasing horror frozen into indifference and patient 
reticence are as much part of them as is strength. The 
proud strength with which in a perfect unity of style, 
rhyme and form, a perfect natural harmony of ex
pression, to which only an inspired translation could 
hope to do justice, the dying poet, with categoric 
finality coins the pieces of gold that bear the stamp 
of his individuality and of his own rank:

Myself by myself l 
measure.
My words, as they fall, solid golden 
treasure,
bear, each, my image, stamped as with kingly 
die,
and on the rim 
the proud inscription:
I!
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