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IN MEMOR �AM TO CLARA GYÖRGYEY 
 

President of PEN Center KURDISH DR Z Haco  we forwarded the letter 
to the International President of PEN International by John Ralston 
Saul ,Eugene Schoulgin and by  Caroline McCormick   for the death of Mrs. 
Clara Györgyey  

 «It is with great sadness that we must inform you of the death of 
Clara Györgyey, of Writers in Exile PEN Centre. Clara died in 
hospital on Thursday evening. 

Clara was a remarkable woman and a true champion of PEN who worked 
tireless for many years to promote freedom of expression. She will be greatly 
missed by us all. 

We have written to Clara’s husband, who is known to many of you, to offer our 
condolences to him. 

We are extremely conscious that we have lost several of our closest friends 
recently and we will be considering appropriate ways of celebrating their lives 
and work at the 76th International PEN Congress in Tokyo this year. We 
welcome suggestions from you regarding this. 

 We writers Kurdistan we pay tribute to the struggle for freedom of expression 
of Clara Györgyey . we believe that it represented a symbol of freedom of 
expression of writers in exile and we publish articles written by Clara 
Györgyey. 
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I think Clara Györgyeyis a Professor Emeritus of English and Drama and 
Associate Director of the Program for Humanities in Medicine at Yale 
University School of Medicine, and has been President of International PEN 
Writers-in-Exile Center since 1976. She is the author of ten books and translator 
of more than two dozen works of different genres, including the long-running 
play, Catsplay, by Istvan Örkény, a critical biography, FERENC MOLNAR 
(Twayne’s World Authors Series), and translations in A MIRROR TO THE 
CAGE, Three Contemporary Hungarian Plays (University of Arkansas Press). 
“Confessions of a Marxist Puppetmaster” first appeared in Hungarian in her 
book of stories, WITH ARROGANT HUMILITY (1987), then in two 
Hungarian samizdat periodicals; the English version (translated by herself) came 
out in Légerité, (1989; now defunct). The piece is a portrait of a very famous 
writer and sociologist persecuted by the communist regime. Clara Gyorgyey 
lives in Orange, Connecticut, with her husband, Ferenc  has really defended 
freedom of expression in the principles of International PEN «brings together 
writers, journalists, poets –  all those using the written word to promote ideas –  
in the common belief that it is through this sharing that bridges of understanding 
can be built between peoples. These bridges cross political, geographical, ethnic, 
cultural, religious and other divides.  

It is for this reason that the protection of the right to freedom of expression –  
the freedom to express ideas without fear of attack, arrest or other persecution –  
has been at the heart of International PEN's work since it was formed in 1921. 

PEN's work and advocacy was fully developed by the time the Universal 
Declaration on Human Rights was declared and adopted by the United Nations 
in 1948. It has been argued that PEN helped to define the concept of freedom of 
expression that is now enshrined under Article 19 of the Declaration, a right that 
is as important today as it was when it was defined in the aftermath of World 
War Two.  

Everyone has the right to freedom of opinion and expression; this right includes 
freedom to hold opinions without interference and to seek, receive, and impart 
information and ideas through any media and regardless of frontiers.» 

We pay tribute to the memory of  Clara Györgyey by his writings and we 
convey our feelings dedicated to Clara's friends and relatives not to our writers 
Kurdistan. 

Dr Ali KILIÇ 

Paris 19-01-2010 
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uring the revolution of 1956 he was twelve years old – he was racing 
on the Boulevard wide-eyed – he carried water to the thirsty freedom-fighters, 
ran all the way to the Austrian border, then returned to Budapest because in the 
middle of the confusion he forgot to tell his parents that he’d intended to flee to 
the free world. Now he is a professional. New intellectual. Party member. Well-
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known sociologist. His name often appears in newspapers and scholarly 
journals. He drinks excessively. Presently his favorite author is Bulgakov. He 
talks little and slowly but watches all the time. He even managed to acquire a 
small apartment. Only once in a while, cautiously, does he meet the members of 
the old gang, his university chums. One evening, after the third glass of 
Albanian cognac, he began to talk. Although his confession is not unique, it 
accurately reflects the Weltanschauung, the existential philosophy of his 
generation in Hungary. 

“You know, only those people are being kicked out of ‘our’ company who 
deserve it, those who don’t even make an effort to play the puppeteer’s role even 
half-heartedly. You may do anything, nobody would notice it as long as you 
hold up the puppet representing you: the puppet’s face is well-manneredly rigid 
so that you can put any words into its mouth. You may freely kick your friend in 
the ass if your puppet bows afterwards. Then you may apologize by referring to 
a momentary black-out, to collective responsibility, or to some disturbing news 
of foreign policy. Soon, he, the abused one, will be begging your pardon; how 
could he even suppose that you assaulted him deliberately. 

“You may be late everywhere, you don’t have to keep any promise, you may get 
away doing nothing in the office, only the excuse text has to be convincing, say, 
your grandmother died, you have a personal crisis; even more effective, start 
complaining about how compassionless people are in general. Then, talk about 
your new plans, serendipitously found ideas that captured your imagination and 
describe briefly how you want to accomplish them. Thus, you don’t have to lift a 
finger. If this does not work or someone becomes a nuisance, cut his throat. Tell 
later that he had committed suicide because you’d discovered his counter-
intelligence spying activities and in his last lucid moment he put the knife into 
your hand to compromise you. People will believe you since there is a need for 
spies all the time. 

“Do anything or do nothing, only the ideology counts; have it ready at their 
disposal at all times, also, keep it up to date, check the syllabus, there is a wide 
variety in the Book of Wisdom, different shades, types for all seasons. 

“But don’t ever tell the truth because then they’ll expel you. Don’t tell you 
cheated on your wife because there was a good-looking chick and an 
opportunity, so it just happened. Rather, talk about the significance of progress 
(she could have promoted you!), the ugly tactics of women or the power of 
alcohol. Better yet, paste a blue beard on your puppet. Then you don’t need to 
give an explanation. 
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“Don’t tell that you don’t work because you are lazy and you hate the job, it 
does not interest you, or that it gives you more pleasure to collect ‘numbers,’ 
sex-scalps among women. 

“Tell anything but the truth! If you do, it’s not the puppet but you, the naked 
you, on the stage and the numerous, poker-faced other puppets, like the 
Lilliputians descended on Gulliver, will attack you, tie you down and will gyrate 
their dance macabre over cleansed but lifeless body. 

“Other topics: I tell you the story of our love. At that time, at the beginning. We 
had no warm home, soft nest; we owned only the doors so that we could lock 
out each other; we also had suffocation to blow onto each other, and we had 
corners into which we could squeeze each other. This way we could spare the 
considerable expense of a warm home, a soft nest. 

“Are you interested in the history of my philosophy? Voila! At first I knew all 
the right answers. Later I arrived at an inquisitive stage and my entire life 
twisted into an enormous question mark. I was hanging, dangling on it, and 
believed that the rope around my throat was tightening irrevocably. But I was 
young, and my body extremely resilient. I went on living without ever solving 
any of the problems, without ever getting even one of the answers to those 
urgent questions even though they had meant to determine the mode of the rest 
of my life. In those days I could never imagine how anyone could exist this way, 
that my little scattering actions could not be disciplined, could not be herded into 
any kind of prefabricated, illusory structure designed by the forever croaking 
strategy-cocks. 

“All of us are prodigal sons. In my family, I am the one. Millions of families can 
boast or curse similarly while talking about their offspring who are like me. The 
only difference among us is merely quantitative. My history goes like this: my 
progenitors had survived heroically in this most rotten spot of Europe. They did 
not multiply much, only moderately, enough to fertilize the Hungarian soil with 
one body; they threw in their seed only to guarantee their own crop. Every 
generation added a bit to this family heritage. They did not want to waste, rather, 
to hoard; their frugality was on par with the narrow feudal conditions 
economically, with the anachronistic modes of the Middle Age’s spiritually. 
Their greatest profit, and most coveted, generally growing interest, was in the 
recurrent promise of the future. This is how it became possible that I had 
inherited an already considerable fortune: myself. 

“One has to invest the capital gain, has to make it work; that’s why my parents 
sold the ancestral mansion from over their heads and gave up all their earthly 
goods. Now they could collect the long awaited dividend: me. I am a hard glass 
able to reflect perfectly all the glittering of the world’s gems; diamond-hard, you 
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can cut windows facing the future into me. All hopes and anticipations of some 
hundred years’ toil are exclusively mine. But, what can I do with it? Today the 
economy is still feudally narrow, the promises, too, are the same if one reads 
them backwards. So I squander and drink away the inheritance leisurely as it 
behooves a prodigal son. 

“An old age sage once said: those were the true lazy people who had been 
constantly in the mood to do something. That’s how I got hold of a wife. When 
it became obvious that birth and death were rather easy, I decided to make a 
stretch between the two a trifle more tolerable. To promote this project, and to 
become eligible to apply for an apartment, one needed a partner. After an early 
lecture at the university, I proposed to a superficial acquaintance, a girl. Along 
with her came two friends of mine. We walked to City Hall. There the legal 
paper was acquired; soon the apartment materialized, too. I broke the nutshell of 
the institution of marriage with little or no effort; and like many others, found 
the shell empty. I live and have someone to sleep with. No hassle. For a 
temporary solution, this will do. Too bad women always want to look younger; 
nothing else is so incongruously funny and nothing makes them seem older than 
this ceaseless endeavor. 

“People in the free world don’t understand us; they are above it all, but we 
natives can never step out of our circles, our roles; cannot break out from behind 
the square box enclosure, unpunished. We are subdued, full of inhibition, maybe 
lazier, because why be different? What’s the use? 

“I no longer go to concerts or to the theater. What for? By necessity, by 
profession, I am compelled to read the reviews written by those who lie better 
than I do; from their criticism I learn the proper text for tomorrow’s ideology 
session. If I am in a desperate need of sedation, I can put on a record. One does 
not have to enjoy Bach or Bartok in a crowd; formalized acting does not interest 
me either. I can always read the play if I want to. Among the mass entertainment 
I can tolerate only the movies. Every week I continue wasting two hours of my 
life in the dark where I don’t see peoples’ face; they cannot see mine as the 
sweat gradually covers my countenance and slowly melts the wax on it. 

“The wanderings of my contemporaries, the world-trotting of these pseudo-
Ulyssesses do not make me jealous or bitter. I never covet their peregrinations, 
even though the government granted me permission to visit no other countries 
but Bulgaria and Rumania. Once there, in the company of Soviet comrades, I got 
dead drunk and joined them singing old, reactionary songs of patriotism about 
the River Volga and ‘Lara’s Song’ from Dr. Zhivago. For a few minutes I felt 
light, almost fulfilled. I don’t know what freedom means in the West, I don’t 
really care, because when your head is swollen, it is considerably more difficult 
to pull on the mask. 
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“My puppet-game, my idiocy is not an historical category. I too had dreams 
once, with my friends, about the redemption of the world. Now, at the threshold 
of manhood, they seem like no more than mere illnesses of adolescence. I write 
articulate, concise, well-composed articles and sometimes smuggle the gradually 
decreasing sediment of our old dreams into them. Once in a while I even argue; 
for struggle, for fighting, there isn’t enough sobriety left. Anyway, for what? For 
whom?” 

All of a sudden he seemed sad, more and more depressed, his Tartar face turned 
blank; his steel-blue eyes gazed coldly at the sole Matisse reproduction in the 
room. With languid, emotionless gesture he threw the butt of his long-burnt 
cigarette into the garbage pail. One could read nothing anymore from his half-
opened eyes. Like an eel, slippery, smooth, a free-swimmer. While saying 
farewell, without any provocation, someone asked him if he was happy. He did 
not seem to comprehend. “This is an anachronistic question. It cannot be 
answered. I am. I live. I exist. If you prefer, I am alive. No more, no less.” He 
turned slowly, walked back to the cocktail table and refilled his glass to the 
brim. 

  

Merely a Player? 

Mátyás Sárközi: Színház az egész világ. Molnár Ferenc regényes élete. (All 
the World's a Stage: The Fantastic Life of Ferenc Molnár). Osiris-
Századvég, 1995, 158 pp.  

Cliché it may be, but it is widely accepted that the offspring of celebrities are 
cursed, compelled to go through life in the shadow of a parent or forebear. The 
constant aspiration to catch up with or to prove worthy of the family's genius 
often reaches obsessive proportions and prevents adequate self assertion or 
independence.  

For Mátyás Sárközi, on both sides of his family, for three generations, almost 
every member has been a famous literary figure: György Sárközi, a brilliant 
poet/critic (father), Márta Molnár, editor/publisher/patron of the literati 
(mother), Ferenc Molnár, a world renowned playwright (grandfather), Margit 
Vészi, painter/journalist/poet (grandmother), and so forth. In fact, Sárközi 
appears unintimidated by, and admirably nonchalant about, his portentous 
lineage. He has been a successful writer/journalist/broadcaster/publisher since 
his escape, in 1956, to Germany and England. Hungarian readers have only been 
able to discover him in the last few years. The biography under discussion here 
is his seventh book, the second to be published in Hungary. (Torkig Bizánccal 
[Fed Up With Byzantium] a collection of short stories, came out in 1993).  
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In this unpretentions biography of his maternal grandfather, Sárközi does not so 
much inform as entertain us and Molnár proves to be a most fascinating subject.  

[...]  

What does emerge is a delightful biographical Kaffeeklatsch, interspersed with 
Sárközi's hindsights, charming pseudo-aesthetic asides, and a clever selection of 
familiar anecdotes and Molnárisms. The text does generate genuine interest 
when it presents the author's own experiences of growing up as a Molnár 
grandchild, and when unknown, revealing and genuinely relevant letters are 
published for the first time. It is a pity that Sárközi often fails to reveal his 
sources and provide helpful references; when he does, they sometimes prove 
inadequate.  

Sárközi's style on one level seems reminiscent of his grandfather's: abundant use 
of a rather simple vernacular, "anachronistic" phraseology, somewhat non-
idiomatic vocabulary, sentimental and ironic chit-chat, alternating with stunning 
sophistication.  

The story of Ferenc Molnár, an enigmatic, extravagantly colourful, excessively 
dramatic, unique raconteur persona is inexhaustible. Sárközi, the blessed rather 
than cursed descendant of his "genius" family, is to be congratulated for having 
provided an affectionate, sensitive biography, several rare photographs and, 
ultimately, hope for Hungarian writers living abroad. Nowadays even their 
works can become bestsellers in the Motherland. ß  

Clara Györgyey 
is a writer, critic, translator, and director of the Humanities in Medicine Program 
at Yale University. She publishes in both English and Hungarian. Her book, 
Ferenc Molnár (Boston, Twayne Pub.) appeared in 1980. 
 
Clara Györgyey  
 
This Kingdom Should Rather Go! 
  
Thy Kingdom Come: 19 short stories by 11 Hungarian authors. Selected and 
edited by Peter Doherty, Gyöngyi Köteles and Zsófia Bán. Translations by 
Eszter Molnár. Budapest, Palatinus Books, 1998, 322 pp.  

The very idea of collecting nineteen short stories seemingly selected at random, 
and in English to boot, invites not only the customary, a priori objections but a 
skeptical wince. Granted, all the representatives are established contemporary 
authors (eight men and three women, ranging from forty-five to eighty-three 
years of age) who have achieved fame both at home and abroad. Still, the 
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selection appears arbitrary and unbalanced, (the female writers are allotted a 
total of thirty pages out of 322), lacking any thematic or other conceptual 
unifying component other than that each piece has already been translated into 
English by Eszter Molnár and featured in The Hungarian Quarterly.  

On the jacket, Thy Kingdom Come promises "a wide variety of the best quality 
Hungarian literature, along with a slice of Hungarian reality" and that it delivers 
indeed. It also provides a cross selection of the best and most prolific authors, 
complete with photographs, biographies, lists of awards and foreign editions of 
their works. An additional bonus is Eszter Molnár's superb translation. In an 
enjoyable and genuinely idiomatic English, the translator allows every author's 
voice distinction while maintaining a feel for the whole. It is a horrendous task 
to have to produce such an accurate, sensitive, "native-sounding" translation of 
these notoriously challenging authors. Ms Molnár deserves equal credit with her 
"customers."  

The stories are extremely depressing, featuring unfathomable poverty and 
antiheroes consumed by existential anguish, alienation, rootlessness, 
exploitation (espe-cially of children, illiterate labourers and the homeless), 
physical and psychological torture, pain and suffering. By and large, a dark 
mood prevails and most denouements are bleak or bittersweet at best; this holds 
irrespective of the style or trend, be it realism, naturalism, surrealism, stream of 
consciousness, utopia, absurdity or postmodernism.  

Ádám Bodor, the sixty-three-year-old Transylvanian writer now living in 
Hungary, first achieved immense success with his magical short stories, and in 
1993 acquired international fame with a run-away bestseller, Sinistra District. 
Translated at once into a dozen languages, this thin volume of spellbinding tales 
(subtitled "Chapters of a Novel") is a cycle of fifteen stories (three of which are 
in our volume) -each complete in itself-forming a novel of sorts. Here we are in 
the realm of an anti-utopia, a cursed, amoral totalitarian existence poignantly 
familiar. The ambiguous setting is somewhere in the Carpathian Mountains in 
Romania. In this dark, devastating region, a "freezing hell," people live in 
captivity, some in enforced bondage, some in self-imposed exile. The balefully 
restricted territory, controlled by the sadistic secret police, is not simply a 
fictional penal colony but an absurd, postmodern gulag, an irrational survival 
zone of demonic proportion. The novel's antihero, Andrej Bodor, is both narrator 
and victim of a series of most terrifying happenings facilitated by the "grey 
goons," Ceausescu's militiamen. Andrej never displays any emotion even in the 
most hor-rific or senseless situations: at sight of murders, tortures, an eyeball on 
the road, a frozen human ear in a rodent's mouth, and much more. What unfolds 
in these tales is as absurd, incomprehensible, and horrible as it is logical. The 
district is populated by subhuman, animal-like creatures clad in rags, subsisting 
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on frozen potatoes, mushrooms and methyl alcohol. These buglike, Kafkaesque 
characters are both animalistic and mechanical; distorted archetypes, though 
they both epitomize and symbolize multiethnic nationalities and different social 
classes. For instance: there are the two Petrika Hamzas, homosexual twins 
servicing all the needs of the half- wit innkeeper Doktor Oleinek, the dwarf 
Gabruel Dunka tarnishes glass with sand for the prisons, the truck driver 
Mustafa Mukkerman, who transports frozen carcas-ses, corpses and smuggles 
people, Coca-Mavrodin, the woman forest commissioner who will freeze to 
death, and scores of other freaks; they ably serve as collective metaphors for this 
much-tormented region. The true main character, however, the omnipotent 
tyrant, is nature. Each episode contains superb descriptions of the frigid 
landscape and its elementary power over the living. Bodor's unique stylistic 
devices (typical of folk ballads and surreal horror stories), his beguiling 
characterization, succinct descriptions and dialogue, dark vision and humour 
enable the reader to consider the physical and metaphysical, the realistic and 
mythical, as no longer opposites but rather the organic surface of a bizarre 
totality. The measured, elegant sentences balance on the edge of naturalism and 
grotesque parable-making in these repulsive yet persuasive tales.  

Lajos Grendel, a fifty-one-year-old Hungarian from Slovakia, is an enigmatic 
author; social criticism and political satire, delivered with savage grin and 
humour, abound in "The Story That Didn't Make the News." It presents an 
ordinary Slovak apartment house where one night a group of armed men simply 
occupy the cellar and order everyone to leave. Who they were, how many and 
why they came no one knows. The frightened, typical low-class residents rally 
around the chairman of the tenants' committee; they spread rumours, attend 
inane mass-meetings, whisper all-knowingly that "it must have been the 
Hungarians, or the Jews, or the Gypsies who had masterminded the vile attack". 
The delegation sent to negotiate with the intruders returns with the demand that 
the building must be handed over to the rebels, all tenants must leave at once. 
Cursing, they all move out. The chairman "left the perilous neighbourhood 
stealthily... it crossed his mind that perhaps he ought to have resigned before 
leaving, but he did not have the heart to turn back. His tenants had given 
evidence of great patience, civil discipline and wisdom... some will supply the 
troops, others will engage in the fighting. The way it usually happens." Grendel's 
misleadingly "relevant," confessional text, intimating scathing indignation, is 
eclipsed by a new mood of skepticism, cynicism and facetiousness that further 
qualify him to be a genuine postmodern writer. His rapid portraits and 
occasional acrid vision of feelings may appear indistinct but never indifferent; 
he effects us and convinces us.  

The youngest and most controversial author is László Krasznahorkai (at 45 he 
has a sixties look, long hair, beard, shapeless fedora hat, scarf and black Zorro 
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cape), whose two challenging, though not a little chaotic stories lead us into 
Beckettian landscapes where absurdity pervades in the postmodern fashion of 
self-referencing. In "The Last Boat," for instance, all the dialogue is put in 
footnotes; the entire text is a giant non-sequitur paragraph, anecdotes are begun 
but left incomplete to be replaced by other fragments; in the convoluted 
sentences, amid humorous asides, there is no unity of theme, mood or narrative. 
In "Getting Away from Bogdanovich" (as in his award-winning novels), he 
portrays an eerie apocalypse of the socialist reality in Eastern Europe; it is a 
nightmarish pursuit of the eponymous "hero." Ultimately the story's tediousness 
is as profound as the alleged themes. A philosophical story-teller, he is a new 
mystic without God, in quest of a "postmodern divinity" through harmony with 
the "awful, hitherto unknown, drastic disquiet world and its creatures." His 
novels-Sátántangó/Satan Tango, 1986, made into a successful seven-hour film; 
Az ellen-állás melankóliája/The Melancholy of Resistance, 1999, of which a 
chapter appeared in the HQ (No. 152, Winter 1998) in a translation by George 
Szirtes, and the recent Háború és háború/War and War, 1999)-are about the 
possessed and the obsessed, they are set in disintegrating, decaying country 
towns in Eastern Europe where (except for War and War a group of satanic 
people will soon arrive to take over. His realistically described world is devoid 
of all human values and instinct an menace prevail. Another of his bestselling 
books was a spellbinding account of his solitary railway trip-via Siberia-to 
Communist China in the eighties.  

On the opposite spectrum stands the popular, often awarded and translated 
writer of children literature, Ervin Lázár, who contributes one story "The 
Porcelain Doll." Despite the classical, crystal-clear style and realistic 
descriptions, we are led into the Twilight Zone, in a weird, dreary, faraway 
village in the Hungarian prairie, the puszta. A modern-day miracle worker 
shakes up the populace with his "ability to resurrect the dead." Woebegone 
mothers faint as their children's coffins are unearthed and "corpses" suddenly 
come to life. Like the Rainmaker, this impostor disappears next day and life will 
never be the same again. The hope-for-one-day is more than the customary 
superstition of the village, the Lazarus theme is universal, crossing all cultural 
boundaries. Lázár writes with gentle irony and in elliptical fashion; here and 
there the story flaunts elements of the grotesque and the surreal as well. Despite 
the realistic exposé, it is hard at first to escape the impression that nothing really 
believable is happening. Yet, the anticipation is sustained-and not in vain. The 
narrator manages to maintain a mystique that bedazzles the reader to the point of 
misty eyes, it's catharsis à la mode. No vestiges of modernism, only honesty and 
emotive power, compassion, and velvety, caressing story telling.  

The sixty-year-old Péter Lengyel is already something of a classic; his awards 
and the list of foreign editions of his novels barely fit into the assigned space.  
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A brilliant translator, editor and teacher, Lengyel is first and foremost a highly 
re- spected, highly talented novelist. He clearly demonstrates his contagious 
nostalgia, intellectual sincerity and style (post-Joyceian stream-of-
consciousness) in two gems: "Merry-go-round", a chapter from the novel 
Macskakõ (Cobblestone) and "Boulevard in the Rain, l928." In both, the action 
takes place in meditated flashback, while the current time seems frozen as the 
narrator stares incessantly at the computer screen in his MS-filled, overcrowded 
study. The text, detailed and precise, is peppered with contemporary songs, 
ditties, aphorisms, word games, children's rhythms, random verbiage, political 
slogans, jokes and mock totems. At parts the score is either hypnotic or tedious, 
depending on one's taste. In both stories so fascinating are the details, colourful 
the characters, that the author might almost be forgiven for keeping silent about 
how he performed this miracle, like water changing into wine: his painting a 
vibrant canvas of the past while re-enacting the vulgar present. He takes us from 
time to time and space to space with the greatest of ease. Writing during 
communism, he combines scathing social criticism with cunning, elusive 
misspellings or using heavily metaphoric idioms. The occasional arbitrary 
linguistic stunts are tempered by a resigned humour. Like Ferenc Molnár in his 
plays, Lengyel in his prose (his work conjures up his idol, Marquese) pays a 
touching tribute to his beloved hometown.  

Undeservedly, Aliz Mosonyi (55 years old) is perhaps the least known among 
these authors. Her Shop Tales, a charming, absurd series, is the shortest text in 
the volume, bringing to mind István Örkény's one minute stories. On an 
imaginary street sprawls a number of fictional shops, each elegantly described in 
paragraph-size bites: "The Shop of Maps" requires a brief recitation of 
autobiography after which the shopkeeper "takes out a map, pins a tiny flag onto 
it and says, ‘Here you are. This is where life tossed you.'" In another intriguing 
piece, "The Shop of Practical Doughnuts," a question is asked: "Is life a sour 
doughnut? Or a sweet one?" "You've got to buy one and try one. Then you'll 
know." Finally, "The Shop that Once Was" is precisely what it says. Ms. 
Mosonyi should have been represented more generously.  

Now comes another heavy-weight, the internationally known playwright, 
novelist, translator, Slavist scholar, dramaturge supreme, György Spiró, who 
provides two pieces. Each of the two dozen books by this irascible gadfly, 
evokes extreme reactions and controversy, all the sound andfury, the panegyrics 
and scorn are motivated by social, racial and political reasons in any given era. 
In "Utopia," he sets out to reveal the hard truth, to contrast the sham and the real 
in present-day Hungary, in an allegorical tale about rebuilding life after the 
Holocaust. Such a premise, or promise, is audacious and preposterous, but Spiró 
delivers the goods. This brief story-de-lineated with cool irony and dry humour, 
though in a somewhat cynical manner- draws a penetrating picture of how 
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people "manage to survive." In "Forest," on the other hand, he tells a hilarious, 
well- woven tapestry of romance and farce, in effect, a moving and also tragic 
autobiographical tale of lost love. Added curiosity here is the setting: the main 
characters (then still husband and wife) are "travelling on a local train, along the 
Moscow-Gorky line immortalized in Russian fiction." He was to meet the wife's 
new lover, a "superannuated Bulgarian ballet dancer", who was now living with 
his pregnant Russian girlfriend ("anything can happen in Russia!"). Within this 
framework Spiró comments on contemporary Russian poetry, social problems, 
Jewish immigration, the nineteenth-century Hungarian War of Independence, 
and much more. The story evokes a ponderous and powerful breath of Russian 
life-an amalgam of cruelty, compassion, drunkenness, unexpected delicacy and 
joie de vivre. In the anticlimactic conclusion, the ex-wife is dying of cancer and 
the cuckolded, super-cool ex-husband is apparently devastated. The author's 
dialogue and eye for detail show that realism and farce are not distant cousins, 
that absurdity can be mined from simple events without diminishing either 
verity or humour. Occasional pontifications notwithstanding, even these short 
samples testify to Spiró's unique talent.  

The 82-year-old Magda Szabó, winner of many prizes, whose great body of 
work (close to forty volumes in every genre) has been widely translated, appears 
here only with one delicious morsel. "Silver Ball" is enough to justify the entire 
volume and prove her exquisite style, humour and mesmerizing sensitivity of 
themes. Szabó gained renown primarily through her novels and their 
extraordinary heroines. Though not a feminist, she succeeds in redirecting the 
focus on women (all ages) through her prose. Here the heroine is herself a little 
girl, whose relentless curiosity gets her into trouble with majestic grand dames 
amid the family. While a charming mystery is solved, the story is pregnant with 
her self-ironizing distance, detached gestures with which she interrupts herself, 
seldom erupting muted fury, precocious musings of a child, along with moral 
seriousness and ethical anguish. Furthermore, she re-enacts with nostalgia the 
erosion of human values, the irretrievable past, fossilized evidence of an extinct 
social class-the gentry and the Calvinist country professional classes-a tradition-
filled culture and a world that has been obliterated.  

The sixty-year-old Dezsõ Tandori, a prolific, path-breaking poet, writer, 
translator, graphic artist and performer, who has won numerous prizes, awards 
and has been published abroad frequently, is under-represented here by one 
piece. "Baalbeck Hotel" combines sophistication and periodic mondaineity in 
which he is acting as a cantankerous, haughty, old critic and a sentimental bird-
father, with brazen insouciance and terrifying cleverness. The bird-aficionado is 
at once a democrat and a snob, a seminar-room grandee and a party pooper who, 
at times, falls prey to some vices that afflict the most talented writers: gigantism, 
obscurantism, verbosity and cognate authorial hauteur. Still, he is thoroughly 
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committed to keeping up the appearance of kindness (especially to animals), but 
underneath all the musings Tandori appears cold and controversial. While he is 
an expert on horse-racing, tennis, mysteries, movies, Australian and other kinds 
of wine, sparrows and Wittgenstein, his tale basically depicts a stifled, nerve-
wrecking stay in England. It is an unflinching examination of loneliness and a 
trenchant trajectory of negation too. A genuine non-story, postmodern to a tee, it 
is studded with asides, fragments and other ultra-modern literary paraphernalia. 
Here is the opening: "Everything-happened in Worchester! That everything had 
to happen there. On Friday, January 3rd, l993 in Worchester. What do I have to 
arrive on Saturday for? What for? Well, never mind. I read ‘Yesterday's results, 
Worchester,' And then again, ‘continued from page 7.' And in the meantime." 
This cold-hearted, ferociously educated, enigmatic, fascinating and at times 
infuriating author is dedicated to the power of the "master narrative," a writer 
determinedly of our time endowed with a bibliography that is 19th century in its 
variety and magnitude. The vivid vignette of the English landscape, his busy 
schedule there-in, provides a perfect venue for Tandori to disseminate one of his 
pet credos: there are no masterpieces today because our moment is "post-
Gutenberg and pre-Apocalypse;" what reigns now is generalized corruption, 
mechanized inhumanity leading to the obsolescence of literature, whose place is 
taken by the idiot box. This is no post-structuralist criticism or semiotic 
explanation, it is a rightful modern outrage by extension but, to make sure, do 
check into his Baalbek Hotel and judge for yourself how gifted this 
cosmopolitan wanderer is.  

The most generous space (87 pages) was awarded to Sándor Tar-his story sets 
the volume's tone and yields its title-a relative newcomer whose rise to fame was 
as rapid as his output enormous. At fifty-eight Tar, an eminent social 
documentarist, began to pen imaginative novellas which are both brilliant 
contrivances and masterpieces of naturalism. In every story his familiar stock 
figures are the downtrodden, stuck in mud and squalor, the lumpen, both urban 
and rural. His turf is the poor region of the Great Plains in northeast Hungary, 
where in dilapidated factories, overcrowded tenement houses, filthy shanties, 
stinking bars, and rumbling, slow freight trains we behold the forever exploited 
common men. The volume's feature story, "Thy Kingdom Come" presents three 
labourers whose dismissal-"the bosses threw them away like a rotten apple"-
mirrors their own hopelessness and also intimates the universal disintegration of 
their class. In the other three dark, raw, unpretentious stories, with the neutral 
observation of a sociologist, the author speaks up for the impecunious, truculent 
loud enough to be heard. Brilliantly drawn characters are in each tale as it 
leisurely winds its way to the inevitable bleak conclusion. There is a gritty 
authenticity in their tone. In effect, Tar, himself a former factory hand, 
impresses us as an unsettling portraitist of the destitute, the abandoned and 
maladjusted.  
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Poverty is also prevalent in Zsuzsa Vathy's story "I Love You, Edua," a yarn 
reminiscent of Tar's work with its sinister overtones. This writer of sensitive, 
resonant prose in which sharp observation often shades into metaphor, knows no 
condescension to the poor, her whimsical descriptions are indeed mesmerizingly 
lethal-they hurt. A fine realist, Vathy is freeze-framing the complexities of 
human relationships with precision, rooted in factual knowledge. In her short 
piece Edua is a naïve, lonely female executive who, as an experiment, while on 
vacation, immerses herself into the world of the homeless with dangerous 
abandon. This captive of the solitary existence of the pseudo corporate world of 
mini-successes, for a fleeting moment feels loved at last among the homeless. 
"On the pavement someone had written in neat regular white letters: I LOVE 
YOU, EDUA! The words transported her high above the square, above the 
linden trees... her heart beat rapidly in alarm and in exultant joy." Who is more 
miserable in the long run: the poor little rich girl or the destitute derelicts? Vathy 
is a honest story-teller, her intrinsic purity breaks through the filth and beams 
triumphantly on the cutting edge of fiction and reality.  

The collection is a welcome sign, a tiny indication that we might be breaking out 
of our long-lasting literary isolation. The photographs are excellent, the 
biographical information useful though a bit inconsistent (for instance, Spiró's 
English translations are missing, among them one by this reviewer), and despite 
a few silly typos (Getz and not Betz Foundation, etc.) the layout is more than 
adequate. In sum, the release of this confident, fine English text should be hailed 
as an enticing calling card from contemporary Hungarian writing.  

Clara Györgyey is a critic, translator, and Director of the Humanities in 
Medicine Program at Yale University. Her book, Ferenc Molnár (Boston, 
Twayne Pub.) appeared in 1980, her latest volume, a collection of criticism, 
appeared in Budapest in Hungarian in 1998.  
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Hungarian literature in Rumania came into existence in the twenties after 

the provisions of the Peace Treaty of Trianon had awarded the greater part of 
•historical Hungary to the neighbouring countries, and historical Transylvania as 
well as the adjacent territories had come under Rumanian jurisdiction. In these 
territories, besides the Rumanian majority, there lived two nationalities of 
sizeable population: Hungarian and German. (Of the population that came under 
Rumanian jurisdiction 53.8% proclaimed themselves to be of Rumanian 
nationality, 31.7% Hungarian and 10.6% German.) Hungarians became a 
minority group and their ethnical and cultural survival was strongly threatened 
by the assimilative endeavours of the Rumanian policy that aimed at 
establishing a uniform national state.  
Under such circumstances a very important role was allotted to the majority 
culture, especially literature, which considered it its primary role to maintain the 
national and historical consciousness of the minority Hungarian population and 
to foster the intellectual connections of the Transylvanian peoples: Hungarians, 
Rumanians and Germans. Hungarian literature in Rumania 
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on Ferenc József Dabály, the composer of the Uruguayan and Paraguayan 
national anthems. He provides a chapter on the years Sándor Asbóth spent in 
Buenos Aires until his death, as ambassador of the United States. Finally, a 
lengthy chapter is devoted to the honorable János Czetz, the colonel of the 
Hungarian War of Independence of 1848, who earned great fame as a professor, 
professional engineer and writer in Argentina. The author quotes a great variety 
of contemporary sources. The monograph is a scholarly work and makes also 
for pleasurable reading.  
Országos Széchényi Könyvtár, Ilona Kovács  
Budapest  

Hungarian Studies in English, I—XV  
If the life of Hungarian Studies in English, (henceforth; HSE)> is 

calculated, as would be expected, from its date of birth, at first sight it may 
appear strange that, though it started publication in 1963, it is only 15 years old 
in 1982. The explanation is that in the beginning HSE appeared every two years. 
László Országh, Chairman of Kossuth University's English Department in 
Debrecen, who founded the present series in 1963, was cautious in promising 
further volumes in the Prefatory Note of the first issue, saying only that more 
would follow "from time to time". Owing to Professor Országh's organizational 
talent and dedication, "from time to time" became regular intervals: every two 
years up to 1973, and annually since 1974. The annual sequence is only 
seemingly interrupted in 1978, for the 1977 Festschrift, Volume XI, in which 
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the then retired László Országh was honored by his students, was a double issue, 
so much so that it should really have been numbered Volumes XI and XII.  

The very first volume of the present series of the HSE was a Festschrift, a 
memorial volume. Besides commemorating the twenty-fifth anniversary of the 
founding of the Debrecen English Department, Professor Országh's Prefatory 
Note explained that while the volume was a first comer of a novel and unique 
undertaking in post-World War II English Philology in Hungary, it was "at the 
same time to serve as a memorial to Sándor Fest, the first professor of English 
in this university". László Országh and István Gál (In Memóriám Sándor Fest) 
inform us that Sándor Fest, a comparatist of commanding stature in Anglo-
Hungarian intellectual relations, inaugurated a series, Studies in English 
Philology in 1936 and renamed it Hungarian Studies in English in 1944, in what 
turned out to be the first and last volume by that name. In that very year Fest 
died tragically during the siege of Budapest. Almost twenty years later, László 
Országh regarded his new series of HSE as a continuation of what his 
predecessor in the Chair had started.  

Already a tradition which still prevails had established itself: the chairman 
of the Debrecen English Department is always the editor of HSE. The first 
seven volumes were edited by Országh, who chose P. Egri and A. Katona as his 
assistant editors. After volume VIII, edited by A. Katona, the temporary 
confusion that surrounded the chairmanship and the short interregnum that 
followed are also reflected in the editorship of HSE, volume IX bearing the 
name of L. Némedi, "Acting Head of the English Department"; László Országh 
helped out with volume X. It was with volume XI, the Országh Festschrift, that 
the present editor, István Pálffy took up his position. After László Országh the 
editors no longer had assistant editors.  

 
Though HSE was a considerable feat of English Philology in post-war 

Hungary, the production of fifteen volumes is not a formidable achievement and 
for a scholarly journal the life-span of nearly two decades (1963-82) is by no 
means considerable. Nevertheless, the sixties and the seventies were decades of 
far-reaching change in Hungary, which substantially altered the conditions 
under which HSE existed.  

 
The 1944-63 hiatus was not the product of mere chance and it did not pass 

without leaving its mark. The English and American scholarships and 
fellowships, which practically all serious Hungarian scholars working in the 
field of English and American studies could acquire in the 60s  
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and 70s, were just beginning to become available in 1963. The establishing of 
comparative studies was an impressive accomplishment and HSE will have to 
maintain its role as a forum which is especially relevant for it. (From the 1963 
volume it can be seen that Sándor Fest was the first to devote a life's work to the 
systematic comparative study of Anglo-Hungarian relations in history and 
literary history.) Yet the proportion of comparative essays, especially of papers 
where research was conducted on the reception of various British and American 
authors in Hungary, was not simply a virtue but-considering its almost exclusive 
presence-must have been virtue born of necessity. In those years the younger 
scholars working in this field lacked both the means to expand the English 
holdings of their libraries, and the present system of state-supported individual 
or team-re search. They had for too long been cut off from the desirable and 
long-coveted opportunity of completing their scholarly training with a period of 
intense and essential study at Anglo-Saxon universities and of carrying out 
research in British and American libraries. It should not be forgotten that the 
Debrecen English Department was closed in 1949 and reopened only in 1957. 
To participate in international conferences or to organize international 
professional events in Hungary was utterly out of the question. No wonder many 
felt this lack of opportunity would have thrown into question the relevance of 
their contribution in the fields of linguistics and literature, if the scope of their 
activity had remained more than naturally restricted. However, there have been 
radical changes in this respect and these are also mirrored in HSE. There is 
hardly a Hungarian contribution to the volumes of the past decade whose author 
has not conducted research either in Great Britain or in the United States, as a 
British Council exchange scholar, a Ford research scholar, an IREX exchange 
scholar, an ACLS fellow or under one or the other exchange agreements.  
 

HSE has made good use of the new opportunities available in recent years. 
While preserving the venerable tradition inherited from Országh and displaying 
faithfully the range of Hungarian scholarly interest in general, but of Debrecen 
and Budapest scholars in particular, HSE clearly registers our improved 
international relations. This is mort conspicuous in volumes XII and XIII which 
present the proceedings of the 1978 Debrecen International Seminar of English 
and American Studies held to mark the fortieth anniversary of the Debrecen 
English Department-an event that John Lawler's Foreword refers to as "a 
landmark for English Studies in Hungary". Participants came from all parts of 
the world: Bergen, Berlin, Brno, Budapest, California, Debrecen, East-Anglia, 
Edinburgh, Eger, Graz, Keele, London, Moscow, Munich, New York, Pécs, 
Poznan, Presov, Rostock, Szeged, Tokyo. Moreover the new feature of 
international contributors whose presence is not a complete novelty, for it had 
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occasionally occurred earlier, seems to have continued after the seminar 
volumes.  

 
The HSE now tends to include an increasing number of internationally 

relevant Hungarian contributions in linguistics and literature at, well as in other 
fields of research. Both this and the bénéficient international openness as 
regards contributors can be regarded as the praiseworthy accomplishments of I. 
Pálffy, the present editor. Yet he would be the first to remind us that behind all 
this there towers the figure of László Országh (who died in 1984), the grand old 
man of English and American Studies in Hungary, whose incomparable 
achievements were recognized by the British government in 1977 when he was 
made a Commander of the Order of the British Empire (C.B.E.). He lent his 
influence to almost all Hungarian applications for English and American 
scholarships, and to all other professional enterprises; and he is, among other 
things, the father of American Studies in Hungary in the broad and modern 
sens", of the word. It was he who in volume II of HSE outlined A Programme 
for American Studies in Hungary. He himself contributed unceasingly and 
voluminously to the study of English and American literary history, Anglo-
Hungarian cultural relations, English and Hungarian linguistics. He compiled, 
edited and reviewed dictionaries, English language teaching books and papers as 
well as other books; and, last but not least, taught generations of future teachers. 
Volume XI oîHSE, one of the richest volumes, was due homage, his students' 
salute with the pen.  
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An intelligent critical appraisal of HSE's ramifying material is beyond the 
ability of any one reviewer. Such a task would need to be attempted in separate 
papers, and assigned to several critics. However, it is part and parcel of every 
introduction to step closer and take at least a cursory look. In other words, it 
would be appropriate at this point to glance at just what this 15-year-old East-
Hungarian younger sister of time-honored journals is concerned with.  

 
The following conspectus is arranged under-occasionally loosely applied-

larger headings. The subjects within each large group appear in chronological 
order of publication except where several comparatists or linguists wrote on the 
same topics on different occasions, or the same author contributed on different 
English or American literary subjects in different volumes, or when some 
simplifying inner logical grouping (comparatists, linguists etc.) was necessary.  

 
Comparatist subjects. Anglo-Hungarian relations (by S. Mailer and 

posthumously by S. Fest); American-Hungarian relations (I. Gál on Jen�  
Pivány's pioneering research); Széchenyi and the U.S.A. (I. Gál); Csokonai and 
Burns (K. Bárczy); Hungarian culture versus European patterns (L. Némedi); 
English references in Ferenc Verseghy (V. Julow); anglomania in Hungary (L. 
Országh); Hungarian literature in English (G. F. Cushing); Chekhov and O'Neill 
(P. Egri); essays on various travelogues, memoirs etc., such as Martin 
Csombor's (Á. Békés), S. Bölöni Farkas's (I. Gál), Sir i,Philip Sidney's 
Guidebook (I. Gál), Count Michael Bethlen's (J. Jankovics); Hungarian 
travelogues on pre-Civil-War and post-Civil-War America (A. Katona); Bölöni 
Farkas and A. de Tocqueville (J. Gellen); the Hungarian reception of Pope (V. 
Julow); also, Shaw in Hungary (I. Pálffy), Poe in Hungary (B. Korponay), 
Shakespeare in Hungary (M. Szenczi, T. Bognár, K. É. Kiss), Jack London in 
Hungary (A. Horváth), American drama in Hungary (Cs. Székely), modern 
English drama in Hungary (I. Pálffy), T. S. Eliot in Hungary (O. Rózsa), 
Franklin in Hungary (K. Halácsy), Sinclair Lewis in Hungary (L. Jakabfi); 
helpful bibliographies like American belles-lettres in Hungarian translation 
1945-1970 (A. Katona, M. Zöld), English literature in Hungarian 1945-1965 (A. 
Katona). Hungarian critics on English literature 1957-1965, 1968-1972 (E. 
Mészáros, G. Zsuffa, L. Vadon, V. Vattamány), the celebration of the U.S A.'s 
First Centenary in Hungary (P. Magyarics), the American Civil War in the 
Hungarian press, 1961-1965 (C. Kretzoi).  

 
Linguistics. Contrastive studies (adjectival constructions by B. Korponay, 

adjectives with negative affixes by J. Csapó); lexicography (T. Magay, L. 
Országh, N. Horton-Smith, P. Sherwood): case grammar (B. Korponay, J. 



 21 

Andor); dialectology (L. Matzkó, W. Viereck); semantics (L. Lipka); language 
history (V. Kniezsa on Old Scottish); lexicology (English sporting and medical 
terminology in Hungarian by J. Csapó, M. Kontra); on the first English grammar 
in Hungary (B. Korponay); Hungarian grammars for English students (G. F. 
Cushing); on the Hungarian name of the U.S.A. (L. Országh); topic and focus 
(K. É. Kiss); on aspect in English (B. Hollósy); on subjecthood (J. Anderson); 
on dissimetry in liguistics orientation (Y. Ikegami); on pronominaliza-tion (K. 
Ê. Kiss).  

 
British literature. A. Katona on George Eliot; P. Egri on Joyce and Thomas 

Mann, and on T. S. Eliot; K. Ruttkay on Young; Z. Abádi-Nagy on Swift; B. 
Mohay on F. M. Ford; J. Szabó-Papp on Angus Wilson; M. Szenczi on the 
English Renaissance; E. Hankiss on Keats; I. Pálffy on Byron and on 17th c. 
English drama; J. Fletcher on Swift and Beckett; G. Klotz on modern British 
drama; J. Kocmanová on MacDiarmid; Gy. E. Sz� nv' on John Dee; H. Höhne 
on Stoppard.  

 
American literature. C. Kretzoi on poetry in colonial America, on Styron, on 

American realism, on 17th c. American prose style; A. Katona on modern 
American picaresque; P. Egri on Hemingway, on T. S. Eliot, and on O'Neill; Z. 
Abádi-Nagy on Vonnegut, on Barth, on Pycnhon, on entropie fiction, on John 
Irving; Zs. Virágos on Baldwin, on myth in the American novel; Z. Szilassy on 
Kopit; O. Overland on Relvaag; J. B. Vickery on Barth's use of myth; J. Gellen 
on Willa Gather and Rçrivaag; J. Grmela on Dos Passos; M. Koreneva on 
Albee.  

Other subjects. G. F. Cushing on travel in 18th c. Hungary; Î. Rácz on 
emigration; J. Gellen on a Hungarian colonel's unknown letter to an American 
statesman, as well as on emigration  
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immigration; J. Barta, Jr. on enlightened absolutistic tneory; L. Arday on 1917-
19 British plans for East-Central Europe; T. Frank on Hegel in England; R. 
Kroes on new conservatism in America. Also, articles on the history of the 
Debrecen English Department, in-memorian papers (Fest, Yolland) and book-
reviews.  

It is regrettable that book-reviews are no longer published in HSE after 
volume X and that teaching methodology is represented by one single study (G. 
Lengyel on teaching English as a foreign language).  

Beginning with volume XII HSE has been printed in Kossuth University's 
Duplicating Office and—now that initial difficulties have been sumiounted-its 
presentation has been improved and the number of misprints diminished.  

1986 will be an important year for English studies in Hungary, the centenary 
of their introduction in the curriculum of Hungarian universities. The HSE 
volumes in preparation have been conceived in anticipation of this anniversary 
and will again pay due attention to Anglo-Hungarian and Scottish-Hungarian 
historical and intellectual relations since these are of long standing and 
particularly important in the case of Debrecen.  

Zoltán Ábádi-Nagy  
Kossuth Lajos Tudományegyetem, 
Debrecen  
 

Clara Györgyey: Ferenc 
Molnár  

Boston, Twayne Publishers, A Division of G. G. Hall and 
Co., 1980.195. pp. (Twayne's World Authors Series 
No. 574.)  

It is not to the credit of Hungarian self-assessment that the first biography of 
Ferenc Molnár (1873-1952) and systematization of his works, which can be 
considered complete in spite of its sketchy character, was conceived not in 
Hungary but in the United States. All the greater is the pleasure that it has at last 
been born and through her work Clara Györgyey has undoubtedly done a great 
service to both the Hungarian and international history of drama and the theatre.  

The book depicts in eight chapters the—essentially sad-story which was the 
life of Ferenc Molnár, and his more joyous career as a writer. The glamor and 
unexpected successes of the first years—his gluttonous enjoyment of life, 
money and women—were avenged by the decades of loneliness, mutual 
misunderstandings and illness—not to mention his rushes of torturing qualms of 
conscience. And if the man went through the tortures of hell while still alive—
merely by living too long in a world which he no longer understood—this was 
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intensified by the tortures the writer had to suffer when he lived long enough to 
see the dwindling of his creative power and the alienation of his audience.  

 
Clara Györgyey traces this long road in eight concise chapters. She sketches 

for thft American reader the picture of Budapest towards the end of the last 
century, then she presents a brief but in my view, authentic, biography of Ferenc 
Molnár. The next two chapters deal with the achievements and failures of the 
writer of short stories and novels, with occasional side-glances at the dramatist 
and the overlappings between the prose works and the plays. The following two 
chapters are about the dramatist, one discussing all his plays except Liliom to 
which, as the central play of his oeuvre, a separate is dedicated. Finally, a 
picture is drawn of his years in America, followed by a summary of how the 
author evaluates the writer and his career.  

 
Let me repeat again: it is almost impossible to give this pioneering work the 
commendation it deserves. The value of the work is enchanced by an excellent 
bibliography which-primarily 
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because of its listing of the literature on Molnár published outside Hungary-will 
probably remain a major source for a long time.  
 

It would be uncalled for to enter into a debate with the author about the 
system of values on which her judgements are based. I am compelled to remark, 
however-without arguing about the presence of autobiographical elements-that I 
find it a gross exaggeration to call Molnár an "autobiographical artist" (in the 
preface) and to try to prove this in his life's work. On the contrary: Molnár was 
an artist trying to conceal his feelings-perhaps that is why he found his real 
genre in the drama-who did make use of the raw material of his own life and 
emotions but almost never directly, "autobiographically", in the cases he did so, 
like in The Companion (Hungarian title: Útitárs a szám� zetésben) his 
performance was far below his usual standard.  

 
I would also query the "central role" played by Liliom if we look at his 

whole life' work. It is probable that it was his most successful play; it is more 
than probable that both its ruthlessness and sentimentalism are close to his real-
life experiences, but I doubt that it is the peak of the career of Ferenc Molnár 
either from the point of view of the artist or from that of the craftsman.  

 
In several places Clara Györgyey makes passing hints at parallels and 

coincidences between characters in the works of Molnár and in the great works 
of world literature. She makes an important intimation that Schnitzlet had 
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possibly the greatests impact of any writer on him. It would be a good idea for 
her to support this and similar notions with a more thorough documentation—
perhaps in a separate study. Having made such suggestions, she, however, 
reiterates her assertions (p. 64, 172) that Molnár did not have any contact with 
the literary movements of his age and that his reading did not have a significant 
influence on him either. I think Györgyey could prove the opposite of this on the 
basis of her own material-without being afraid that it would undermine the 
significance of Ferenc Molnár as a writer.  

 
Finally, special credit is due to the careful and attractive printing, including 

the correct spelling of Hungarian names and titles. I found only one disturbing 
mistake, the criticism of Osvát (his first name is Ern� , who wrote about Molnár 
several times) is not equivalent to the criticism of üsváth (his first name is Béla: 
p. 141) mentioned by Györgyey. My other remark is that the excellent sketch by 
Ady on Molnár is, unfortunately, not even mentioned in the book.  
Eötvös Loránd Tudományegyetem, Péter Nagy  
 
Budapest  
 

Romániai magyar irodalmi lexikon, I  
Bukarest, Kriterion Kiadó, 1980. 650 pp.  
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